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PETER   PINDAR,   Esc^ 


X  HE  lives  of  literary  men  are  generally  fo  little  employed 
in  the  buftle  of  the  world,  that  their  characters  are  perhaps 
more  properly  deducible  from  the  nature  of  their  compofiticns, 
than  from  any  obfervations  of  their  conduct.  The  prefent 
fubjecl,  however,  of  our  biographic  notice  has  mixed  fo  much 
with  mankind,  and  has  been  diftinguifhed  for  fuch  -an  exten- 
five  intercourse  with  the  various  conditions  of  human  life, 
that  nothing  of  the  ufual  barren  uniformity  of  literary  pur- 
iuits  is  to  be  deemed  defcriptive  of  his  career  ;  though  indeed 
it  mull  be  acknowledged  that  all  representations  of  it,  not  fur- 
niflied  by  himfelf,  mult  neceflarily  be  conlidered  as  partial  and 
inadequate. 

The  gentleman  then  who  has  figured  in  the  Poetical  World 
under  the  appellation  of  Peter  Pindar,  in  reality  bears  the 
name  of  W — lc — t,  and  is  defcended  from  a  refpedlable  fa- 
mily in  Devon/hire.  He  was  bred  to  the  ftudy  of  phyfic,  and 
pracfcifed  fometime  with  fuccefs  in  Cornwall  ;  but  notwith- 
itanding  that  he  applied  himfelf  very  ferioufly  to  his  profeflion, 
a  genius  like  his  could  not  be  reftrained  within  the  dull  limits 
of  formal  bufinefs  ;  he  was  therefore  found  frequently  addref- 
iing  the  ladies  of  Helicon.  In  this  country  he  formed  a  con- 
nection with  the  late  Sir  William  Trelawny,  and  followed  his 
fortunes  to  Jamaica,  of  which  ifland  he  was  made  Governor 
during  the  Adminiftration  of  Lord  Shelburne.  At  this  place 
we  find  the  Doctor  at  the  fummit  of  medical  elevation,  by  be- 
in^  appointed  Phyfician  General  to  the  ifland,  enjoying  and 
enioyed  by  the  lively  inhabitants.  If  we  do  not  miftake,  the 
Doctor,during  his  refidence  in  this  ifland,  was  induced  to  enter 
into  the  deride  fun  dim,  on  a  pvofped  of  importapt  prefer- 
ment ;  but  being  diiappointed,   he  relinquiflied  the  profeflion 
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©f  a  divine  before  his  departure  for  England,  and  has  nevei 
fince  refumed  it.  This  circumftance  of  his  life  we  underftand 
honeft  Peter  has  always  been  unwilling  to  acknowledge  ;  but 
as  impartial  Biographers,  we  think  it  our  duty  to  reveal  it  to 

our  readers. On  his  return  to  England,  he  re-afiumed 

and  purfued  his  original  profeflion  for  feveral  years ;  but 
choofing,  as  it  is  faid  he  often  has  wifely  declared,  rather  to 
live  happy  on  one  guinea  than  rniferable  on  ten,  he  quitted 
the  gloomy  chambers  of  ficknefs  for  the  cheerful  region  of  Par- 
nafius.  It  is  needlefs  to  obferve  what  opportunity  of  pene- 
trating into  the  character,  and  obferving  the  weaknefs  of  hu- 
man nature,  the  Doctor  muft  have  derived  from  his  profeflion  ; 
and  how  far  this  might  tend  to  aflift  him  in  his  poetical  pur- 
fuits.  The  Doctor's  attachment  to  poetry,  however,  at  laft 
obtained  fuch  an  afcendancy  over  him,  that  though  his  repute 
as  a  phyfician  was  very  high  in  his  native  country,  and  confe- 
cjuently  productive  of  confiderable  emolument,  he  found  it 
impoffible  to  extinguifh  the  poetic  fervor  :  and  as  the  confined 
fphere  in  which  he  moved  in  Cornwall  could  not  afford  fuffici- 
ent  materials  to  exercife,orfufEcient  entertainment  to  gratify  a 
genius  like  his,  he  entirely  relinquifhed  his  medical  profeflion, 
and  commenced  his  literary  career  in  a  place  more    adapted 

to  his  powers,  the  ample  field  of  the  Metropolis. And  here 

it  muft  be  obferved,  that  the  Doctor  enjoyed  an  advantage 
feldom  pofTeffed  by  poets  in  general ;  for  having  fome  family 
inheritance  of  his  own,  large  enough  to  fupply  all  the  decent 
comforts  of  life,  he  was  under  no  neceffity  of  courting  the  fa- 
vour or  fubmitting  to  the  controul  of  Bookfellers  ;  and  he 
was  therefore  enabled  to  give  an  unbridled  indulgence  to  the 
bent  of  his  genius,  which  feems  vehemently  to  have  directed 
him  to  fatire  ;  in  which  he  has  certainly  equalled  the  firft 
writer  this  country  has  produced. 

It  now  becomes  us  to  make  fuch  references  to  the  works  of 
this  verfatile  author  as  may  juftify  the  high  opinion  we  have 
declared  of  his  genius  ;  which  indeed  is  of  fo  Protean  a  kind, 
that  it  appears  in  almoit  every  fhape  ;  and  while  cne  fally  of 
his  fancy  excites  our  admiration,  another  perhaps  immediately 
occurs  of  fo  very  different  a  fpecies,  that  it  is  hardly  poffible  to 
fuppofe  they  were  the  progeny  of  the  fame  mind.  In  one  ref- 
pect  we  confefs,  however,  there  is  a  drawback  on  our  partiali- 
ty to  this  author  ;  and  that  arifes  from  the  freedom  in  which 
he  has  fullered  his  Mufe  to  indulge  herfelf  on  the  character  of 
a  Great  Perfonage.  Kings  are  characters  fhould  not  be  flight- 
ly  f ported  with,  for  they  are  actually  neceffary  to  the  peace 
and  decorum  of  Society ;  which  befides  the  folid  fupport  of 
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ufeful  laws,  derives  considerable  ftrength  from  the  reverence 
in  which  the  firft  Magiftrate  of  a  country  is  held  by  the  gene- 
rality of  the  people  :  for  however  juft  the  ccnfure,  the  cha- 
racter fhouldbs  facred  ;  though  to  the  credit  of  our  author  it 
mult  be  acknowledged,  that  his  eifufions  feem  more  charac- 
terifed  by  good  humour  than  by  the  acrimonius  feverity  which 
diigraces  the  lays  of  Churchill,  and  the  Letters  of  the  elegant 
but  virulent  Junius.  There  is,  however,  one  circumftance  ia 
the  life  of  our  author  which,  as  it  tends  to  the  fupport  of  a 
beautiful  art,  deferves  to  be  recorded.  Let  it  then  be  menti- 
oned, that  to  him  is  Painting  indebted  for  Opie.  This 
great  Artift  was  found  by  our  author  in  the  mines  of  Corn- 
wall, where  his  genius  firft  difcovered  itfelfin  fuch  rude  ef- 
forts as  might  hz\e  paft  unobferved  by  a  lefs  intelligent  eye 
than  that  of  the  Doctor,  who  faw  in  its  rougheft  fliape  the 
excellence  which  has  fince  expanded  into  fuch  importance. 

As  far  as  we  have  been  able  to  trace  the  poetical  career  of 
our  author,  his  works  have  appeared  in  the  following  order. 
His  firft  production  was  an  Epi/lle  to  the  Reviewer •* ',  a  com- 
poiition  of  truly  ironical  and  laughable  fatire.  The  next  off- 
ipring  of  his  Mufe  wai  Lyric  Odes  to  the  Royal  Academicians, 
which,  with  all  their  merit,  we  mult  confefs,  in  fome  of  the 
ftrictures,  are  deficient  in  candour,  and  appear  to  flow  more 
from  a  love  of  fatire,  than  from  a  conviction  of  the  demerits 
of  the  objects  of  his  critical  feverity.  We  dare  cite  Mr.  Wejl 
as  an  inftance,  who,  though  far  from  a  perfect  painter,  was 
entitled  to  more  refpect  from  our  author.  His  next  work 
was  Lyric  Odes  on  the  fame  fubject,  with  the  fame  feverity 
#nd  humour,  and,  we  are  afraid,  with  the  fame  want  of  can- 
dour. 

During  the  intervals  of  his  Odiac  effufions,  our  author  pro- 
duced The  Loujiad,  a  Mock-Heroic  Poem,  abounding  in  wit, 
humour  and  ftrength  ;  but  at  the  fame  time  defective  in  that 
refpect  due  from  a  fubject   to  his  fovereign*.     Peter  fhouid 

*  The  foundation  of  the  Loujiad  <was  a  difcovery  made  by 
bis  Majejly  o?ie  evening  atfupper  of  a  foraething  on  his  plate 
that  bad  green  peas  on  it.  We  have  endeavoured  to  detefb 
the  objeel  that  created  fo  much  difgufl.  From  the  bejl  infor- 
mation <we  find  it  to  have  been  a  hair  from  the  human  head  ; 
tvhich  Peter,  by  a  licentia  poetica,  converted  into  a  Louse. 
Thus  much  happened  inconfequence  of  his  Majejty's  difcovery, 
viz.  the  cooks,  fcullions,  Ifc  i^c.  were  forced  to  fubmit  to  the 
dreadful  operation  ofjhaving,  to  the  number  of  fifty, and  great 
ivas  their  difpleafure  thereat-     This  lie  can  vouch  for  ;  but 
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have  recollected  the  old  adage,that  "  Truth  is  not  to  he  fpok- 
en  at  all  times."  Our  author's  next  performance  v.  as  nis 
Kpijtlc  to  James  Bofwell,  Efq.  The  fubjccT  was  undoubtedly 
fair  game,  and  fully  juftified  the  lafli  of  his  Jui-enalian  feveii- 
ty.  This  Poem,  tor  novelty  of  imagery,  ftrength  of  fatire,  and 
glow  of  poetry,  may  rank  with  any  production  in  our  language 
The  next  labour  of  his  pen  was  Bo^xy  and  Pioxzi,  ft  juit  ri- 
dicule of  vain  and  ignorant  biographers.  After  this  appeared 
Ode  upon  Ode,  in  which  Kings,  Laureats,  Lords,  Ladies, 
Knights,  Fidlers,  and  Amateurs,  are  treated  with  unmerciml 
feverity.  To  thisfucceeded  An  Apologetic  Po/lfcript,  ironi- 
cally juftifying  the  wanton  ridicule  of  the  preceding  publica- 
tion ;  and  which  indeed  may  be  confidered  as  a  witty  re- 
petition of  his  fatirical  offences.  The  next  work  in  order,  as 
well  as  we  can  recollect,  was  the  Second  Canto  of  the  Lou- 
/tad,  breathing  the  fame  fpirit  of  ridicule,  replete  with  the 
fame  novelty  of  imagery  and  ftrength  of  numbers.  The  en- 
fuing  production  is  entitled  Inftruclions  to  a  celebrated  Lau- 
rent, pofleffing  a  vein  of  ironical  wit  and  humour  equal  if  not 
fuperiorto  any  of  his  publications.  The  next  performance  of 
our  author  was  Brother  Peter  to  Brother  Tom,  an  expollula- 
tory  Epiitle,  no  way  inferior  to  any  of  his  former  productions 
in  wit  and  fatire. 

The  pieces  added  in  the  new  Edition,  are  the  following — 
Peter's  Penjion  ;  in  which  our  author  difplays  a  vein  of  the 
moft  elegant  irony,  but  tinctured  with  the  fame  difrefpect  for 

Maje/ly,  which  has  ftained  lbme  of  his  other  Works. Peter's 

Prophecy,  followed  by  Sir  Jofcph  Banks   and  the  Emperor  of 

'Morocco — In  thefe  two  highly-wrought  productions,  the 

mania  of  a  Virtuofo  is  finely  caricatured,  in  a  ftrainof  humour, 
which,  in  the  latter  particularly,  we  fancy  mult  have  extorted 
a  fmile  from  the  rifible  mufcles  of  Sir  Jofeph  himfelf,  the 
Quixotte  of  the  piece.     The  latter  feems  to  be  founded   on  ft 

paffage  in  Dr.  Young's  Satires. Thefe  are  followed  by,  An 

Epijlle  to  a  Falling  Minijler^ubje&ls  for  Painters,  Expoftula- 
tory  Odes,  &.c.  Sec.  in  all  of  which  appear  the  fame  ebulliti- 
ons of  fancy,  wit,  and  genuine  humour,  that  characterize  even 
the  fmalleft  morccaux  which  flow  from  the  pen  of  this  eccen- 
tric and  truly  original  Genius. 

'■whether  it  is  a  proper  fubjett.  for  the  poets  ridicule  or  nottis  x 
quejlion  that  may  admit  offomecontroverfy. 


A 

POETICAL,  SUPPLICATING,  MODEST,  AND  AFFECTING 

EPISTLE, 

TO    THOSE 

LITERARY    COLOSSUSES, 

THE 

REVIEWERS. 


CARMINE  DI  SUPERI  PLACANTCR,  CARMINE,  MANES. 


JJ  ATHERS  of  Wifdcm— a  poor  wight  befriend  ! 

0  hear  my  fimple  prayer  in  fimple  lays  : 
In  forma  pauperis  behold  I  bend, 

And  of  your  Worfhips  aik  a  little  praife. 

I  am  no  cormorant  for  fame,  d'ye  fee  ; 

1  afk  not  ail  the  laurel,  but  a  /prig  '■ 
Then  hear  me,  guardians  of  the  fee  red  tree  I 

And  Hick  a  leaf  or  two  about  my  wig. 

In  fonnet,  ode,  or  legendary  tale, 

Soon  will  the  prefs  my  tuneful  works  difplay  ; 
Then  do  not  damn  'em,  and  prevent  the  fale, 

And  your  petitioner  fhall  ever  pray. 

My  labours  damn'd  the  Mufe  with  grief  will  groan— 
The  eenfure  dire  my  lantern-jaws  will  rue  ? 

Know,  I  have  teeth  and  ftomach  like  your  own, 
And  that  I  with  to  eat  as  well  as  you. 

I  never  faid,  like  murderers  in  their  dens, 
You  fecret  met  in  cloud-clapp'd  garret  high, 

With  hatchets,  fcalping-knives  in  fh ape  of  pens, 
To  bid,  like  Mohawks,  haplels  authors  die : 

Vol.  I.  B 
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Nor  faul  (in  your  Reviews,  together  fining) 
The  limbs  ufbutcher'd  writers,  cheek-by-jolev 

Look'cl  like  the  legs  of  flies  on  cobu  ebs  hung 
Before  the  hungry  fpider's  dreary  hole. 

I  ne'er  declar'd  that  frightful  as  the  blacks, 
In  greafy  flannel-caps  you  met  together; 

With  fcarce  a  rag  of  fliirt  about  your  back?, 
Or  coat,  or  breeches,  to  keep  out  the  weather. 

Heav'n  knows  I'm  innocent  of  all  tranfgreflion 
Againft  your  honours,  men  of  ciaffic  fame  '. 

I  ne'er  abus'd  your  critical  profeflion, 

Whofe  dictum  faves,  at  once,  or  damns  a  name. 

never  queilion'd  your  profound  of  headx 
Nor  vulgar  call'd  your  wit,  your  manners  coarfe 
Nor  fwore  on  butcher'd  authors  that  you  fed, 
Like  carrion-crows  upon  a  poor  dead  horfe. 

I  never  faid  that,  pedlar-like,  you  fold 

Praife  by  the  ounce,  or  pound,  like  muff  or  cheefe  ; 
Too  well  I  knew  you  filver  fcorn'd,  and  gold — 

Such  drofs  a  fage  Reviewer  feldom  fees  '. 

I  never  hinted  that,  with  half  a  crown, 

Books  have  been  fent  you,  by  the  fcribbling  tribe; 

Which,  fee  hath  purchas'd  pages  or  renown  : 
No — for  I  knew  you'd  fpurn  the  palcry  bribe. 

I  ne'er  averr'd,  you  critics  to  a  man, 

For  pence,  would  fwear  an  owl  excell'd  a  lark  : 
Nor  call'd  a  coward-gang,  your. grave  divan, 

That  ftabb'd,  like  bale  aflafhns,  in  the  dark. 

I  never  prais'd,  nor  blam'd,  an  author's  book, 
Until  your  wife  opinions  came  abroad  ; 

On  thefe  with  holy  rev'rence  did  I  look ; 

With  you  I  prais'd,  or  blam'd,  lb — help  me  G-d  1 

The  fam'd  Longinus,  all  the  world  muft  know  : 
The  gape  of  wonder  Ariftarchus  drew, 

As  well  as  Alexander's  tutor,  lo  ! 

All,  all  great  critics,  gentlemen,  like  you. 

Did  any  afk  me,  "  Pray,  Sir,  your  opinion, 
>c  Of  thofe  Reviewers,  who  lb  bold  beftride 

"  The  world  ot  learning,  and  with  proud  dominion, 
"  High,  on  the  backs  of  crouching  authors,  ride?" 


C  »  ) 

Cjuick  have  I  anfwer'd,  in  a  rage,  "  Odfblood  ! 

"  No  works  like  theirs  fuch  criticifm  convey  : 
"  Not  all  the  timber  of  Dodona's  wood 

"  E'er  pour'd  more  fterling  oracle  than  they.'* 

Did  others  cry,  "  Whate'er  their  brains  indite, 

Be  Cure  is  excellent,  a  partial  crew  ! 
With  16  Paeans  ufher'd  to  the  light,    , 

And  prais'd  to  folly  in  the  next  Review  :'* 

This  was  my  anfwer  to  each  fnarling  elf, 

(My  eye-balls  fill'd  with  fire,  my  mouth  with  foam) 

u  Zounds  !  is  not  juftice  due  to  one's  dear  felf  ? 
M  And  mould  not  charity  begin  at  home  ?" 

Full  often  I've  been  queftion'd  with  a  fneer-^- 

"  Think  you   one  could  not   bribe   'em?'*  "  Not  a  Na- 
"  tion." 
M  A  beef-fleak,  with  a  pot,  or  two,  of  beer, 

"  Might  fave  a  little  volume  from  damnation." 

Furious  I've  anfwer'd,  "  Lo  I  my  Lord  Carlifle 

"  Hath  begg'd,  in  vain,  a  feat  in  Fame's  old  temple  ; 

"  Though  you  applaud,  their  wifdoms  will  not  fmile, 
"  And  what  they  disapprove  is  curfed  fimple. 

**  Could  gold  fucceed,  enough  the  peer  might  raife, 
"  Whole  wealth  would  buy  the  critics  o'er  and  o'er : 

"  'Tis  merit  only  can  command  their  praife. 

u  Witnefs  the  volumes  of  Mifs  Hannah  Moore.* 

M  The  Search  for  Happinefs,  that  beauteous  fong, 
"  Which  all  of  us  would  give  our  ears  to  own  ; 

"  The  Captive,  Percy,  that,  like  muftard  ftrong, 
"  Make  our  eyes  weep,  and  underftandingsf  groan." 

Hail  Briftol  town  !  Bceotia  now  no  more, 

Since  Garrick's  Sappho  lings,  tho'  rather  flowly  ; 

All  hail,  Mifs  Hannah  !  worth  at  leaft  a  fcore, 
Ay,  twenty  fcore  of  Chatterton,  and  Rowley. 

Men  of  prodigious  parts  are  moftly  fhy  ; 

Great  Newton's  felf  this  failing  did  inherit;  ' 

*  A  lady  talked  of  for  her  poetical  productions,  and  em- 
phatically called,  by  a  certain  clafs  of  readers,  the  tenth 
Mufe. 

\  A  pair  of  Tragedies. 


(    4    ) 
Thus,  frequent,  you  avoid  the  public  eye, 
And  hide,  in  lurking  holes,  a  world  of  merit, 

Yet  oft  your  cautious  modefties  I  fee, 

When  from  your  bow'r,  with  hats,  you  wing  the  dark  i 
And  Sundays,  when  no  catchpoles  prowl  for  prey, 

On  aether  dining,  in  St.  James's  ].a:k. 

Meek  Sirs  !  in  frays  you  choofe  not  to  appear, 

A  circumftancc  moll  nat'ral  tofuppofe, 
And  therefore  hide  your  precious  heads,  for  fear 

Some  angry  bard,  abus'd,  fhould  pull  your  nofe. 

The  world's  loud  plaudit,  lo  !  you  don't  defire, 

Nor  do  you,  ha/lily,  on  books  decide  ; 
But  rirft  at  ev'ry  coffee-houfe  enquire, 

How,  in  its  favour,  runs  the  public  tide. 

There,  Wifdom,  often  with  a  critic's  wig, 

The  face  demure,  knit  brows,  and  forehead  fcowling, 

I've  feen  o'er  pamphlets,  with  importance  big, 
Moufing  for  faults,  or,  if  you'll  have  it  oivling* 

Herculean  gentlemen  !  I  dread  your  drubs ; 

Pity  the  lifted  whites  of  both  my  eyes  ! 
Strung  with  new  flrength  beneath  your  maffy  clubs, 

Alas  \  I  fhall  not  an  Antaeus  rife. 

Lo,  like  an  elephant  along  the  ground, 

Great  Caliban,  the  giant  Johnfon  ftretch'd  I 
The  Britifh  Rofcius  too  your  clubs  confound, 

Whofe  lame  the  furtheft  of  the  ftars  hath  reach'd. 

If  fmh  fo  eafy  fink  beneath  your  might, 

Ye  Gods  '.  I  may  be  done  for  in  a  trice  : 
Hurl'd,  by  your  rage,  to  everlafting  night — 

Crack'd,  with  that  eafe  a  beggar  cracks  his  lice. 

If,  awful  Sirs,  you  grant  me  my  petition, 

With  brother  pamphlets  fhall  my  pamphlet  fhine  ; 

And  fhould  it  chance  topafs  a  firft  edition, 
In  capitals  fhall  ftare  your  praife  divine, 

Quote,  from  my  work,  as  much  as  e'er  you  pleafe 

For  extracts,  lo  !  I'll  put  no  angry  face  on  1 
Nor  fill  a   hungry  lawyer's  fift  with  fees, 

To  trounce  a  bookfeller,  like  furious  Mafon,* 

*  The  contejl  between  Mr.  Ma/on  and  a  booh/eller  is  gene- 
rally known. 


(    s   ) 

Sage  Sirs  '.  if  favour  in  your  fight  I  find, 

If  fame  you  grant,  I'll  blefs  each  gen'rous  giver  ; 

Wifli  you  found  coats,  good  ftoraach's,  mailers  kind,{ 
Gallons  of  broth,  and  pounds  of  bullock's  liver. 


LYRIC    ODES, 

To  the  Royal  Academicians,  for  the  Yca* 
m.dcc.lxxxii. 


-Armavir  ofque  car  no. 


Paint  and  the  men  of  canvafs  fire  my  lays, 
Who  (how  their  works  for  profit  and  for  praife  ; 
Whofe  pockets  know  molt  comfortable  fillings — > 
Gaining  two  thou/and  pounds  a-year  by  Jbillings. 


ODE        I. 

Peter  giveth  an  account  of  his  great  Relations — boafteth-~ 
praifeth  Sir  William  Chambers  and  Somerfet-Houie — ap- 
plaudetb  Sir  Jofiiua  Reynolds,  and  foevjetb  deep  clajjic 
Learning. 


M' 


.Y  coufin  Pindar  in  his  Odes, 

Applauded  horfe -jockeys  and  gods, 
Wreftlers  and  boxers  in  his  verfe  divine  '. 

Then  fhall  not,  I  who  boaft  his  fire, 

And  old  heriditary  lyre, 
To  Britifh  painters  give  a  golden  line  ? 

Say,  fhall  yon  dome  ftupendous  rife, 
S  tricking  with  Attic  front  the  Ikies — 
The  nurling  dame  of  many  a  painting  ape  ?* 
B  % 
f  The  bookfellers. 

*  Painting  ape. — This  expreffion  is  by  no  means  meant  to 
convey  the  idea  ofinfult. — Tnere  is  great  propriety,  if  not 
poetry,  in  it.  The  reader  nvill  pleafe  to  recoiled,  that  paint- 
ing is  an  imitative  art. — Monkeys  are  prodigious  imitators- — 
nvitnefs  my  onvn  Odes.  Befides,  Pope  compliments  the  immor- 
al iV  ewton  by  a-fmilar  allujio?:. 


f  «  ) 

And  I  immortal  rhyme  refufe, 
To  tell  the  (rations  round  tne  news, 
And  make  pofterity,  with  wonder,  gape  ? 

Spirit  of  coufin  Pindar  ho  ! 

By  all  thy  odes  the  world  (hall  know, 
That  Chambers  plann'dit — Be  his  name  rever'd  '.— * 

Sir  William'  s  journeymen  and  tools, 

(No  pupils  of  the  Chinefe  fchools) 
"W  ith  flone,  and  wood,  and  lime  the  fabric  rear'd  \ 

Thus,  having  put  the  knight  in  rhyme. 
Stone  men,  and  timber  tools  and  lime  ; 

Now,  let  us  fee  what  this  rare  dome  contains — 
Where  rival  artifts,  for  a  name, 
Bit  by,  that  glorious  mad-dog.  Fume, 

Have  iix'd  the  labours  of  thier  bruin  and  brains* 

0  mufe  1  Sir  Jo/bud's  mafter-hand 
Shall  rirft  our  lyric  laud  command — 

Lo  !   Tarleton  dragging  on  his  boot  fo  tight  I 
His  horics  feel  a  godlike  rage, 
And  long,  with  Yankees,  to  engage — - 

I  think  I  hear  them  Hunting  for  the  light '. 

Behold  with  fire  each  eye-ball  glowing! 

1  wifh  indeed  their  manes,  fo  flowing, 
Were  more  like  hair — the  brutes  had  been  fo  good, 

If,  flaming  with  fuch  clailic  force, 
They  had  refembled  lefs  thathorfe 
Call'd  Trojan — and,  by  Greeks,  compos'd  of  wood. 

Now  to  yon  angel  let  us  go — ■    " 

A  fine  performance  too,  1  trow, 
Who  rides  a  cloud — indeed  a  poorifh  hack — 
Which  to  my  mind  doth  certe  bring 

That  eafy,  bum-delighting  thing, 
Rid  by  a  Chancellor-*-yclep'd  a  fack. 

Yet,  Reynolds,  let  me  fairly  fay, 

With  pride  I  pour  the  lyric  lay, 
To  moft  things  by  thy  able  hand  expreft — 

Compar'd,  alas  !  to  other  men, 

Thou  art  an  eagle  to  a  wren  ! 
Now,  Mrs.  Mufe,  attend  on  Mr.  Weft* 


C    7    ) 


ODE        II. 

Peter  fall 'eth  foul  on  Mr.  Weft,  for  reprefenting  our  Blefied 
Redeemer  like  a?i  old  Clothes-man — and  for  mifreprefentr 
ing  the  Apoftles. — Peter  defcribeth  St.  Paul,  and  Judas, 
and  the  Apoftles — cutteth  up  Mr.  Weft'*  Angels — attack  - 
eth  another  Picture  of  Mr.  Weft'; — nveepeth  ever  the  hard 
fate  of  Princes  Octavius  and  Auguftus,  Children  of  our 
* Mojl  Glorious-  Sovereign. 


o 


WEST,  what  hath  thy  pencil  done  ? 

Why  painted  God  Almighty's  Son 
Like  an  old  clothes-man,  about  London  ftreet ! 

Place  in  his  hand  a  rufty  bag, 

To  hold  each  fweet  collected  rag  ; 
We  then  ftiall  fee  the  character  complete. 

Th'  Apoftles  too,  I'm  much  affraid, 

Were  n<jt  the  fellows  thou  haft  made — 
For  Heav'n's  fake,  Wejl,  pray  rub  them  out  again — • 

There's  not  a  mortal  who  believes 

They  look'd  like  old  *  Salvator's  thieves, 
Although  they  might  not  look  like  gentlemen* 

St.  Paul  moft  candidly  declares, 

He  could  not  give  himfelf  high  airs 
Upon  his  perfon,  which  was  rather  homely  ; 

But  really  as  for  all  the  reft, 

Save  Judas,  who  was  a  rank  beaft, 
They  all  were  decent  labourers,  and  comely. 

Thy  Spirits  too,  can't  boaft  the  graces — 

Two  indian  angels,  by  their  faces — 
But  fpeak — where  are  their  wings  to  mount  the  wind  ) 

One  would  fuppofe  M'Bride  \  had  met  'em — 

If  thou  haft  fpare-ones,  quickly  get  'em — 
Or  elfe  the  lads  will  both  be  left  behind. 

Ghoft  of  Octavius  \  tell  the  bard, 
Ana  thou,  Auguftus,  us'd  fahard, 
'  Why  Weft  hath  murder'd  you,  my  tender  lambs  ? 

*  Salvatar  Rofa,  happy  in  his  characters  of  Banditti. 
\  Captain  M'Bride,  famous  for  winging  me?i   oftu-flr,  as 
<iveil  as  partridges. — See  his  letter  to  the  Admiralty. 


(     *     ) 

You  bring  to  mind  vile  Richard's  deed, 
Who  bid  your  royal  coufins  bleed, 
For  which  the  world  the  tyrant's  uiem'ry  damns. 

Wejl,  I  mull  own  thou  doft  inherit 
Some  portion  of  the  painting  fpirit — 

But  truft  me — not  extraordinary  things — 
Some  merit  thou  muft  furcly  own, 
By  getting  up  fo  near  the  throne  ! 

And  gaining  whifpers  from  the  beft  of  King?. 


ODE         III. 

Peter  adminijlereth  /age  Advice  to  very  young  Painter:* 


P, 


EOPLE  mud  mount  by  flow  degrees  to  glory—* 
'Tis  ftairs  nmft  lead  us  to  the  Attic  ftory — 

Thus  tho't  my  great  old  name-iake,  Peter  Czar  ; 
Who  bound  himfelf,  in  Holland,  to  a  trade  ; 
A  very  pretty  carpenter  he  made  : 

And  then  went  home,  *  and  built  a  man  of  war. 

The  lad  who  would  a  'pothecary  fiiine, 
Should  powder  claws  of  crabs,  and  jalap  fine, 

Keep  the  /hop  clean,  and  watch  it  like  a  porter  : 
Learn  to  boil  clyfters — nry,  to  give  them  too. 
If  blinking  nur-es  can't  the  bulinels  do  ; 

Write  well  the  labels,  and  wipe  well  the  mortar. 

Before  that  boys  can  rife  to  mafter-tanners, 
Humble  thofe  boys  mull  be  and  mind  their  manners ; 

Defpifing  pride,  whofe  wifh  it  is  to  wreck  'em  : 
And  mornings  wth  a  bucket  and  a  flick, 
Should  never  once  difdain  to  ftoop  and  pick, 

From  it  reet  to  ftreet,  fair  lumps  of  Album  GrtecuitU 

Thus  fhould  young  limning  lads  themfelves  demean  ; 

Learn  how  to  keep  their  matters,  brufhes  clean, 
And  learn  to  fqueeze  the  colours  from  the  bladders — 

Furbifh  up  rags — the  fhining  pallet  fet — 

Keep  bright  the  knives — and  eke  the  eafel  neat- 
Such  arts  to  fames  high  temple  are  the  ladders. 

Young  men— fo  ufeful  are  the  arts  I  mention  j 
(Believe  me,  not  an  atom  is  invention.) 

*  To  Rujia. 


(     *    ) 

^*he  inflant  that  I  pen  this  Ode,  I  know 

A  Jew-like,  fhock-poll'd,  fcrubby,  fliort  black  mas, 
More  like  a  cobbler  than  a  gentleman- 
Working  on  canvafs,  like  a  dog  in  dough. 

By  heavens  !  with  fcarce  more  knowledges  than  thefej 
He  earns  a  guinea,  every  day,  with  eafe  ; 

Attempting  heads  of  princes,  dogs,  cats,  'iquires— 
Now  on  a  monkey  vent'reth — now  a  Taint — > 
Taiks  of  himfe/f,  and  much  himfelf  admires, 

And  ftruts  the  verrieit  Bantam-cock  of  paint. 

But,  mind  me,  youths,  I  don't  conceit  advice, 
Becaufe  'tis  fulfome  to  men's  ears  and  eyes  ; 
Whofe  tongues  might  cover  you  with  ridicule— 
And  pray,  who  loves  the  appellation,  fool  .* 

Yet,  if  in  fpite  of  all  the  mufe  can  fay, 
You  will  injijt  on  going  the  wrong  way, 
And  nvijh  to  be  a  laughing  fcock — 
Copy  our  little  old  black  ijantam-cock— - 

Whofe  foul,  moreover,  of  fuch  canker'd  fort  i»— 

With  fo  much  acrimony  overflows, 

As  makes  him  wherefoe'er  he  goes, 
A  walking  thumb-bottle  of- — aqua  fortis* 


ODE        IV. 

The  Lyric  Bard  commendeth  Mr.  Gainfbrough's  Pig* 
re  commendeth  Landfcape  to  the  Artijl, 

jLJLND  now,  O  Mufe,  with  fong  fo  big, 

Turn  round  to  Gainjbo  rough's  girl  and  pig, 
Or  pig  and  girl,  I  rather  fhould  have  faid  : 

The  pig  in  white,  I  muft  allow, 

Is  really  a  well-painted  fow  : 
I  wifh  to  fay  the  fame  thing  of  the  maid. 

As  for  poor  St.  Leger  and  prince, 

Had  I  their  places  I  fhould  wince, 
Thus  to  be  gibbetted,  for  weeks,  on  high  : 

Juft  like  your  fellons  after  death, 

On  Bagfhot,  or  on  Hounflow  heath, 
That  force  from  travellers,  the  pityiug  figh. 


C     to     ) 

Vet  Gain/borough  has  great  merit  too, 
Would  he  his  charming  fort  purfue — 

To  mind  his  Landfcape  have  the  modeft  grace — 
Yet  there  fometimes  are  nature's  tints  defpis'd  : 
I  wifh  them  more  attended  to,  and  pris'd, 

Inftead  of  trump'ry  that  ufurps  their  place. 


ODE         V. 

?eter  quarrelleth  with  Fat — provcth  its  fatal  Inconvenient 
cies — accountetb  for  the  Leannefs  and  kags  of  the  MufeS 
— difplayeth  Military  Science — tellcth  a  wonderful  Story 
of  a  Spanifh  Marquis — talketh  fenfibly  of  a  Greyhound,  a 
Hawk,  and  a  Race-Horfe — pointeth  out  the  proper  Subjefti 
for  Greafe. 

X   AINTERS  and  poets  never  mould  be  fat — 

Sons  of  Apollo  !  liften  well  to  that. 
Fat  is  foul  weather— dims  the  fancy's  fight : 

In  poverty,  the  wits  more  nimbly  mufter  : 

Thus  ftars,  when  pinch'd  by  froft,  caft  keener  luftre 
On  the  black  blanket  of  old  mother  night. 

Your  heavy  fat,  I  will  maintain. 

Is  perfect  birdlime  of  the  brain  : 
And,  as  to  goldfinches  the  birdlime  clings— 
Fat  holds  ideas  by  the  legs  and  wings. 

Fat  flattens  the  raoft  brilliant  thoughts, 

Like  the  bufF-ftop,  on  harpfichords,  or  fpinnets-*- 

Muffling  their  pretty  little  tuneful  throats, 

That  elfe  would  e'en  have  chirp'd  away  like  linnets* 

Not  only  fat  is  hurtful  to  the  arts, 
But  Love,  at  fat — e'en  Love  almighty,  ftarts. 
Love  hates  large,  lubberly,  fat,  clumfy  fellows — 
Panting  and  blowing  like  a  blackfmith's  bellows* 

In  parliament,  amidft  the  various  chat, 
What  eloquence  of  Norths  is  loft,  by  fat  ! 
Mute  in  his  head-piece,  on  his  bofom  hung, 
How  many  a  fpeech  hath  flept  upon  his  tongue  . 

So  far  Apollo's  right,  I  need  muft  own, 

To  keep  his  fens  ayd  daughters  high  in  bone  : 


(     xi     ) 

The  Nine,  too,  as  from  hiftury  we  glean, 
Are  like  Don  (Quixote's  Rojinante,  lean— 

Who,  likewife,  fancy  all  incumbrance  bad, 
And,  .therefore,  travel  very  thinly  clad  ; 
Looking  like  damiels,  juft  efcap'd  from  jails, 
With  backs  alfrefco,  and  with  tatter'd  tails. 

How,  with  large  rolls  of  fat,  would  act 

A  foldier,  or  a  failor  ? 
And  'tis  a  well  attelted  fact, 

Apollo  was  as  nimble  as  a  taylor. 
How  could  he  elfe  have  caught  that  handfome  flirt, 
Mils  Daphne,  racing  thro'  the  pools  and  dirt  ? 

The  Marquis  of  Cerona,  of  great  parts, 

Could  fcarce  fupport  himfelf,  he  was  lb  big — 

He  ftarv'd — drank  vinegar  by  pints  and  quarts, 
And  got  down  to  a  chriftian,  from  a  pig. 

Some  author  fays,  his  fkin  (but  ibme  will  doubt  him) 

Would  fold  a  half-a-dozen  times  about  him. 

Reader  ! — of  lie  I  urge  not  an  ibta  : 

His  ikin  would  really  round  his  body  come,, 
Though  tight  before  as  parchment  on  a  drum— * 

Juft  like  a  Portuguefe  capota. 

Yes — yes,  indeed,  I  folemnly  repeat, 
Painters  and  bards  fhould  very  little  eat: 
No  matter,  verily,  how  liight  their  fare — 
Nay,  though,  Chamelion  like,  they  fed  on  air — 

Elfe  they're,  like  ladies,  much  inclin'd  to  feeding, 
Who  often,  wnen  they  fatten,  leave  orf  breeding; 
Or,  like  the  hen,  facetous  ./Efop's  ftory — 
So  known,  I  ihall  not  lay  the  tale  before  ye. 

You  would  not  load  with  fat  a  running-horfe, 

Or  greyhound,  you  defign  to  courfe  ; 

Nor  would  you  fatten  up  the  hawk, 

You  mean  to  nimble  birds  to  talk. 

Then  pray,  young  brufhmen,  if  you  wifh  to  thrive, 
And  keep  your  genius,  and  the  art  alive , 

Gobble  not  quantities  of  flefh  and  hfh  up  : 

Beings  who  can  no  harm  from  fat  receive, 

May  ea  t  le:ure.y— iaca,  for  Heav'n's  fake  leave 

Greafe  to  an  alderman,^  hog,  or — bifhop, 


C    **    ) 


ODE        IV. 


Fcttrjlattereth  Mr.  Mafon  Cumberlaine,  and  that  mofi  bril 
liant  Land/cape  Painter,  Mr.  Loutherborough — Peter 
adrnireth,  praifeth  and  conjfcletb  the   Engli/h  Claude,  Wil* 

fon. 


T, 


HY  portraits,  Chamberlaine,  may  be 
A  likenefs,  far  as  I  can  fee  ; 

But,  faith  !   I  cannot  praife  a  fingle  feature  ; 
Yet,  when  it  fo  lhall  pleafe  the  Lord, 
To  make  his  people  out  of  board, 

Thy  pictures  will  be  tolerable  nature. 

And,  Loutherborough,  when  Heav'n  fo  wills, 
To  make  brafs  fkies,  and  golden  hills, 

With  marble  bullocks  in  glafs  paftures  grazing  ; 
Thy  reputation,  too,  will  rife, 
And  people,  gaping  with  furprife", 

Cry,  "  Monfieur  Loutherborough  is  molt  amazing 

But  thou  muft  wait  for  that  event — 
Perhaps  the  change  is  never  meant — 

Till  then,  with  me,  thy  pencil  will  not  fliine — 
Till  then,  old  red-nos'd  Wilfon's  art 
Will  hold  its  empire  o'er  my  heart, 

By  Britain  left  in  poverty  to  pine. 

But,  honeft  TVilfon,  never  mind  ; 

Immortal  praifes  thou  flialt  find, 
And  for  the  dinner  have  no  caufe  to  fear  : 

Thou  ftart'ft  at  my  prophetic  rhymes  — 

Don't  be  impatient  for  thofe  times  ; 
Wait  till  thou  haft  been  dead  an  hundred  years. 


(     13     ) 


O    D    E        VII. 

Peter  breaketh  out  into  Learning  and  talketh  Latin — advif- 
eth  young  Arti/ls  to  do  no  more  than  they  can  do — recom- 
viendeth  to  each  the  Knowledge  of  his  Genius. — Peter  talk- 
eth ofJEfop's  Fables  and  Mr.  Stubbs — Peter  venturetb 
on  the  Stage — recordeth  a  Story  of  an  actor — and  conclw 
deth  facetioujly. 

u  QUI  Jit,  Mcecenasy  ut  nemo  quamfibi fort£tn>" 

Was  partly  written  for  thofe  fools, 
Who  flight   the  very  art  that  would  fupport  'era, 

In  fpite  of  gratitude's  andwifdom's  rules, 

It  brings  to  mind  old  iEfop's  tale  fo  fweet, 

Of  a  poor. country-bumpkin  of  a  flag, 
Who  us'd  to  curfe  his  clumfy  legs  and  feet, 

But  of  his  horns  did  wonderfully  brag. 

Unlike  our  London  poor  John  Bulls, 
Who,  from  the  wardrobe  of  their  i'culls, 
Could,  with  the  greater!:  pleaiure.  piecemeal,  tear 
Such  pretty-looking  ornamental  geer. 
But  to  the  Itory  of  the  buck, 
Like  (many  Englifh  ones)  much  out  of  luck. 
When  to  a  thicket  maiter  buck  was  chas'd, 

His  favrite  horns  contriv'd  to  fpoil  his  trot — 
By  keeping  the  young  'fquire  in  limbo  faft, 

Till  John  the  huntfman,  came,  and  cut  his  throat. 
Unfortunately  for  the  graphic  art, 
Painters,  too  often,  their  true  genius  thnvart  ; 
Mad  to  accomplish  what  can  ne'er  be  done, 
They  form  for  criticifm — a  world  of  fun. 

The  man  of  hifTry  longs  to  deal  in  little % 
Quits  lafting  oil,  for  perifhable  fpittle  : 
The  man  of  miniature  to  hift'ry  fprings, 

Mounts,  with  an  ardour  wild,  the  broom-like  brufh— • 
Makes,  for  fublimity,  a  daring  puih, 
And  fhows,  like  Icarus,  his  feeble  wings. 

'Tis  faid,  that  nought  fo  much  the  temper  rubs, 
Of  that  ingenious  artift,  Mr.  Stubbs, 
Vol.'  I.  C 


C    U    ) 

As  calling  him  a  horfe-painter — How  ftrange, 
That  Stubbs  the  title  fliould  delire  to  change  1 

Yet  doth  he  curfes  on  th*  occafion  utter, 
And,  foolifh,  quarrels  with  his  bread  and  butter. 
Yes,  after  landfcape,  gentlemen,  and  ladies, 
This  very  Mr.  Stubbs  prodigious  mad  is  ; 

So  quit  his  horfe — on  which  the  man  might  ride 
To  fame's  fair  temple  happy,  and  unhurt  ; 

And  takes  a  hobhy-horfe  to  gall  his  pride, 
That  flings  him,  like  a  lubber,  in  the  dirt, 

The  felf-fame  folly  reigns,  too.  on  the  ftage, 
Such  for  impoffibiiities,  the  rage  ! 
The  men  of  farce,  to  tragedy  afpires, 
And  calf- like,  bellowing,  feels  heroic  fires — 

Wcjlon  for  Hamlet  and  Othello  figh'd, 
And  thought  it  dev'iifh  hard  to  be  denied, 
The  courtly  Abington's  untoward  ftar, 
Wanted  her  reputation  much  to  mar, 
And  link  the  lady  to  the  wafhing  tub — 
So  wifper'd — "  Mrs.  Abington,  play  Scrub" 
To  folly  full  as  great,  fome  imp  may  lug  her, 
And  bid  her  (link  in  Jilcb,  and  Abel  Drugger*. 

An  actor,  living  at  this  time, 

That  now  I  pen  my  verfe  fublime, 
Could  not,  to  fave  his  foul,  find  out  his  fort — 

But  lo  !  it  happen'd  on  a  lucky  night, 

He,  on  the  fubject  got  a  deal  of  light ; 
And  thus  doth  fame  the  circumftance  report. 

After  exhibiting  to  pit  and  boxes 

To  take  a  dram  the  actor  ftrol'd  to  *  Fox's — 
Where  foon  his  friend  came  in,  fuch  fine  things  faying,. 

Offering  a  thoufand  pretty  falutations, 

With  full -confirming  oath-ejaculations, 
Unto  this  fon  of  Thefpis,  for  his  playing 

"  By  Hea'v'ns  !"  qouth  he,  "  unrivall'd  is  thy  merit— 
"  Thou  play'dft  to  night,  my  friend,  with  matchlefs 

"  l'pirit : 
"  Zounds  !  my  dear  fellow,  let  me  go  to  H-ll, 
"  If  ever  part  was  acted  half  fo  well  !" 

*  J  tavern  near  the  play- boufe* 


(    *S     ) 

The  actor  blufh'd  and  bow'd,  and  filly  look'd, 
To  hear  fuch  compliments,  fo  nicely  cook'd — 
Getting  the  better  of  his  mauvaife  honte, 
And  flaring  at  the  other's  fteady  front, 

He  afk'd  "  What  part,  pray,  mean  ye  ?  for  in  troth, 
•*  I  know  of  none,  that  you  fhould  fo  commend." 
"  What  part  '."  reply'd  the   other,  with  an  oath  : 
"  The  bind  part  of  a  Jack-afs,  *  my  dear  friend  1" 

The  player,  pleas'd,  inftead  of  being  hurt, 
Thank'd  him  for  the  difcovery  of  his  fort — 
Purfu'd  his  genius — fought  no  higher  game, 
And,  by  his  Jack-afs,  won  uxemried  fame. 


ODE        VIII. 
Peter  abufeth  Mr.  and  Mrs,  Cofway. 

X.  IE,  Co/way  !  I'm  afham'd  to  fay, 

Thou  own'ft  the  title  of  R.  A. 

I  fear  to  damn  thee  'twas  the  devil's  fending — 

Some  honell  calling  quickly  lind, 

And  bid  thy  wife  her  kitchen  mind, 
Or  fhirts  and  fhifts  be  making,  or  be  mending. 

If  madam  cannot  make  a  fhirt, 

Or  mend,  or  from  it  wafli  the  dirt, 
Better  than  paint — the  poet  for  thee  feels — 

Or  take  a  flitch  up  in  thy  flocking 

(Which  for  a  wife  is  very  mocking) 
I  pity  the  condition  of  thy  heels. 

What  vanity  was  in  your  fkulls, 

To  make  you  act  fo  like  two  fools — 
T'  expofe  your  daubs,  tho'  made  with  wond'rous  pains  out  ? 

Could  Raphael's  angry  ghoft  arife, 

And  on  the  figures  call  his  eyes, 
He'd  catch  a  piftol  up,  and  blow  your  brains  out. 

Mufe,  in  this  criticifm,  I  fear, 
Thou  really  haft  been  too  fevere  : 

*  A  part  in  one  of  the  Pantomimes,  which  contains  a 
large  portion  of  kicking,  braying,  objlinacy,  and  tail  wrig- 
gling 


C     *6     ) 
Cofiuay  paints  miniature  with  truth  and  fpirit, 
And  Mrs.  Cojhvay  boafts  a  fund  of  merit. 

Be  more  like  courtly  Horace's  thy  page  ; 
And  fhun  of  furious  Juvenal  the  rage, 
Of  whom  old  Scaliger  afTerts,  "  quijugulat" — 
Id  eft — the  fellow  would  not  murder,  boggle  at. 

This  Scaliger  employs,  too,  the  word — trucidat : 
That  is,  the  bard  would  dam  thro'  thick  and  thin, 

And,  like  a  ruffian,  would  lb  ufe  you,  that 
He  would  not  leave  a  wholebone  in  your  lldn. 


ODE        IX. 

Peter  exhibiteth   Bible-Knowledge — condemnetb  Imitators' 
and  maketh  Comparifons* 

OlR-  Jojbua — for  I've  read  my  Bible  over— - 
Of  whole  fine  art  I  own  myfelf  a  lover, 
Puts  me  in  mind  of  Matthew,  the  firft  chapter — 
Abram  got  Ifaac- — Ifaac,  Jacob  got — 
Jofeph  to  get,  was  lucky  Jacob's  lot, 
And  all  his  brothers, 
Who,  very  tiaf  rally  made  others — ■ 
Continuing  to  the  end  of  a  long  chapter — > 
A  genealogy  I  read  with  rapture. 

Yet,  poffibly,  not  with  fo  much  delight, 

As  Queenlbury's  Duke,  delighting  in  good  courfes, 

Reads  (which  I'm  told  he  doth,  from  morn  tonight) 
The  noble  pedigrees  of  running-hories, 

Penn'd  with  a  deal  of  fubtilty,  and  labour, 

By  that  great  turf-apoltle,  Mr.  Hebcr. 

Sir  Jofiua's  happy  pencil  hath  produc'd 

A  holt  of  copyilts,  much  of  the  lame  feature; 

By  which  the  art  hath  greatly  been  abus'd — 

I  own  Sir  Jojhua,  gi  cat— but  Nature,  greater* 

But  what,  alas  !  is  ten-times  worfe — 

The  progrefs  of  the  art  to  curfe  : 

The  copyijls  have  been  copied  too  ; 

And  that,  I'm  fare,  will  never  do. 


(    *7    ) 

Such  painters  are  like  pointers,  hunting  game- 
Intent  on  pleafure»  and  dog-fame  ; 
Suppofe  a  half-a-dozen  dogs,  or  more, 
Sniuting,  and  fcamp'ring,  crofling  the  field  o'er, 

One  pointer  fcents  the  partridge — points — 
Fix'd  like  a  ftatue  on  the  pleafing  gale  ! 

How  act  the  others  ? — Stop  their  fcamp'ring  joints; 
And,  lo  \  one's  nofe  is  on  his  neighbour's  tail. 

Perhaps  this  dog-compariibn  of  mine, 
Though  vaftly  natural,  and  vaftly  fine, 
May  not  be  fully  under  flood, 
By  all  the  youngling  painter-brood  ; 
Therefore,  that  into  error  they  may'nt  roam, 
I  think  I'll  be  a  little  more  at  home. 

Suppofe  a  damfel  of  the  Cyprian  clafs, 
A  frefh  imported,  lovely,  blooming  lafs, 

Bay,  carelefs,  fmiling,  ogling  in  the  park — 

Suppofe  thofe  charms,  fo  pleafing  to  the  eye, 
Catch  the  wild  glance,  and  ftart  the  am'rous  figh, 

Of  fome  young  roving  military  fpark  I 

Lo  !  as  if  touch'd  by  bailiffs,  or  by  thunder, 
Sudden  he  flops — all-over  flaring  wonder — 
A  thoufand  fancies,  his  warm  brain  furround  ; 
And  nail'd,  as  if  by  magic,  to  the  ground, 
He  points  towards  thofe  fafcinating  charms, 
That  rous'd  the  hoft  of  paffions  up  in  arms. 

A  brother-enfign  fpies  the  flock- flill  lad, 

And  fudden  halts — grave  pond'ring  what  it  means — 
Another  enfign,  taking  this  for  mad, 

Upon  his  fupple-jack,  deep  marv'ling  leans  : 

Another  enfign,  after  him,  too,  launtering, 
Stops  fhort,  and  to  his  eye  applies  his  glafs — 

To  know  what  ftay'd  his  brother-enfign's  cantering, 
Not  dreaming  of  that  eye-catcher,  the  Lafs. 

Thus,  nofing  one  the  other's  back, 
Stands  in  a  goodly  row,  the  king's  red  pack  ; 
Except  the  firfl,  whom  Nature" 's  charms  inflame — 
His  nofe  is  properly  towards  the  game. 
E'en  fo,  the  Prefder.t,  to  Nature  true, 
Doth  mark  her  form,  and  all  her  haunts  purfue  j 
Whilft  half  the  fillv  brufhmen  of  the  land, 
C  % 
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Contented,  take  the  nymph  zxfecond  hand  ; 
Imps,  who  juft  boaft  the  merit  oitranjlators-* 
Horace's  fervum  pecn  r — Imitators. 


ODE         X. 

Feter jeereth    Mejjieurt   Scrres   mid   Zoflani — and  fraifetb 
and  condanneth  Mr.  Barret* 

OERRES  and  Zojfani  !  I  ween, 

1  better  works,  than  yours,  have  feen — 
You'll  fay,  no  compliment  can  well  be  colder— « 

Why,  as  you  fcarce  are  in  your  prime, 

And  wait  the  itrength'ning  hand  of  time, 
I  hope  that  you'll  improve  as  you  grow  older.* 

Believe  me,  Barret,  thou  haft  truth  and  tafte 

Yet  fometimes  art  thou  apt  to  be  unchajle  : 
Too  oft  thy  pencil,  or  thy  genius,  flags — 

Too  oft  thy  landfcapes,  bonfires  feem  to  be  ; 

And  in  thy  hurtling  clouds,  methinksl  fee 
The  refurrection  of  old  rags. 

O  Catton,  our  poor  feelings  fpare  I 

Supprefs  thy  tralh  another  year  ; 
Nor  of  thy  folly  make   us  fay  a  hard  thing — 

And,lo  !  thofe  daubs,  amongft  the  many. 

Painted  by  Mr.  Edward  Penny  ' 
They  truly  are  not  worth  a  half-  a-farthing. 


ODE        IX. 

Peter  cannonadeth  Fafhion — adiifeth  People  to  life  their  own 
Eyes  and  Nofes — and  ordereth  ivhat  is  to  be  done  <with  a 
bad  Note. 


o 


NE  year,  the  powers  of  fafhion  rule 
In  favour  of  the  Roman  fchool — 
Then,  hey,  for  drawing  '.  Raphael  and  PoufHn. 

*  Thcfujl  is  about  70  years  of  age,  the  lafi  63  or  64. 
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The  following  year,  the  Flemirti  fchool  (hall  ftrike— 
Then,  hey,  for  Col'ring — Reubens,  and  Vandyke  ; 
And,  lo  '.  the  Roman  is  not  worth  a  pin. 

Be  not  impos'd  upon,  by  fafhion's  roar — 
Fafhion  too  often  makes  a  monftrous  noife, 

Bids  us,  a  fickle  jade,  like  fools,  adore, 
The  pooreft  trafh,  the  meaneft  toys. 

And  as  a  gang  of  thieves  a  buftle  make, 
With  greater  eafe  your  purfe  to  take  ; 
So  fafhion,  frequently,  her  point  to  gain, 

Sets  up  a  howl  enough  to  itun  a  ftone, 
And  fairly  picks  the  pocket  of  your  brain, 

That  is,  if  any  brain  you  chance  to  own. 
Carry  your  eyes  with  you,  where'er  you  go— 

For  not  to  truft  to  them,  is  to  abule  'em, 
As  nature  gave  them  t'ye,  you  ought  to  know, 

The  wife  old  lady  meant  that  you  fhould  ufe  'em ; 
And  yet,  what  thoufands,  to  our  vaft  furprife, 
Of  pictures  judge,  by  other  people's  eyes  '. 

When  nature  made  a  prefent  of  a  nofe, 
To  each  man's  face,  we  juftly  may  fuppofe 
She  meant,  that,  for  itfelf,  the  nofe  fhould  think. 
And  judge  in  matters  of  perfume  and  ftink  ; 
Nor  meant  it  for  a  mule  alone,  poor  hack  I 
To  bear  horn-fpectacles  upon  its  back — 
"  Suppofe  it  cannot  fmell,  what  then  J"  you'll  fay, 
Fling  it  away. 


ODE         XII. 


The  Lyric  Bard  groweth   witty  on  Mr.  Peters'.;   Angel    and 
Child — and  Madam  Angelica  Kauffman. 


D 


'EAR  Peters  !  who,  like  Luke,  the  faint, 
A  man  of  gofpel  art,  and  paint, 

Thy  pencil  flames  not  with  poetic  fury  : 
If  Heav'n's  fair  angels  are  like  thine, 
Our  bucks,  I  think,  O  grave  divine, 

May  meet,  in  t'other  world,  the  nymphs  of  Drury. 

The  infant  foul  I  do  not  much  admire  : 
It  bcafteth  fomewhat  more  of  flefh,  than  fire- 
The  picture,  Peters }  cannot  much  adorn  you — 


(       20      ) 

I'm  glad,  though,  that  the  red  fac'J  little  fmner, 
Poor  foul !  hath  made  a  hearty  dinner, 
Before  it  ventur'd  on  fo  long  a  journey. 

Angelica,  my  plaudit  gains — 

Her  art  fo  fvveetly  canvafs  ftains  '. 
Her  dames,  fo  Grecian  !  give  me  fuch  delight  ! 

But  were  fhe  married  to  fuch  gentle  males, 

As  figure,  in  her  painted  tales — 
I  fear  flie'd  find  a  ftupid  wedding  night. 


ODE        XIII. 

Peter  lajhetb  the  Ladies — he  turneth  Story-Teller.— 
Peter  gricveth. 


A, 


.LTHOUGH  the  ladies  with  fuch  beauty  blaze, 
They,  very  frequently,  my  pafiion  raife — 

Their  charms  compenfate,  fcarce,  their  want  otxajle— 
Parting  amidft  the  exhibition  crowd, 
I  heard  fome  damfels  fqflAonably  loud. 

And  thus  I  give  the  dialogue  that  pafs'd. — 

*  Oh  !  the  dear  man  !  (cry'd  one)  look  \  here's  a  bonnet  ! 

*  He  mail  paint  we — I  am  determin'd  on  it — 

*  Lord,  coufin,  fee  !  how  beautiful  the  gown  ! 

*  What  charming  colours  !  here's  fine  lace,  here's  gauze  I 

*  What  pretty  fprigs  the  fellow  draws  \ 

*  Lord,  coufin  !  he's  the  clev'reft  man  in  town  1" 

*  Ay,  coufin,'  cry'd  a  fecond,   '  very  true — 

*  And  here,  here's  charming  green,  and  red,  and  blue — 

*  There's  a  complexion,  beats  the  rogue  of  Warren  I 

*  See  thofe  red  lips,  O  la  !  they  are  fo  nice — 

*  What  rofy  cheeks,  then,  coufin  to  intice  ' — 

4  Compar'd  to  this,  all  other  heads  are  carrion. — 

4  Coufin,  this  limner  quickly  will  be  feen, 
4  Painting  the  Princejs  Royal,  and  the  Queen  : 
4  Pray,  don't  you  think  as  I  do,  Coz,  ? 
4  But,  we'll  be  painted  firfi,    that's  Po-z,.' 

Such  was  the  very  pretty  converfation, 

That  pafs'd  between  the  -pretty  milTes — 
Whilft  unobferv'd,  the  glory  of  our  nation, 

Clofe  by  them,  hung  Sir  Jojbua's  matchlefs  pieces— 


(     M      ) 

Works !  that  a  Titian's  hand  could  form  alone— - 
Works  !  that  a  Reubens  had  been  proud  to  own, 

Permit  me,  ladies,  now,  to  lay  before  ye, 
What  lately  happen'd — therefore  a  true  ftory. 

A        STORY. 

WALKING,  one  afternoon,  along  the  Strand, 
My  wond'ring  eyes  did  fuddenly  expand, 

Upon  a  pretty  leafh  of  country  laffes. — 
'  Heav'ns  !  my  dear,  beauteous  angels,  how  d'ye  do  ! 

1  Upon  my  foul  I'm  monllrous  glad  to  fee  ye.' 
■  Swinge  !  Peter,  we  are  glad  to  meet  with  you  ; 

*  We're  juft  to  London  come — well,  pray,  how  be  ye  ? 

*  We're  juft  a-going,  while  'tis  light, 

*  To  fee  St*  Paul's  before  'tis  dark. — 
'  Lord  \  come— for  once,  be  fo  polite, 

*  And  condefcend  to  be  our  fpark. 

'  With  all  my  heart,  my  angels*' — On  we  walk'd, 
And  much  of  London — much  of  Cornwall  talk'd. 

Now  did  I  hug  myfelf,  to  think, 
How  much  that  glorious  ftruc~lure  would  furprife — • 

How,  from  its  awful  grandeur  they  would  fhrink, 
With  open  mouths,  and  marv'ling  eyes  ! 

As  near  to  Ludgate-hill  we  drew, 

St.  Paul's  juft  op'ning  on  our  view  ; 

Behold,  my  lovely  ftrangers,  one  and  all, 

Gave,  all  at  once,  a  diabolic  fquall, 

As  if  they  had  been  tumbled  on  the  ftones, 

And  fome  confounded  cart  had  crufh,d  their  bones. 

After  well  fright'ning  people  with  their  cries, 
And  flicking  to  a  ribbon-fhop,  their  eyes — 
They  all  rufh'd  in,  with  founds  enough  to  ftun— 
And,  clatt'ring  all  together,  thus  begun.-— 

'  Swinge  !  here  are  colours,  then,  to  pleafe  i 
«  Delightful  things,  I  vow  to  Heav'n  '. 

*  Why  !  not  to  fee  fuch  things  as  thefe, 

'  We  never  fhould  have  been  forgiv'n. 

•  Here,  here,  are  clever  things — good  Lord  ! 

*  And,  fifter,  here — upon  ray  word — 

1  Here,  here  ! — look  ! — Here  are  beauties  to  delight ! 


(    »■    ) 

*  Why  how  a  body's  heels  might  dancfc 

•  Along,  from  Launceton  to  Penzance, 

*  Before  that  one  might  meet  with  fuch  a  fight  I' 

•  Come,  ladies,  'twill  be  dark,'  cry'd  I—4 1  fear  : 

•  Pray,  let  us  view  St.  Paul's,  it  is  fo  near.' — 

'  Lord,  Peter  ."  cry'd  the  girls,  '  don't  mind  St,  Paul  i 

*  Sure  you're  a  molt  Incurious  foul — 

•  Why — we  can  fee  the  church  another  day  : 

*  Don't  be  afraid — St.  Paul's  can't  run  aavay.* 

Reader, 

If  e'er  thy  bofom  felt  a  thought  fublime-, 
Drop  tears  of  pity,  with  the  man  of  rhyme  ! 


ODE        XIV. 


Peter  difdaimeth  flattery — defcribeth  the  Grand  Monarque*— 
and.promifeth  critical  Candour* 


•Ti 


I S  very  true  that  flattery's  not  my  fort- - 
I  cannot,  to  itupidity,  pay  court — 
And  fwear,  a  face  looks  fenfe  (the  picture  puffing) 
That  boafts  no  more  exprej/ion,  than  a  muffin. 

And  yet,  a  Frenchman  can  do  this, 

And  think  he  doth  not  act  amifs  ; 
Although  he  tells  a  moft  confounded  lie- — 

King  Lewis  leads  me  into  this  remark, 

Call'd  by  his  people,  all,  Le  Grand  Monarque—* 
A  demi-god,  in  ev'ry  Frenchman's  eye. 

His  portrait,  by  fome  famous  hand,  was  done, 

And,  then  exhibited  at  the  falon — 
At  once  a  courtly  critic  criticifes — 

"  Where  is  the  brilliant  eye,  the  charming  grace, 

*'  The  fenfe  profound,  that  marks  the  royal  face— 
n  The  foul  of  Lewis,  that  fo  very  wife  is  J?" 

Yet  when  he  bawl'd  for  fenfe,  he  bawl'd,  I  wot, 
For  furniture,  the  head  had  never^of. 
Reader,  believe  me,  that  this  gentleman 
Was  forra'd  on  nature's  very  homely  plan*—. 


(     *3     ) 

Clumfy  in  legs  and  flioulders,  head  and  gullet, 
His  mouth  abroad,  in  feeming  wonder  loll, 
As  if  its  meaning  had  giv'n  up  the  ghnft : 

His  eye,  far  duller  than  a  leaden  bullet ; 
Nature  fo  flighting  trie  poor  royal  nob, 
As  if  ihe  bargain'd.  for  it,  by  the  job. 

Therefore,  fliould  mighty  G ,  or  great  Lord  North-* 

Both  gentlefolks,  of  high  condition — 
Think  it  worth  while  to  lend  their  faces  forth, 

To  ftare  amidft  the  Royal  exhibition- 

If  likeneiTes,  I'll  not  condemn  the  pictures, 
To  compliment  thole  mighty  people's  polls—* 

I  fcorn  to  pafs  unfair,  and  cruel  ilriclures, 
By  afking  for  the  graces,  or  their  fouls. 


ODE         XV. 


Peter praifeth  Mr.  Stubbs,  and  adminifiereth  whole fome  Ad* 
I'ice — -Jitrprifeth     Mr.     Hone     with  a    Compliment — conn 

cludeth,  with  fuf peeling  the  Ingratitude  oj  the  Royal  Aca- 
demicians. 


w 


ELL-plcas'd,  thy  horfes,  Stubbs,  I  view 
And  eke  thy  dogs,  to  nature  true. 

Let  modern  artifts  match  thee,  if  they  can — 
Such  animals  thy  genius  fuit — 
Then  itick  I  beg  thee,  to  the  brute  ; 

And  meddle  not  with  women,  nor  with  man. 

And  now  for  Mr.  Nathan  Hone — 

In  portrait,  thou'rt  as  much  alone, 
As  in  his  landfcape  {lands  the  unrival'd  Claude— 

Of  pictures,  I  have  feen  enough, 

Moft  vile,  molt  execrable  fluff'. 
But  none  fo  bad  as  thine,  I  vow  to  God. 

Thus,  in  the  caufe  of  painting  loyal, 

Sublime,  I've  fung  to  artifts  royal — 
With  labour-pains,  the  mufe  has  fore  been  torn  '. 

And  yet.  each  academic  face, 

I  fear  me,  hath  not  got  the  grace, 
To  faille  upon  the  bantling,  new  'tis  born. 


(     *4    ) 


L  T  R  I  C    ODES, 

FOR    THE    YEAR    M,DCC,LXXXI  II. 
Ecce  iter um  Crifpinus  .' 

ODE         I. 

Peter  pnffeth~-Difplayeth  Learning — Praifeth  the  Review- 
ers— Defcribeth  himfelf  mojl pathetically — Confoleth  himftlf 
—Di/liketb  the  Road  to  the  Temple  of  Fame  by  Means  of  a 
PiJl'A,  Poifon,  or  a  Rope—Addreffeth  Great  folks— Giveth 
the  King  a  broad  Hint — Afktth  a  queer  ^ueflion — Maketb 
as  queer  an  Apojlrophe  to  Genius. 

OONS  of  the  brufb,  I'm  here  again  i 
At  times  a  Pindar,  and  Fontaine, 
Calling  poetic  pearl  (I  fear)  to  fwine  ! 

lor,  hang  me,  if  my  laft  year's  Odes, 
Paid  rent  for  *  lodgings  near  the  Gods, 
Or  put  one  fprat  into  this  mouth  divine. 

For  Odes,  my  coujinhzd  rump-fteaks  to  eat  ! 

So  fays  Paufanias— ^loads  of  dainty  meat  ! 
And  this,  the  towns  of  Greece,  to  give,  thought  fit : 

The  bed  hiltorians,  one  and  all,  declare, 

■\Yith  the  molt  folemn  air, 
The  poet  might  have  guttled,  till  he  fplit. 

How  difTrent  far,  alas  !  my  worship's  fate  I 

To  footh  the  horrors  of  an  empty  plate, 
The  grave  f  poffeffors  of  the  critic  throne, 

Gave  me,  in  truth,  a  pretty  treat — 

Of  rlatt'ry — mind  me — not  of  meat ; 
For  they,  poor  fouls,  like  me  are  fkin  and  bone. 

*  The  attic  Jlory,  or,  according  to  the  vulgar  phrafe,  gar- 
ret. 

f  See  the  Reviews  for  lajl  year. 


(    *5    ) 

No,  no  !  with  all  my  Lyric  pow'rs, 
I'm  not  like  Mrs.  Cofivey's  §  hours' 

Red  as  cock-turkies — plump  as  barn  door  chicken': 
Merit,  and  I,  are  miferably  oft" — 
We  both  have  got  a  moft  confumptive  cough  ; 

Hunger  hath  long  our  harmlefs  bones  been  picking. 

Merit,  and  I,  fo  innocent  fo  good, 

Are  like  the  little  children  in  the  wood — 
And  foon,  like  them,  mall  lay  us  down  and  die  ! 

May  fome  good  chriftian  bard,  in  pity  ftrong, 

Turn  Red-breaft  kind,  and,  with  the  fweeteft  fong, 
Bewail  our  haplefs  fate,  with  wat'ry  eye  I 

Poor  Chatterton  was  ftarv'd— with  all  his  art  ! 

Some  confolation,  this,  to  my  lean  heart — 
Like  him,  in  holes  too,  fpider-like,  I  mope  ; 

And  there,  my  rev'rence  may  remain,  alas  ! 

The  world  will  not  difcover  it — the  afs  I — 
Until  I  fcrape  acquaintance  with  a  rope. 

Then,  up  your  Walpoles,  Bryants,  mount  like  bees ; 

Then,  each  my  pow'rs  with  adoration  fees — 
Nothing  their  kind  civilities  can  hinder — 

When,  like  an  Otho,  I  am  found  : 

Like  J  acob's  fons,  they'll  look  one  t'other  round, 
And  cry,  "  Who  would  have  thought  this  a  young  Pindar  V* 

Hanging's  a  difmal  road  to  fame — 

Piltols  and  poifon,  juft  the  fame- — 
And,  what  is  worfe,  one  can't  come  back  again — 

Soon  as  the  beauteous  gem  we  lind, 

We  can't  difplay  it  to   mankind. 
Tho'  won  with  fuch  wry  moutlis,  and  wriggling  pain. 

Ye  lords  and  dukes,  fo  clever,  fay, 

(For  you  have  much  to  give  away, 
And  much  your  gentle  patronage  I  lack) 

Speak — is  it  not  a  crying  fin, 

That  Folly's  guts  are  to  his  chin, 
Whiljt  mine  are  flunk,  a  mile,  into  my  back  ? 

Vol.  I.  D 

§  AjublimepiClurethis  !  the  expreffion  is  truly  Homeric  aim 
— The  fair  art i/l  hath,  in  the  mojl  furprifing  manner,  commu- 
nicated to  can-vafs  the  old  bard's  idea  of  the  brandy -fae'd 
hours. — See  the  Iliad. 


(     a<5    ) 

Oft,  as  his  facred  majefty  I  fee, 

Ah  :   George,  (I  figh)  thou  haft  good  tilings  with  thee, 
Would  make  me  fportive  as  a  youthful  cat  : 

It  is  not  that  my  foul,  fo  loyal, 
Would  wilh  to  wed  the  Princefs  Royal, 
Or  be  archbifhop — no  !  I'm  not  for  that, 

Nor,  really,  have  I  got  the  grace 

To  wifli  for  Laureat  Whitehead's  place  ; 
Whole  Odes,  Cibberian — fweet,  yet  very  manly, 
Are  let,  with  equal  ftrength,  by  Mr.  Stanley. 

Would  not  one  fwear,  that  heav'n  lonfd  fools, 
There's  fuch  a  number  of  them  made  ? 

Bum-proof,  to  all  the  flogging  of  the  fchools, 
No  ray  of  knowledge  could  their  fculls  pervade  ; 

Yet,  take  a  peep  into  thofe  fellow's  breeches, 

We  ftare,  like  congers,  to  obferve  the  riches. 

O  Genius  !  what  a  wretch  art  thou, 

That  canft  not  keep  a  mare  nor  cow. 
With  all  thy  compliment  of  wit  fo  frilky  ; 

Whilft  Folly,  as  a  mill-horfe  blind, 

Befide  his  compter,  gold  can  find, 
And  Sundays  fport  afirumpet  and  a  ivbijiy. 


ODE        IT. 

Peter  criticifeth — Addreffeth  the  Britiftj  Raphael — Promifctk 
Mr.  Weft  great  Things  y  and  like  great  Folks  breaketb  his 
Word — Laugheth  at  the  Figure  of  King  Charles — LaJIjeth 
that  <j/*Oliver  Cromwell — and  ridiculethtbe  Picture oj  Peter 
and  John,  running  to  the  Sepulchre — Underjtandeth.  Plain- 
fVork — an&jujily  condemneth  the  Jhortnefs  of  the  Shirts  of 
Mr.  Weft's  Angels — Coucludeth,  with  making  that  Artjfi 
a  handfotue  Offer  of  an  American  Immortality. 


N. 


OW  for  my  criticifm  on  paints, 
Where  bull  dogs,  heroes,  finners,  faints, 

Flames,  thunder,  lightning,  in  confufion  meet  ! 
Behold  the  works  of  Mr.  West  '. 
That  artilt  firft  fhall  be  addrefs'd — 

Kis  pencil,  with  due  reverence,  I  greet — 

Still  bleeding  from  his  laft  year's  wound, 
Which,  from  my  doughty  lance,  he  found  ; 


(     *7     ) 

Methinks  I  hear  the  trembling  painter  bawl, 
44  Why  doll  thou  perfecute  me,  Saul  P* 

Weft,  let  me  wifper  in  thy  ear— =» 
Snug,  as  a  thief,  within  a  mill, 
From  me,  thou  haft  no  caufe  to  fear  t 

To  panegyric  will  I  turn  my  ikill  ; 
And  if"  thy  pidiure  I  am  forc'd  to  blame, 
I'll  fay  rnoft  handfome  things  about  the  frame, 

Don't  be  caft  down — inftead  of  gall, 

Molaffcs  from  my  pen  fhall  fall  : 
And  yet  I  fear  thy  gullet  it  is  fuch, 

That,  could  I  pour  all  Niagara  down, 

Were  Niagara  praife,  thou  wouldft  not  frown, 
Nor  think  the  thund'ring  gulph  one  drop  too  much. 

Ye  Gods  !  the  portrait  of  the  King  ! 

A  very  Saracen  I  a  glorious  thing  '. 
It  fhows  a  flaming  pencil,  let  me  tell  ye — 

Methinks  I  fee  the  people  ftare, 

And,  anxious  for  his  life,  declare, 
"  King  George  hath  got  a  firefhip  in  his  belly." 

,   Thy  Charles  !— What  muft  I  fay  to  that  ? 

Each  face  unmeaning,  and  fo  fiat  ! 
Indeed,  firft  coulin  to  a  piece  of  board — 

But,  mufe,  we've  promis'd,  in   our  lays, 

^To  give  our  2fl7j£<?<?-painter  praife  ; 
So,  madam,  'tis  but  fair  to  keep  our  word. 

Well,  then,  the  Charles  of  Mr.  Wejl. 

And  Oliver,  I  do  proteft, 
And  eke  the  *  witnefles  of  refurreclion  ; 

Will  flop  a  hole,  keep  out  the  wind, 

And  make  a  prop'rer  window-blind, 
Than  great  f  Correggio's,  us'd  for  horfe-protection. 

They'll  make  good  floor-cloths,  taylor's  meafures, 

For  table  coverings,  be  treafures, 
With  butchers,  form,  for  flies,  moft  charming  flappers  ; 

And,  Monday  mornings,  at  the  tub, 

When  queens  of  fuds  their  linen  fcrub, 
Make,  for  the  blue-nos'd  nymphs,  delightful  wrappers. 

*  Peter  and  John. 

\  Correggio's  bejl  pictures  nverc  actually  made  ufe  of,  in  the 
Royal  [tables  in  the  north,  to  keep  the  wind  from  the  tails  of 
the  borfes* 


(    *s    ) 

IVejl,  I  forgot,  laft  year  to  fay, 
Tl.y  Angels  did  my  delicacy  hurt  ; 

Their  iinnen  fo  much  coarfenefs  did  difplay  : 
What's  worfe,  each  liad  not  above  half  a  fliirt. 

I  tell  thee,  cambrick,  fine  as  webs  of  fpiders, 

Ought  to  have  deck'd  that  brace  ofheav'nly  riders. 

Could  not  their  faddle-bags,  pray,  jump 

To  fomewhat  longer  for  each  rump  ? 

I'd  buy  much  better  at  a  Wapping-fhop, 

By  vulgar  tongues,  baptiz'd — a  flop  \ 

Do  mind,  my  friend,  thy  hits,  another  time, 

And  thou  fhalt  cut  a  figure  in  my  rhime. 

Sublimely  tow'ring,  'midft  th'  Atlantic  roar, 
I'll  waft  thy  praifes  to  thy  *  native  fhore  ; 
Where  Liberty's  brave  Ions,  their  Pagans  ling, 
And  every  fcoundrel  convicl  is  a  king.\ 


ode     in. 

The   poet    addrejeth    Mr.     Gainlborough — Sheweth    great 
fcriptare     Erudition — Condemneth     Mr.      Gain/borough's 
Plagiariftn — Giveth  the   Artijt  luholefome   Advice — Praif- 
etb  the  Cornijb  Boy — and  fayeth  Jine    Things  to  Jack- 
ion. 


N. 


OW,  Gain/borough,  let  me  view  thy  fhining  labours, 
Who  mounted  on  thy  painting  throne, 
On  other  brufhmen  look'ft,  contemptous,  down, 
Like  our  great  adm'rals,  on  a  gang  of  fwabbers 

My  eyes,  broad-ftaring  wonder  leads, 
To  yon  dear  f  neft  of  royal  heads  '. 
How  each  the  foul  of  my  attention  pulls ! 
Suppofe,  my  friend,  thou  giv,ft  the  frame 

*  America. 

f  Our  readers  luill  pleafe  to  recollecl,  that  the  Avfboj* 
wrote  in  England  :  and  as  he  did  not  /pare  even  his  hinpfitt 
fovereign,  king  George,  the  Americans,  ti>bom  he  conftder£ 
as  enemies,  could  not  expert  much  lenity. 

|  A  frame,  full  of  heads,  in  mofl  humble  imitation  vj 
royal  family. 


(     *9     ? 

A  pretty,  little,  bible-name, 
And  call'tt  it  Golgotha,  the  place  of/culls  ? 
Say,  didlt  thou  really  paint  them  (to  be  free)? 

An  angel  finifh'd  Luke's  trafcendent  line — 
Perchance,  that  civil  angel  was  with  thee — • 

For,  let  me  perifh,  if  I  think  them  thine. 

Thy  *  dogs  are  good  !-r-but  yet,  to  make  thee  flare, 
The  piece  hath  gain'd  a  number  of  denders — 

They  tell  thee,  genius,  in  it,  had  no  fhare, 

But  that  thou,  foully,  ftol'ft  the  curs  from  Snydert, 

I  do  not  blame  thy  borrowing  a  hint : 

For,  to  be  plain,  there's  nothing  in't — 
The  man,  who  fcorns  to  do  it,  is  a  log, 

An  eye,  an  ear,  a  tail,  a  nofe, 

Were  modefty,  one  might  fuppofe  ; 
But,  z — ds  !  thou  rauft  not  fmuggle  the  whole  dog* 

O  Gairi/y rough,  nature  plaineth  fore, 
That  thou  haft  kick'd  her  out  of  door  ; 
Who,  in  her  bounteous  gifts,  hath  been  fo  free, 
To  cull  fuch  genius  out  for  thee — 
Lo  \  all  thy  efforts,  without  her,  are  vain  ! 
Go,  find  her,  kifs  her,  and  be  friends  again. 

Speak,  mufe,  who  form'd  that  matcblefs  head, 
The  Cornifli  boy,f  in  tin-mines  bred  ? 
Whofe  native  genius,  like  his  diamonds,  (hone 
In  fecret,  till  chance  gave  him  to  the  fun. — 
'Tis  Jackfon's  portrait — put  the  laurel  on  it, 
While,  to  that  tuneful  fwain,  I  pour  a  fonnet-. 


E, 


SONNET. 
To  Jackson  of  Exeter. 


NCHANTING  harmonift  !  the  art  is  thine, 
Unmatch'd,  to  pour  the  foul-diflblving  air, 
j    That  feems  poor  weeping  Virtue's  hymn  divine, 
toothing  the  wounded  bofom  of  defpair  1 

O  fay,  what  minftrel  of  the  fky  hath  giv'n, 
fwell  the  dirge,  fo  mufically  lorn  ? 
D  2 
*  A  tiHure  of  hoys,  fetting  dogs  to  fight, 
f  OPIE. 


(     30     ) 

Declare,  hath  dove-eye'd  pity  left  her  heav'i., 
Aud  lent  thy  happy  hand  her  lyre,  to  mourn  ? 

So  fad,  thy  fongs  of  hopelefs  hearts  complain, 
Lotc,  from  his  Cyprian  ifle,  prepares  to  fly  ; 

Ke  haftes,  to  liften  to  thy  tender  drain, 
And  learn,  from  thee,  to  breathe  a  fweeter  ugh. 


ODE        V. 

The  Great  Peter,  by  a  bold  Pindaric  Jump,  leapethfrom  Son- 
net to  Gull-catch  big. 


R, 


.EADER,  doft  know  the  mode  of  catching  gulk  ? 
If  not,  I  will  inform  thee — Take  a  board, 
And  place  a  fifh  upon  it,  for  the  fools — 
A  fprat,  or  any  nfh,  by  gulls  ador'd. 

Thofe  birds,  who  love  a  lofty  flight, 

And  fometimes  bid  the  fun  good  night  ; 

Spying  the  glitt'ring  bait  that  floats  below  ;  — 
Sans  ceremonie,  down  they  rufli — 
(For  gulls  have  got  no  manners) — on  they  pulh  : 

And  what's  the  pretty  coniequence,  I  trow  ? 
They  ltrike  their  gentle  jobbernowls,  ol  lead, 
Plump,  on  the  board — then  lie,  like  boobies,  dead. 

Reader,  thou  need'ft  not  beat  thy  brains  about, 

To  make  fo  plain  an  application  out — 

There's  many  a  painting  puppy,  take  my  word, 

Who  knocks  his  filly  head  againft  a  board — 

That  might  have  help'd  the  ftate — made  a  good  jailer, 

A  nightman,  or,  a  tolerable  taylor. 


ODE         VI. 

Pe'er  difcovcreth  mire  friptural  Erudition — Groweth  far- 
cajlic  on  the  Exhibition — Giveth  a  wonderful  Account  of 
St.  Dennis — ^—Blnffjeth  for  the  Honour  of  bis  Country — 
'■Talketh  fenjibl}  oj  the  Due  de.  Chartres,  and  the  French 
Kiag, 


F, 


IND  me,  in  Sodom,  out,"  (exclaim'd  the  Lord) 
•'  Ten  gentlemen,  the  place  fha'n't  be  uvtown'd—* 
'•  That  is,  I  will  not  burn  it.  cv'ry  board  ;" 


(    3»     ) 

The  dev'l  a  gentleman  was  to  be  found  ! 
But  this  was  rather  hard,  iince  heav'n  well  knew, 
That  ev'ry  fellow,  in  it  was  a  Jew. 

This  houfe  is  nearly  in  the  fame  condition — 

Scarce  are  good  things,  amid  thofe  wide  abodes- 
Find  me  ten  pictures,  in  this  exhibition, 

That  ought  not  to  be  d — n'd — I'll  burn  my  odes  I 
And  then  the  world  will  be  in  fits  and  vapours, 
Jolt  as  it  was  for  poor  Lord  Mansfield's  papers. f 

St.  Dennis,  when  his  jowl  was  taken  off, 

Hugg'd  it,  and  kifs'd  it—  and  carried  it  a  mile — 

This  was  a  pleafant  miracle  enough, 

That  maketh  many  an  unbeliever  fmile. 

u  'Sblood,  'tis  a  lie  !"  you  roar — Pray  do  not  fwear, 
You  may  believe  the  wond'rous  tale,  indeed  '. 

Speak — ha'n't  youfaid,  that  many  a  picture,  here, 
Was  really  done  by  folks  without  a  bead  ? 

And  ha'n't  you  fworn,  this  hiftant,  with  furprife, 

That  he,  who  did  that  thing,  had  neither  hands  nor  eyes  ? 

How  is  it,  that  fuch  miferable  fluff, 

The  walls  of  this  ftupendous  building  ftains  ? 
The  council's  ears,  with  pleafure,  I  could  cuff, 

Mind  me — I  don't  fay,  batter  out  their  brains* 
What  will  duke  Chartres  fay,  when  he  goes  home* 
And  tells  king  Lewis,  all  about  the  room  ? 

Why,  viewing  fuch  a  fet  of  red-hot  heads, 

Our  exhibition,  he.  will  liken  hell  to  ; 
Then  to  the  Monarch,  who  both  writes  and  reads* 
Give  hand  bills  of  the  wond'rous  Katterfelto  ;  * 
Swearing,  th'  Academy  were  all  fo  flat, 
He'd  rather  fee  the  wizard  and  his  cat. 

t  To  the  irreparable  lofs  of  the  public,  and  that  great  law- 
expounder,  burnt'. — burnt  in  lord  George  Gordon's  religious 
co?ifiagration. — The  new/papers  howled, for  months  over  their 
ajhes. — Ohe  !  jam  fatis  eft. 

*  It  may  not  be  unnecejfary,  on  this  fide  the  Atlantic,  to  in- 
form  fome  of  our  readers,  that  the  famous  Dr.  Katterfelto, 
for  a  confulerable  time,  attracted  the  attention — and  the  mo- 
ney— of  the  good  people  of  Britain,  by  the  exhibition  of  a 
wonderful  black  cat,  that  performed  furprifng  feats  ;  info- 
much,  that  the  common  people  imagined,  it  muft  have  been 
the  devil  himfelf  in  a  cat's  Jht'u. 


ODE        VII. 

The  Britifh  Peter  elegantly  and  happily  depitleth  his  Great 
Confin  of  Thebes — Talketh  of  Fame — Horfewhippetb  the 
Painters  for  turning  their  own  Trumpeters, 


A 


DESULTORY  way  of  writing, 
A  hop,  and  ftep,  and  jump  mode  of  inditing, 

My  great  and  wife  relation,  Pindar,  boafted  : 
Or,  (for  I  love  the  bard  to  flatter) 
By  jerks,  like  boar-pigs  making  water, 
Whatever,  firft,  came  in  his  fconce, 
Bounce,  out  it  flew,  like  bottle-ale,  at  once— 

A  cock,  a  bull,  a  whale,  a  foldier,  roafted. 

What  (harks  we  mortals  are  for  fame  ! 

How,  poacher-like,  we  hunt  for  game  ! 
No  matter,  for  it,  how  we  play  the  fool — 

And  yet,  'tis  pleafing  our  own  laud  to  hear, 

And,  really,  very  nat'ral  to  prefer, 
One  grain  of  praife,  to  pounds  of  ridicule. 

I've  loft  all  patience  with  the  trade — 

I  mean  the  Painters — who  can't  ftay, 
To  fee  their  works  by  criticifm  difplay'd, 

And  hear,  what  others  have  to  fay, 
But,  calling  Fame  a  vile,  old  lazy  ftrumpet, 
Sound  their  own  praife,  from  their  own  *  penny  trumpet. 
Amidft  the  hurly-burly  of  my  brain, 
Where  the  mad  Lyric  Mufe,  with  pain, 
Hamm'ring  hard  verfe,  her  (kill  employs, 
And  beats  a  tinman's  (hop  in  noife  ; 
Catching  wild  tropes  and  fimilies, 
That  hop  about,  like  fwarms  of  fleas— 
We've  loft.  Sir  Jojbua — Ah  !  that  charming  elf, 
I'm  griev'd  to  fay,  hath,  this  year,  loll  himfelf 

Oh  !  Richard,  thy  f  St.  George,  fo  brave, 
Wifdom  and  prudence  could  not  fave, 
From  being  foully  murder'd,  my  good  friend. 

*  At  the  beginning  of  the  exhibition,  the  public  papers 
/warmed  with  thofe  felf  adulators. 

f  See  Mr.  Co/way's  picture  of  Prudencct  Wifdom,  and  Va- 
lour, arming  St.  George, 
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Some  weep,  to  fee  the  woful  figure  ; 
Whilft  others  laugh,  and  many  fniggcr, 
As  if  their  mirth  would  never  have  an  end. 

Prithee,  accept  th'  advice  I  give  with  furrow-— 
Of  poor  St.  George,  the  ufelefs  armour  borrow, 

To  guard  thy  own  poor  corpfe — don't  be  a  mule — 
Take  it — ev'n  now  thou'rt  like  a  hedge  hog,  quilPa, 
(Richard^  I  hope  in  God,  thou  art  not  kilTd) 

By  the  dire  fliafts  of  merc'lefs  ridicule. 

Pity  it  is  '.  'tis  true,  'tis  pity  ! 

(As  Shakefpeare  lamentably  fays) 
That  thou,  in  this  obferving  city, 

Thus  runn'lt  a  wh-r-ng  aftey  PRAISE. 
"Withjlrong  dejircs,  I  really  think  thee  fraught  ; 
But,  Dickt  the  nymph,  fo  coy,  will  not  be  caught. 

Yet  for  thy  confolation,  mind  '. 

In  this,  thy  wounded  pride  may  refuge  find — 
Think  of  the /age,  who  wanted  a  fine  piece  : 

Who  went,  in  main,  five  hundred  miles,  at  leaft, 

On  Lais,  a  (weetji/le  dej'oie,  to  feaft — 
The  Mrs.  Robin/on,  of  Greece, 

Prithee,  give  up,  and  fave  the  paints  and  oil  j 
And  don't  whole  acres  of  good  canvafs  fpoil  : 

Thou'lt  fay,  "  Lord  I  many  hundreds  do  like  me." 
Lord  !  fo  have  fellows  robb,d — nay,  further, 
Hundreds  of  villains  have  committed  murther  ; 

But,  Richard,  are  thefe  precedents  for  thee  ? 


N. 


ODE        VIII. 

Peter  groweth  facetious. 


ATURE's  a  coarfe,  vile,  daubing  jade — 
I've  faid  it  often — and  repeat  it — 

She  doth  not  underltand  her  trade — 
Artilts,  ne,er  mind  her  work  '. — I  hope  you'll  beat  it. 

Look  now,  for  heav'n's  fake,  at  her  Ikies  ! 
What  are  they  ? — Smoke,  for  certainty,  I  know  : 

From  chimney-tops,  behold  they  rife, 
Made  by  forae  fweating  cook,  below. 
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look  at  her  dirt  in  lanes,  from  whence  it  comes  t 
From  hogs,  and  ducks,  and  geefe  and  horfes  bums — 
Then  tell  me,  Decency — I  mult  requeft — 
Who'd  copy  fuch  a  dev'lifh  nafty  beafl  ? 

Paint  by  the  yard — your  canvafs  fpread, 
Broad  as  the  mainfail  of  a  man  of  war — 

Your  whale  fhall  eat  up  every  other  head, 
Ev'n  as  the  fun  licks  up  each  fneaking  ftar  I 

I  do  affure  you,  bulk  is  no  bad  trick — 
By  bulky  things,  both  men  and  maids  are  taken— 
Mind,  too,  to  lay  the  paints,  like  mortar,  thick, 
And  make  your  picture  look  as  red  as  bacon. 
All  folks  love  Jiz-e— (believe  my  rhyme)  — 
Burke  fays,  'tis  part  of  the  fublime*. 

A  Dutchman — I  forget  his  name— -Van  Grout, 
Van  Slabber  chaps,  Van  Stink,  Van  Snvab-— 

No  matter,  tho'  I  cannot  make  it  out — 
At  calling  names,  I  never  was  a  dab. 

This  Dutchman,  then,  a  man  of  tafte, 
Holding  a  cheefe,  that  weigh'd  an  hundred  pound, 

Thus  like  a  burgomafter,  fpoke,  with  judgment  vajlt 
"  No  poet,  like  my  broder,  itep  de  ground  ; 

"  He  be  de  befteft  poet,  look  ! 
*  Dat  all  de  vorld  muft  pleafe ; 

"  Vor  he  heb  vrit  von  book, 
"  So  big  as  all  dis  cheefe  .'" 

If,  at  a  dijlance,  you  would  paint  a  pig, 
Make  out  each  fingle  briftle  on  his  back : 

Or  if  your  meaner  fubject  be  a  wig, 
Let  not  the  caxon  a  diflinclnefs  lack  ; 

Elfe  all  the  lady-critics  will  fo  ftare, 

And,  angry,  vow,  "  ' Tis  not  a  bit  like  hair  I" 

Be  fmooth  as  glafs— like  Denner,  finifh  high : 
Then  ev'ry  tongue  commends— 

For  people  judge  not  only  by  the  eye, 
But  feel  your  merit,  by  their  finger  ends  : 

Nay,  clofely  no/ing,  o'er  the  picture,  dwell  f 

As  if  to  try  the  goodnefs,  by  the  fmell. 

Claude's  diftances  are  too  confus'd — 
One  floating  fcene — nothing  made  out— 

For  which  he  ought  to  be  abus'd, 
Whofe  works  have  been  fo  cry'd  about. 


(     35     ) 

Give  me  the  pencil,  vvhofe  amazing  ftyle/ 
Makes  a  bird's  beak,  appear  at  twenty  mile  ; 
And  to  my  view,  eyes,  legs  and  claws,  will  bring, 
With  ev'ry  leather  of  his  tail  and  wing. 

Make  all  your  trees  alike — for  nature's  wild — 
Fond  of  variety,  a  wayward  child— 
To  blame  your  tafte,  tome  blockheads  may  prefume  ) 
But,  mind,  that  cv'ry  one  be  like  a  broom. 

Of  fteel,  and  pureft  filver,  form  your  waters, 
And  make  your  clouds  like  rocks  and  alligators. 
Whene  er  you  paint  the  moon,  if  you  are  willing 
To  gain  applaufe — why,  paint  her  like  a  milling; 
Or  Sol's  bright  orb — be  fure  to  make  him  glow, 
Precifely  like  a  guinea,  or  a  jo.* 
In  fhortjto  get  your  pictures  prais'd  and  fold, 
Convert,  like  Midas,  ev'ry  thing  to  gold. 

I  fee,  to  excellence  you'll  come  at  la/l — 
Your  clouds  are  made  of  very  brilliant  fluff; 

The  blues,  on  China  mugs,  are  now  furpafs'd — . 
Your  fun-fets  yield  not  to  brick-walls,  nor  buff. 
In  ftumps  of*  trees,  your  art  fo  finely  thrives, 
They  really  look  like  golden-hafted  knives  ! 
Go  on,  my  lads — leave  nature's  difmal  hue, 
And  lhe,  ere  long,  will  come,  and  copy  you. 


ODE        IX. 

The  fublime  Peter  concludeth  in  afweat, 

X  HUS  have  I  finifh'd,  for  this  time, 
My  Odes,  a  little  wild  and  rambling — 
May  people  bite,  like  gudgeons,  at  my  rhyme  ! 
I  long  to  fee  them  fcrambling — 
Then,  very  foon,  I'll  give  'em  more  (  God  willing) 
Eut  this  is  full  fufiicient  for  %.Jhilli-fig. 
For  fuch  a  trifle,  fucb  a  heap  .' 
Indeed,  I  fell  my  goods  too  cheap. 

Yinifh"d  .'   a  difappointed  artift  cries, 
With  open  mouth,  and  (training  eyes ; 

*  A  Portugal  coin,  vulgarly  called  a  Johannes, 
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Gapi»g  for  pralfe,  like  a  young  crow  for  meat— 
"  Lord  !  why  you  have  net  raention'd  me .'" 
Mention'd  thee  ? 

Thy  impudence  hath  put  me  in  zfiueat — 

What  rage  for  fame  attends  both  great  and  fmali  I 
JBetter  be  d—n'd,  than  mention'd  not  at  all  ' 


L  T  R  I  C    0  D  E  Si 


FOR      THE      YEAR      M,DCC,LXXXV. 

——Ridentcm  dicere  verum 

Quid  vetat  ?  Hor. 


ODE        I. 


The  divine  Peter  giveth  an  Account  of  a  Conference,  he  held, 
lajl  Tear,  with  Satire,  <who  advifed  him  to  attack  forne  of 
theR.  A.'j  ;  to  tear  Mr.  Weft'/  Works  to  Pieces  ;  ahufe 
Mr  Gainlborough  ;  fall  foul  of  Mrs.  Cofway's  Sampfon  ; 
and  give  a  gentle  Stroke  on  the  Back  of  Mr.  Rigaud. — The 
Poet' s  gentle  Anfwer  to  Satire. — The  Ode  of  RemonJlrancet 
that  Peter  received  on  Account  of  his  LYRICS. — Satire' s 
Repl) — Peter'/  Refolution. 


N. 


OT — not  this  year  the  Lyric  poet  lings — 
"  The  great  R.  A/s  have  wilh'd  my  long  to  ceafe  j 
"  I  will  not  pluck  a  feather  from  your  wings — 
"  So,  fons  of  canvafs  take  your  naps  in  peace. 

Such  was  my  laft  year's  gracious  fpeech, 

Sweet  as  the  king's,  to  commons  and  to  peers — 

Always  with  fenfe  and  tropes,  as  plumb-cake,  rich  : 
A  luicious  banquet,  for  his  people's  ears  '. 

"  Not  write  1"  cry'd  Satire,  red  as  fire  with  rage, 
"  This  initant,  glorious  war  with  Dulnefs  wage  : 

44  Take,  take  my  lupple  jack  ; 

"  Play  St.  Bartholomew,  with  many  a  back  ! 
**  Flay  half  the  academic  imps  alive  ! 
"  Smoke,  iinoke  the  drones  of  that  ftupendous  hive. 
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u  Begin  with  George's  idol,  Weft  ; 
"  And  then  proceed,  in  order,  with  the  reft  ; 
u  This  moment,  knock  me  down  his  mailer,  Moles, * 
'*  On  Sinai's  mountain,  where  his  nofe  is 

"  Cock'd  up  fo  pertly,  plump,  againlt  the  Lord,  • 
M  Upon  my  word, 
*'  With  all  that  eafe  to  Him,  who  rules  above, 
'•  As  if  that  heav'n,and  he,  were  band  and  glove. 

"  Indeed,"  quoth  I,  "  the  piece  hath  points  of  merit, 
"  Though  not  poffefs'd,  throughout,  of  equal  fpirit." 
**  What!"  anfwer'd  Satire,  "  not  knock  Moles  down  ? 

"  O  ftupid  Peter,  what  the  devil  mean  ye  ? 
J<  He  looks  a  poor  pert  barber  of  the  town, 

"  With  paper  hgn-board  out---'  Shave  for  a  penny.* 

11  Obferve  the  piteous  Ifraelite  once  more  — 
"   Wears  he  the  countenance  that  fliould  adore  P 

**  No  !  'tis  afon  of  lather — a  rank  prig; 
"  Who,  'Head  of  fetching  the  moll  facred  law, 
"  With,  fobe r  looks,  and  reverential  azve, 

"  Seems  pertly  tripping  up,  to  fetch  a  nvig, 

"  With  all  her  thunder,  bid  the  mufe, 
"  Fall  furious  on  the  groupe  of  Jews, 

"  Whofe  moulders  are  adorn 'd  with  Cbriftian faces  ; 
"  For,  by  each  phis,  (I  fpeak  without  a  j^ibe) 
"  There's  not  an  Ifraelite,  in  all  the  tribe — 

M  Not  that  they  are  encumbered  by  the  Graces. 

"  Strike  oft' the  head  of  Jeremiah, f 

"  And  break  the  bones  of  old  Ilaiah  ;f 
"  Down  with  the  duck-wing'd  angels,§  that,  abreaft, 

"  Stretch  from  a  thing,  call'd  cloud,  and  by  their  looks, 

"  Wear  more  the  vifage  of  young  rooks, 
"  Cawing  for  victuals,  from  their  nelt. 

"  Deal  Gainfborough  a  laili,  for  pride  fo  ftiff, 
"  Who  robs  us  of  fuch  pleafure,  for  a  miff; 
"  Whofe  pencil,  wnen  he  choofes,  can  be  chafte, 
"  Give  nature's  form,  and  pleafe  the  eye  of  tajlc. 
Vol.   I.  E 

*  Mofes,  receiving  the  law  on  mount  Sinai. 

f  A  piclure  of  Mr.  Weft*  J  Another  piclure.  By  Well. 

%  In  the  Jpotbeofis,  a  picture,  by  JVtJt.  '   ' 
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"  Of  cuts  on  Sampfon,  *  don't  be  fparing, 
"  Between  two  garden-rollers  flaring, 

"  Shewn,  by  the  lovely  Daliiah,  foul  play  I 
"  To  atoms  tear  that  f  Frenchman's  trafli ; 
M  Then  bountifully  deal  the  lafli, 

"  On  fitch  as  dai  \i  to  dub  him  an  R.  A." 

Thus  Satire  to  the  gentle  poet  cry'd — 

And,  thus,  with  lamb-like  fweetnefs,  I  reply'd  : 

"  Dear  Satire  !  pray  confult  my  life  and  eafe  ; 

"  Wer.e  I  to  write  whatever  you  defire, 

"  The  fat  would  all  be  fairly  in  the  fire — 
"  R.  A.'s  furround  me,  like  a  fwarm  of  bees, 

**  Or  like  a  flock  of  fmall  birds,  round  a  fowl 

•*  Oifolemn  [peculation,  call 'd  an  OWL." 

Quoth  I,  "  O  Satire,  I'm  a  fimple  youth — 

"  Muft  make  my  fortune — therefore,  not  fpeak  truth, 

"   Altho'  as  fterljrig  as  the  holy  bible — 

"   Truth  makes  it  (Mansfield  fays)  the  more  a  libel  : 

"  I  fhall  not  fleep  in  peace,  within  my  hutch  ; 

"  Like  Dr.  Johnfon,\  I  have  wrote  too  much" 

"When  mount  Vefuvius  §  pcur'd  his  flames, 
And  frignten'd  ali  the  Naples*  dames, 
What  d,id  the  ladies  of  the  city  do  ? 
Why,  order'd  a  fat  Cardinal  to  go 

With  good  St.  Januarius'  head, 
And  fhake  it  at  the  mountain,  'midit  his  riot, 
To  try  to  keep  the  bully  quiet  : 

The  parfon  went,  and  fliook  the  jowl,  and  fped ; 
Snug,  was  the  word — the  flames  at  once  kept  houle— 
The  bellowing  mountain  was  as  mute's  a  moufe. 

Thus,  fliould  lord  Mansfield,  from  his  bench,  agree 
To  fhake  his  lion  mane  like  wig  at  me, 

An  i  bid  his  gnni4ook'd  myrmidons  aflail  ; — 
With  heads,  Medufan,  and  with  hearts  of  bone  ; 

*  A  picture,  by  Mrs.  Cofway.  f  Rigaud. 

%  Iheftory  goes,  that  Sam,  before  his  political  converfion, 
replied  to  his  prefent  Majefty,  in  the  library  at  buckingham- 
houfe,  on  being  ajied,  by  the  monarch,  *  Why  he  did  not  write 
'  more  F — Pleaje  yoar  Majefly,  I  have  written  too  much.' 
So  candid  a  declaration,  of  which  the  Jlurdy  moralijl  did. 
?:ct  believe  one  f  liable,  procured  him  a  penfon,  and  a  muz-zel. 

6  See  fir  William  Hamilton's  account. 
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Who,  if  they  did  not  turn  me  into /lone. 
Might  turn  my  limbs,  fo  gentle,  into  jail. 

Read — read  this  Ode,  juft  come  to  hand, 

Giving  the  mufe  to  underftand, 

That  cruelty  and  fcandal,  fwell  her  fong  : 

And  that  'twere  better,  far,  flie  held  her  tongue. — 


To  Peter  Pindar,  Efquire. 


A  THOUSAND  frogs,  upon  a  fummer's  day, 

Were  fporting,  'midlt  the  funny  ray, 
In  a  large  pool,  reflecting  ev'ry  face  ; 

They  fhow'd  their  gold-lac'd  clothes,  with  pride  ; 

In  harmlefs  fallies,  frequent  vied, 
And  gambol'd,  thro'  the  water,  with  a.  grace* 

It  happen'd,  that  a  band  of  boys, 

Obfervant  of  their  harmlefs  joys, 
Thoughtlefs,  refolv'd  to  fpoil  their  happy  fport  : 

One  frenzy  feiz'd  both  great  and/mall ; 

On  the  poor  frogs  the  rogues  began  to  fall — > 
Meaning  to/pla/h  them — not  to  do  them  hurt. 

As  Milton  quaintly  fings,  "  the  ftones  'gan  pour, 
Indeed,  an  Otaheite  fhower  ! 
The  confequence  was  dreadful,  let  me  tell  ye — 
One's  eye  was  beat  out  of  his  head  ; 
This  limp'd  away,  that  lay  for  dead — 
Here  mourn'd  a  broken  back>  and  there  a  belly. 

Amongft  the  /mitten,  it  was  found, 

Their  beautious  queen  receiv'd  a  wound  ; 

The  blow  gave  ev'ry  heart  a  figh, 

And  drew  a  tear  from  ev'ry  eye. 
At  length,  king  Croak  got  up,  and  thus  begun  : — 
"  My  lads,  you  think  this  very  pretty  fun  '• 

"  Your  pebbles,  round  us,  fly  as  thick  as  hops — 
"  Have,  nvarmly,  complimented  all  our  chops  ; — 

"  To  you,  I  guefs,  that  thefe  are  pleafantjiones  I 
"  And  fo  they  might  be  to  us,  frogs, 
"  You  damn'd,  young,  good-for-nothing  dogs, 

"  But  that  they  are  fo  hard — they  break  our  bones." 

Peter  !  thou  mark'ft  the  meaning  of  this  fable — 
So,  put  thy  Pegafus  into  the  ftable  ; 
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Nor  wanton,  thus,  with  erne!  pride, 
Mad,  Jehu-like,  o'er  harmlefs  people  ride 

To  drop  the  metaphor — the  fair,* 

Whofe  works  thy  mufe  forbore  to  fpare, 
Is  bleft  with  talents,  envy  mud  approve  ; 

And  didft  thou  know  her  heart,  thcud'ft  fay 

M  Perdition  catch  the  idle  lay  ! 
Then,  ftrike  thy  lyre  to  imiocence  and  love. 

"  Poh,  poh  1"  cry'd  Satire  with  a  fraile, 
"  Where  is  the  glorious  freedom  of  our  ifle", 
"  If  not  permitted  to  call  names  ?" 

Methought  the  argument  had  weight — 
"  Satire,"  quoth  I,  "  you're  very  right"- 
So,  once  more,  forth,  volcanic  Peter  flames  1 


ODE        II. 

The  Poet  correcleth  the  Mufe' J  JVarmth,  nvho  beginneth  with 
little  le/s  than  calling  Names — Hinteth  at  fame  Academic 
Giants — And  concludeth  ivhb  a  Pair  of  apt  and  elegant  Si* 

milies. 

"  _L  AG-rags  and  bob-tails,  of  the  facred  brum  !" — 
For  heav'n's  lake,  mufe,  be  prudent  : — hufli,  hufli,  hum  ! 

The  Ode  with  too  much  violence  begins  I 
The  great  R.  A's,  fo  jealous  of  their  fame, 
Will  all  declare  oithem^  we  make  a  game  : 

And  then — the  Lord  have  mercy  on  our  ikins  ! 

Think,  what  a  formidable  phalanx,  mufe, 
Strengthen'd  by  MelTmrs  Garvay,  and  Rigaud,  and  Co* 
How  dqng'rous  fuch  a  body  to  abufe ! 

Then,  there's  among  the  academic  crew, 
Kman,\  that  made  the  prefident  )ook  blue  : 
Brandi(h'd  his  weapon  with  a  whirlwind's  forces. 
Tore,  by  the  roots,  his  flouriihing  difcourfes ; 
And  fwore,  his  own  fweet  Irifli  howl  could  pour 
A  half  a  dozen  fuch,  in  half  an  hour. 

Be  prudent,  mufe  ! — once  more,  I  pray — 
In  vain  I  preach  !  th'  advice  is  thrown  away  : 

*  Mrs.  Co/way.  t  Mr.  Barry. 
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Zv'n  now,  you  turn  your  nofe  up,  with  a  fneer, 
And  cry,  Lord  !  Reynolds  hath  no  caufe  to  fear, 
When  Barry  dares  the  prefident  to  fly  on  : 
'  Tis  like  a  muufe,  that,  work'd  into  a  rage, 
Daring  moll  dreadful  war  to  wagef 
Nibbles  the  tail  of  the  Olemaen  lion. 

Or  like  a  loufe,  of  mettle  full, 
Nurs'd  in  fome  giant's  ikull — 
Becaufe  Goliah  fcratch  him  as  he  fed, 
Employs  with  vehemence  his  angry  claws, 
And  gaping,  grinning,  formidablejaws, 
To  carry  o^the  giant's  head  i 


ODE         III. 

T})e  Poet  addrejfeth  Sir  William  Chambers,  a  Gentleman  of 
Confequence  in  the  EledlionofR.A.'s — He  accufeth  the 
Knight  of  a  partial  and  ridiculous  BiJlributio?i  of  the  Aca- 
demic  Honours — Ihreateneth  him  with  Rhime — AAvifcth  a 
Reformation* 


o. 


NE  minute,  gentle  Irony,  retire- 
Behold  !  I'm  graver  than  a  muflard  pot ; 

The  mufe,  with  bile,  as  hot  as  fire, 
Could  call  fool,  puppy,  blockhead,  and  what  not  ? 

As  brother  Horace  has  it — tumetjecur  ; 

Nor,  in  her  angry  progrefs,  will  I  check  her, 

I'm  told,  that  Satan  has  been  long  at  work, 
To  bring  th'  Academy  into  diigrace  ; 

Oh  !  may  that  member's  b-ck~de  feel  his  fork, 
Who  dares  to  violate  the  facred  place  ! 

Who  dares  the  devil  join, 
In  fo  nefarious  a  defign  ?  ^ 

Yet,  lo  '.  what  dolts  the  honours  claim  ! — 
I  leave  their  works  to  tell  their  name. 

Th'  Academy  is  like  a  mifcrofcope 

For,  by  the  magnifying  pow'r,  are  feen 
Objects,  that,  for  attention,  ne'er  could  hope; 
No  more,  alas  !  than  if  they  ne'er  had  be  en, 
Es 
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So  rare  a  building,  and  fo  grae'd. 
With  monuments,  of  ancient  taftr. 
Statues  and  bufrs,  relievos  and  intaglio^  ; 
For  fuch  poor  thi?igs  to  watch  the  treafore, 

Is  laughable,  beyond  all  meafure ■ 

'Tisjuft  like   eunuchs,  put  to  guard  feragHos. 

Think  not,  fir  William,  I'm  in  jeft — 

By  heav'n  !  I  will  not  let  thee  rell :  % 

Yet  thou  may'ft  blufter,  like  buH-beef,  fo  big  - 

And  of  thy  own  importance,  full, 

Exclaim — "  Great  cry,  And  little  irool .'" 
As  Satan  holla'd,  when  he  fhav'd  the  pig. 

Yes — thou  fhalt  feel  my  tomahawk  of  fat  ire, 

And  find,  that  fc  alp  in g  is  a  ferious  matter  : 
Shock'd  at  th'  abufe,  how  rage  inflames  my  veins ! 

Who  can  help  fweari//g,  when  fuch  wights  he  fees, 
Crept  to  th'  Academy,  by  ways  and  means, 

Like  mites  and  ikjppers,  in  a  Chefliire  cheefe  ? 

TVhat  beings  will  the  next  year's  choice  difclofe, 

The  academic  lift  to  grace  ? 
Some  Jkeletons  of  art,  I  do  fuppofe, 

That  ought  to'  blufh  to  fhew  their  face. 

Sir  William?  tremble  at  the  mufe's  tongue  ; 

Parnaffus  boafts  a  formidable  throng  ! 
All  people  recollect  poor  Marlyas'  fate, 

Save  fuch  as  are  dead  drunk,  or  fait  aileep  : 
Apollo  ty'd  the  culprit  to  a  gate, 

And  flay'd  him,  as  a  butcher  Mays  a  flieep  : 

And  why  ? — Lord  !  not  as  hiftory  rehearfes, 

Becaufe  he  fcorn'd  hispipitig — but  'his  ver/ts  : 

In  vain,  like  a  poor  pill'ried  punk,  he  bawl'd, 

And  kick'd,  and  writh'd,  and  faid  his  pray'rs,  and  fprawl'd  ; 

'Twas  all  in  vain — the  God  purfu'd  his  fport, 

And  pull'd  his  hide  oft'— as  you'd  pull  your  flirt  ! 

Then,  bid  not  rage  the  mufe's  foul  inflame, 

Whofe  thund'ring  voice  damnation  makes,  or  fame. 

You'll  afk  me,  p'rhaps,  "  Good  mafter  Peter,  pray 

"  What  right  have  you  to  fpeak  ?" — then  pertly  fmile  : 

I'll  tell  you,  iir — My  pocket  help'd  to  pay 
For  building  that  expenlive  pile  ; — 

A  pile,  that  credit  to  the  nation  gains, 

And  does  fome  honour  to  your  worship's  brains. 


(     43     ) 
It  made  a  tax  on  "candles  and  fhoe-lcather, 
Of  monftrousufe,  in  dirty  weather  ; 
It  made  a  tax  on  butcher's  fhops, 
So  fpread  its  influence  o'er  poetic  chops. 
A  mod  alarming  tax  to  ev'ry  poet, 
Whofe  poor,  lank,  greyhound-ribs,  with  forrow,  fliow  it. 

Therefore,  fir  knight,  pray  mend  your  manners  : 
And  don't  choofe  cobiers,  blackfraiths,  tinkers, 

tanners, 
Some  people  love  the  converfe  of  low  folks, 

To  gain  broad  grins,  for  good-for-nothing  jokes 

Tho1  thou  'midft  dulinefs,  may 'ft  be  pleas'd  to  fliine, 
Reynolds  ihall  ne'er  fit  cheek-by-jowl  with  fwine. 


ODE         IV 


The  Poet  again  payeth  his  ref peels,  to  Sir  William  Chambers 
— Complaineth  of  his  Illiberality,  i?i  his  Choice  of  R.  A.'s — 
Advifeth  him  to  keep  Company  with  Prudence,  whom  he 
defer  ibeth  mofl  naturally — He  threateneth  the  Knight — ■ 
And  concludetb  with  a  beautiful  Simile. 


T, 


HE  mufe  is  in  the  fidgets — can't  fit  ftill — 
She  muft  have  t'other  talk  with  you,  fir  Will. 
Since  her  laft  Ode,  with  forrow  hath  flie  heard, 

You  want  not  men,  with  hed.\''nly  ge?ii  us  bleft, 
But  wifh'  the  title  of  R.  A.  conferr'd, 

On  fuch  as  catch  the  bugs,  and  fweep  the  fpiders  beft  ; 
Wafh  of  the  larger  ftatues,  beft,  the  faces, 
And  clean  the  dirty  linen  of  the  graces  : 
Scour,  beft,  the  (kins  of  the  young  marble  brats — 
Trap  mice,  and  clear  th'  academy  from  rats. 

Yqu  look  for  men,  whofe  heads  are  rather  tubbiJJ?, 
Or,  drum-like",  better  form'd  for  found,  than  fenfe  ; 
Pleas'd  with  the  fine  Arabian  to  difpenfe, 

You  want  the  big-bon'd  dray-horfe,  for  your  rubbifj. 

Raife  not  the  mufe's  anger,  I  defire  ; 
High-born,  fhe's  hotter  than  the  lightning's  fire— 
And  proud  !   (believe  the  poet's  word) 
Proud  as  the  lady  of  a  new  made  lord  ; 
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Proud,  as,  in  all  her  gorgeous  t  rappings  dreft, 
Fat  lady  mayorefi.,  at  a  cityvfeaft  ; 

Whole  fpoufe  makes  wigs,  or  lbme  fuch  glorious  thing, 
Shoes,  gloves,  hats,  nightcaps,  breeches,  for  the  king  I 

Prudence,  fir  William,  is  a  jewel — 
Is  clothes,  and  meat,  and  drink,  and  fuel  ! 
Prudence  !  for  man,  the  very  beft  of  wives, 
Whom  Bards  have  feldom  met  with,  in  their  lives  ; 
Which,  certes,  doth  account  for,  in  lbme  meafure, 
Their  grievous  want  of  worldly  ueafure, 

On  which  the  greatejl  blockheads  make  their  brags  ; 
And  flioweth,  why  we  fee,  inftead  of  lace, 
About  the  poet's  back,  with  little  grace, 
Thofe  flutt'ring,  French-like   followers — call'd  rags. 

Prudence  •'  a  fweet,  obliging,  curtfying  lafs, 
Fit  through  this  hypocritic  world  to  juifs  ' 
Who  kept,  at  firft,  a  little  peddling  lhop, 
Swept  her  own  room,  twirl'd  her  own  mop, 
Wafh'd  her  own  (mocks,  caught  her  own  fleas, 
And  rofe  to  fame  and  fortune,  by  degrees  ; 
Who,  when  fhe  enter'd  other  people's  houfes, 
Till  ipoke  to,  was  as  filent  as  a  moufe  is  : 
And  of  opinions,  though  poflefs'd  a  ftore, 
She  left  them,  with  her  pattens — at  the  door. 

Sir  William,  you're  a  hound! —  and  hunting  fame  ; — 
Undoubtedly  the  woman  is  fair  game  : 

But,  Nimrod,  mind — my  mufe  is  ivhipper-in .' 
So  that,  if  ever  you  difgrace, 
By  turning  cur,  your  noble  race, 
The  Lord  have  mercy  on  your  curJJjip's  fkin  \ 


ODE        V. 

The  Poet  opencth  his  Account  of  the  exhibitors  at  the  Acade- 
my—Praifeth  Reynolds— Half  damneth  Mr.  Weft— Com- 
pletely damneth  Mr.  Wright,'  of  Derby—Mentioneth  Mr* 
Yuteli-~Complimentetb  Mr.  Opie. 

XVJlUSE,  fing  the  wonders  of  the  prefent  year — 
Declare  what  works  of  fterling-worth  appear. 


re  4$  ) 

Reynolds  his  heads  divine,  as  ufual,  gives, 
Where  Guido's,  Reuben's,  Titian's  genius  Jives! 
Works  !  I'm  afraid,  like  beauty  of  rare  quality, 
Bom  foon  to  fade  1 — too  fuhje<St  to  mortality  1 

Weft,  moft  judicioufly,  my  counfel  takes, 

Paints  by  the  acre — witnefs  parfon  Feter  :* 
For  garbs,  he  very  pretty  blankets  makes, 

Deferving  praifes,  in  the  fweeteft  metre. 

The  fiefh  of  Peter's  audience  is  not  good — 
Too  much  like  ivory,  and  ftone,  and  wood  ; 
Nor  of  the  figures,  dare  I  praife  th'  exprejjion, 
With  fome  folks,  thought  a  trifle  of  traiifgrejfioiu 

Wejl,  your  laflfipper  is  a  hungry  piece  ; — 
Your  Tyburn  faints,  will  not  your  fame  increafe  : 

With  looks  lb  thievifh,  with  fuch  Ikins  of  copper  '. 
Were  they  for  fale,  as  heav'n's  my  judge, 
To  givefive  farthings  for  them,  I  mould  grudge, 

Kay,  ev'n  my  old  tobacco-ftoppen 

Candour  muft  own,  that,  frequently,  thy  paints* 

Have  play'd  the  devil  with  the  faints  : 
For  me  ■'  I  fancy  them  like  doves   and  tkroflles  I 

JBut  tbeu,  if  we  believe  thy  art, 

Enough  to  make  us  pious  chriftians,y?rt/-^ 
Haft  very  fcurvy  notions  of  apojllesi 

What  of  thy  §  landfcape,  fhall  I  fay, 

Holding  the  old  white  fow  and  fucking  litter  ? 

Curs'd  be  the  moment,  curs'd  the  day, 
Thou  gav'ft  the  mufe  fuch  reafon  to  be  bitter  \ 

But,  mufe,  be  foft,  and  gently,  gently  ugh — 

"  More  Damned  fluff  was  never  feen  by  eye." 

Yet  mind  '  thy  landfcape  equals  Derby  Wright's,  % 

Whofe  canvafs  gives  us  very  difmal  nights 

O'er  woollen  hills,  where  gold  and  fiver  moons, 

Now  mount  llkeflxpences,  and  now  balloons  ; 

Where  curling,  wild,  in  different  directions, 

Nice  Vermicelli  reprefents  reflections  t 

In  fnort,  where  every  thing  we  fee  appear, 

Seems  to  exclaim — "  what  bufinefs  have  we  here  ?" 

*  Peter  preaching — apiece  of  Mr.  WefTs. 
§  A  ihofl  pitiable  performance  indeed*, — It  may  be  fairly 
called  the  dotage  of  the  art- 
\  A  painter  of  moon-lights. 
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Tafcli  refumes  the  bruih,  to  pleafe  the  /?w  * 

He  deems  the  million — fenfelefs,  arrant  crew— 

For  ridicule,  juft  jfo  to  make  ifea/l — 

A  Caliban — a  great  unjudging  beaft, 

Whole  crab-like  foul,  to  no  great  heights  can  climb, 

And,  therefore,  cannot  feel  the  true  fublime. 

Opie,  this  year,  (fo  fay  his  forms  and  faces) 

Hath  deign'd  to  pick  acquaintance  with  the  graces. 

But  where  are  all  his  old  heads  flown  ? 
Pray,  matter  Opie,  leave  your  tricks, 
And  let  your  eyes,  fometimes,  on  pictures  fix, 

That  Rembrandt  had  been  proud  to  own. 


ODE        VI. 


Toe  Poet  addreffeth  Majejly—Pleadeth  the  Caufe  of  poor, 
flawing  Poetry — He  acknowledged,  in  a  former  Ode,  thq 
Kindneffes  of  Fame,  yet  throiveth  out  a  Hint  to  his  Majef- 
ty,  that  his  Finances  may  he  improved — He  relateth  a 
marvellous  /lory  of  a  yefuit—Recommendeth  fomething 
Jimilar  to  his  Sovereign. 

XJLN'T  pleafe  your  Majefty,  I'm  overjoy'd, 

To  find  your  family  fo  fond  of  painting  ; 
I  wifh  her  filler,  POETRY,  employ'd 

Poor,  dear,  neglected  girl !  with  hunger  fainting. 
Your  royal  grandfire,  (truft  me,  I'm  no  fibber) 
Was  vaftly  fond  of  Colley  Cibber. 

For  fubjects,  how  his  Majefty  would  hunt  ! 

And  if  a  battle  grae'd  the  Rhine,  or  Wefer, 
He'd  cry,  "  Mine  poet  fal  make  ode  upon't  '.'* 

Then,  forth,  there  came  a  flaming  ode  to  Ccefar* 

Dread  fire,  pray  recollect,  a  bit, 

Some  glorious  action  of  your  life  ; 
And  then  your  humble  poet,s  wit, 

Sharp  as  a  razor,  or  a  new-ground  knife* 
Shall  mount  you  on  her  glorious  balloon  odes, , 
Like  Rome's  great  Caelar,  to  th'  immortal  GODS.* 

*  Livifum  imperium,  cum  Jove,  Cxfar  habet.       Virg, 
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A  Naples'  Jefuit,  HISTORY  declares 
On  flips  of  "paper,  fcribbled  prayers, 

Which  fhows,  of  wifdom  ^reat  profundity  ; 
Then  ibid  them  to  the  country  folks, 
To  give  their  turkies,  hens,  and  ducks, 

To  bring  increafe  of  fowl-fecundity. 

It  anfwer'd — On  their  turkies,  ducks,  and  hens. 

The  country  people,  all,  were  full  of  brags — 
Whofe  little  bums,  in  barns,  and  mows,  and  fens, 

Squat  do*vn,  and  laid,  line  conjuration  bags. 

I  wifh  this  [age  experiment  were  try'd 

Upon  the  mufejjny  gentle  bride  ; 

And  flips  of  paper  giv'n  her,  with  this  prayer — ■ 

"  Fay,  to  the  bearer,  fifty  pounds,  at  fight." 

Her  fweet  prolific  pow'rs  'twould  io  delight, 

She'd  breed,  like  a  tame  rabbit,  or  a  hare  .' 


ODE        VII. 

PeterV  Account  of  wonderful  Reliques  in  Trance,  with  the 
Devotion  paid  them — The  fenfible  Application  to  Painter} 
and  Pai?iting,  by  way  of  Simile, 


I 


N  France,  fome  years  ago— rfome  twenty  three, 
At  a  fam'd  church,  where  hundreds  daily  joille, 
I,  wifely,  paid  a  prieit  fix  ibus,  to  fee, 
The  7'humb  of  Thomas,  the  apoftle. 

Gaping  upon  Tom's  thumb,  with  me  in  wonder, 
The  rabble  rais'd  its  eyes — like  ducks  in  thunder  ; 
Becaufe,  in  virtues,  it  was  vaftlyrich, 
Had  cur-d  poflefs'd  of  devils,  and  the  itch  ; 
Work'd  various  wonders,  on  a  fcabby  pate — 
Made  little  fucking  children  ftraight, 

Though  crooked,  like  rams  horns,  by  the  rickets 
Made  people  fee,  though  blind  as  moles — 
And  made  your  fad,  hyfteric  fouls, 
As  gay  as  grafhoppers  and  crickets  ; 
Brought  nofes  back  again  to  faces, 
Long  ftol'n  by  Venus,  and  her  graces  ; 
And  eyes,  to  fill  their  parent  fockets, 
Of  which  fad  love  had  pick'd  their  pockets. 
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And  had  the  prieft  permitted,  with  their  kiffes, 
The  mob  had  fmack'd  the  holy  thumb  to  pieces. 
Though,  reader,  'twas  not  the  apoitle's  thumb — 

But  mum  ! — 
Jt  play'd  as  well,  of  miracles,  the  trick, 
Although  a.  painted  piece  oi  Jtick! 

For  fix  fous  more,  behold  !  to  view,  was  bolted, 
A  feather  of  the  angel  Gabriel's  wing  ! 

Whether  'twas  pluck'd  by  force,  or  calmly  molted, 
No  holy  legends  tell,  nor  poets  fing, 

But  ivas  it  Gabriel's  feather,  heav'nly  mufes  ? 

It  was  not  Gabriel's  feather — but,  a  goofe's  '. 

But  ftay — from  truth  we  would  not  wiih  to  wander, 

For,  poffibly,  the  owner  was  a  gander, 

Painters  !  you  take  me  right — The  mufe  fuppofes, 
You  make  your  coup-de  tnaitre  dallies, 

Chriften  them  eyes,  and  cheeks,  and  lips,  and  nofes, 
Beards,  chins,  and  whilkers  and  eye-lafhes  ; 

As  like,  p'rhaps,  as   a  horfe  is  like  a  plumb, 

Or  forefaid  flick,  St,  Tom,  th'  apollle's  thumb. 

With  purer  eyes,  the  Britilh  vulgar  fees  ; 
We  are  no  era  u  thumpers-. — no  devotees  ; 
So  that,  whene'er  your  figures  are  mere  wood, 
Our  eyes  will  never,  think  'emjiejb  and  blood. 


ODE        VII, 


The  generous  Peter  refcueth  the  immortal  Raphaeiyrcw/  the 
Obliquy  af  Michael  Angclo — The  poet  moralix-eth — Telleth 
a  Story  not  to  the  Credit  o/"Michael  Angelo,  and  nobly  de- 
fendeth  Raphael'.?  Nanie,  again/t  his  invidious  Attack—* 
Qonciudcth  -with  amojtfage  Objervation. 


H, 


,OW  difficult,  in  arttfts,  to  allow, 
To  brother  bruihmen,  ev'n  a  grain  of  merit  ! 
Wifhing  to  tear  the  laurels  from  their  brow, 
They  lhow  a  fniv'ling,  diabolic  lpirit. 

So  'tis,  however  moralifts,  may  chatter — 
What's  worfe  ftill,  nature  will  be  al way's  nature. 
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\Te  can't  brew  Burgundy  from  four  fmall  beer, 
Nor  make  a  filken  purfe  of  a  fow's  ear. 

Sweet  is  the  voice  of  praife  ! — from  eve  to  morn, 

From  blufhing  morn,  to  darkling  eve  again, 
My  mufe  the  brows  of  merit  could  adorn, 

And,  lark-like,  fwell  the  panegyric  ftrain. 
Praife,  like  the  balm,  which  ev'ning's  dewy  flar 

Sheds  on  the  drooping  herb  and  fainting  fiow'r  j 
Lifts  modeft,  pining  merit  from  defpair, 

And  gives  her  clouded  eye  a  golden  hour. 

P-x  tajce  me,  if  I  ever  read  the  (lory 

Of  Michael  Angela,  without  much  f wearing  : 

'Tis  fuch  a  flice  cut  off  from  Michael's  glory, 
He  furely  had  been  brandying  it,  or  beering  : 

That  is,  in  plainer  Englifh,  he  was  drunk, 

And  candour,  from  the  man,  with  horror  fhrunk. 

Raphael  did  honour  to  the  Roman  fchool, 
Yet  Angelo  vouchfaf'd  to  call  him  fool  ; 
When  working  in  the  Vatican,  would  flare, 
Throw  down  his  brum,  andftamp,  and  fwear, 
Jf  e'er  a  porter  let  him  in — ht'djlone  him, 
And  if  he  Raphael  caught — molt  furely  bone  him. 
He  fwore,  the  world  was  a  rank  ai's, 

To  pay  a  complment  to  Raphael's  lluiF  ; 

For  that  he  knew  the  fellow  Avell  enough, 
And  that  his  paltry  metal  would  not  pafs. 

Such  was  the  language  of  this  falfe  Italian  : 
One  time  he  chriften'd  Raphael,  apygmalion  ; 

Swore,  that  his  madams  were  cornpos'd  of  ftone  ; 
Swore,  his  expreffions  were  like  owls,  fo  tame, 
His  drawings,  like  the  lameft  cripple,  lame, 

That  as  for  compofition,  he  had  none. 

Young  artifts !  thefe  affertions  I  deny — 

'Twas  vile  ill  manners — not  to  fay,  a  lie  : 
JRaphael  did  real  excellence  inherit, 

And  if  you  ever  chance  to  paint  as  well, 

I,  bona  fide,  do  foretel, 
You'll,  certainly,  be  men  of  merit. 


Vol.  I. 
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ODE         IX. 


The  gojfiping  Peter  telleth  a  ftrange  Story,  and  true,  though 
itrange — Seemeth  to  entertain  no  very  elevated  Opinion  of 
the  Wifdom  of  Kings—  Hinteth  at  the  narrow  Efcape  of  Sir 
Jofhua  Reynolds — Mr.  RamfayV  Riches — A  Recommenda- 
tion of  Flattery,  as  a  Specfic  in  Fortune-making. 


I 


.'M  told — and  I  believe  the  flory — 

That  a  fam'd  queen,  of  northern  brutes, 
A  gentlewoman  of  prodigious  glory, 

Whom  ev'ryfort  of  epithet  wellfuits  ; 
Whole  hufband,  dear,  juft  happ'ning  to  provoke  herx 
Was  fhov'd  to  heav'n  upon  a  red-hot  poker  I 
Sent  to  a  certain  ki?ig — not  king  of  France — 

Defiring,  by  fir  Jofbua's  hand,  his  pbito — 
What  did  the  royal  quiz  ? 
Why,  damn  genteelly,  fat  to  Mr.  Dance  !* 

Then,  fent  it  to  the  northern  queen — 
As  fweet  a  bit  of  wood  as  e'er  was  feen  ! 
And,  therefore,  moft  unlike  the  princely  head-— 
He  might  as  well  have  fent,  a  pig  of  lead. 

Down  ev'ry  throat,  the  piece  was  cramm'd, 
As  done  by  Reynolds,  and  deferv'dly  damn'd  ; 
For,  as  to  mafter  Dance's  art, 

It  ne'er  was  worth  afingle ! 

Reader,  Iblujb  !   am  delicate  this  time  ! 
So,  let  thy  impudence  fupply  the  rhyme. 

Thank  God  !   that  kings  cannot  our  tafte  control, 
And  make  each  fubject's  poor,  fubmiffive  foul 

Admire  the  tnfle,  thutjudgment  oft  cries  "  fie  "  on  : 
Had  things  beenfo,  poor  Reynolds  we  had  feen, 
Painting  a  barber 's  pole — an  ale-houfe  queen — 

The  cat  andgridir'n — or  the  old  red-lion  .' 

*   The  true  reafon    that  induced  his  majefly  to  Jit  to  Mr. 

Dance,  was  laudable  royal  economy.  Mr.  Dance  charged 
fifty  pounds  for  the  piclure — Sir  Jofhua  Reynolds'.;  price  was 

/omewhat  more  than  a  hundred — a  very  great   difference   in 

the  market-price  of  paint  and  canvafs  ;  and,  let  me  fay,  that 
jujlified  the  preference  given  to  the  man  who  worked  chcjtp- 

eft. 
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At  *  Plympton,  perhaps,  for  fome  grave  Doctor  Slop, 

Painting  the  pots  and  bottles  of  the  fhop  : 

Or  in  the  drama,  to  get  meat  to  munch, 

His  brufli,  divine,  had  pictur'd  fcehesfor  Punch  ! 

Whilft  JVeJl  was  welping'midft  his  paints, 

Mofes  and  Aaron,  and  all  forts  of  faints  ! 

Adams  and  Eves,  and  fnakes  and  apples, 

And  dev'ls,  for  beautifying  certain  chaples  : 

But,  Reynolds  is  no  fav*  rite — that's  the  matter — 

He  hath  not  learnt  the  noble  art  tojlatter.f 

Thrice  happy  times,  when  monarch*  find  them  hard  thingsy 
To  teach  us  what  to  viaw  with  admiration  ; 

And,  like  their  heads,  on  halfpence,  and  brafs  farthings, 
Make  their  opinions  current,  through  the  nation  \ 

I've  heard,  that  Ramfay,\  when  he  died, 
Left  juft  nine  rooms,  well  ftuff'd  with  queens  and  kings  ; 
From  'whence,  all  nations  might  have  been  fupplied, 
That  long'd  for  valuable  things 

Viceroys,  ambafladors,  and  plenipos, 
Bought  them,  to  join  their  raree-fhows 
In  foreign  parts, 
And  fhow  ihtprogrefs  of  the  Briti/h  arts-. 

Whether  they  purchas'd  by  the  pound,  or  yard, 
I  cannot  tell — becaufe  I  never  heard  ; 
But,  this  I  knew,  his  Jhop  was  like  a  fair, 
And  dealt  moll  largely  in  the  royal  ware, 
See  what  it  is,  to  gain  a  monarch's  fmile  '. 
And  haft  thou  mifs'd  it,  Reynolds,  all  this  while  ? 
How  ftupid  ! — prithee,  feek  the  courtier's  fchool^ 
And  leam  to  manufacture  oil  of  fool. 

Flattery's  the  turnpike -road  to  Fortune's  door — 

Truth  is  a  narrow-lane,  all  full  of  quags^ 

Leading  to  broken  heads,  abufe,  and  rags, 
And  workhoufes — fad  refuge  for  the  poor  ! — 
Flati'ry's  a  mountebank,  to  fpruce — gets  riches  ; 

Truth,  a  plain  Simon  Pure,  a  Quaker  preacher^ 

A  moral-mender,  a  difgufting  teacher, 
That  never  got  a  fix-pence,  by  her  fpeeches  ! 

*  Sir  Jojhua's  native  f pot,  in  Bevonjhire. 

\  This  Ode  was  compofed,  before  fir  Jofbua  was  dubled 
kings''  painter.  Pofjibly  the  great  artifl  dreamt  of  my  BEAU- 
TIFUL LYRIC,  andpurfued  its  advice. 

§  Late  painter  to  his  maje/ly. 
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ODE        X. 

The  lofty  Peter  beginneth  with  an  original  Sinile — Difplay- 
0th  a  deep  Knowledge  of  Homer,  and  modern  Dutchejfcs — 
Concludeth  with  a  Prophecy  about  his  Sovereign. 

X  AINTERS,  who  figure  in  the  exhibition, 

Are  pretty  nearly  in  the  fame  condition, 
"With  cocks,  on  Shrove-tide,  which  the  feaibn  gathers  ; 

Flung  at,  by  ev'ry  lubber,  ev'ry  brat, 

That  hath  the  fenfe  to  throw  a  bat, 
To  break  their  bones,  and  knock  about  their  feathers. 

This  little  difference,  however,  lies, 

Between  the  pai?iter,  and  the  fowl,  I  find— 
The  artift,  for  the  poft  of  danger,  tries — 

The  fowl  is  faften'd,  much  againft  his  mind ; 
Who,  as  to  his  dread  fentence,  would  annul  it-— 

Sue  out  his  habeas  corpus,  and  inftead 

Of  being  beat  with  bats  about  the  head, 
Make  handfome  love  to  a  fmart  pullet. 

And  yet,  the  painter,  like  a  booby,  groans, 
Who  courts  the  very  bats,  that  break  his  bones. 

But  who  from  fcandal  is  exempt  ? 

Who  doth  not  meet,  at  times  contempt  ? 

Great  Jove,  the  God  of  Gods,  in  figures  rich, 
Oft  cali'd  his  bofom  queen,  zfaucy  bitch  ; 
Achilles  *  cali'd  great  Agamemnon,  bog% 
An  impudent,  decietful,  dirty  dog. 

Behold,  our  lofty  dutcheffes  pull  caps. 

And  give  each   other's  reputation  raps, 
As  freely  as  the  drabs  of  Dairy's  ichool  ; 

And  who,  pray,  knows,  that  George,  our  gracious  king, 

(Said,  by  his  courtiers,  to  know  ev'ry  thing) 
May  not,  by  future  times,  be  cali'd,  zjool  £ 


*  Vid.  Homer. 
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ODE        IX. 

the  Bardfenfbly  reproveth  the  young  Artijls  for  their  Pre- 
penfity  to  Abt'ije — Mojl  wittily  compareth  them  to  Horfe* 
Leeches,  Game-Cock  s,  and  Curs. 

_L  HE  mean.the  ranc'rousjealoufies,  that  fwell, 

In  fb me  fad  artifts'  fouls,  I  do  defpife, 
Jnftead  of  nobly  flriving  to  excel, 

You flri-je  to  pick  out  one  the  other's  eyes. 
To  be  a.  painter,  was  Correggio's  glory — 
His  fpeech  mould  flame  in  gold — "  Sono  Pittore.'''' 

But  what,  if  truth  were  fpoke,  would  be  your  fpeeches  \ 
Ihis — "  We're  a  fet  of  fame-fucking  horfe- leeches, 
"  Without  a  blufo,  the  poorefl  fcandal  fpea'king — i 
"  Like  cocks,  for  ever  at  each  other,  beaking  ; 
•'  As  if  the  globe  we  dwell  on,  were  fo  finally 
**  There,  really,  was  not  room  enough  for  all. 

Young  men  ! 

I  do  prefume,  that  one  of  you,  in  te?i, 

Hath  kept  a  dog  or  too  ;  and  hath  remark'd, 
That,  when  you  have  been  comfortably  feeding, 
The  curs,  without  one  atom  of  court-breeding, 

With  wat'ry  jaws,  have  whin'd,  and  paw'd,  and  bark'd; 

k    Show'd  anxiouihefs  about  the  mutton-bone, 

And,  'ftead  oiyour  mouth,  wifh'd  it  in  their  oivn  ; 
And,  if  you  gave  this  bone  to  one,  or  t'other, 
Heav'ns  1  what  a  fnarling,  quarrelling,  and  pother  '. 
This  oft,  perhaps,  had  touch'd  you  to  the  quick, 
And  made  you  teach  good  mariners,  by  a  kick  ,• 
And  if  the  tumult  was  beyond  all  bearing, 
A  little  bit  oifweet,  emphatic  fwearing  ; 
An  eloquence,  of  wond'rous  ufe  in  wars, 
Amongft  fea  captains,  and  the  brave  jack-tars. 

Now,  tell  me,  honeftly — pray,  don't  you  find 
Somewhat,  in  chriitians,  juft  of  the  fame  kind, 

That  you  experienc'd  in  the  curs — 

Caufing  your  anger,  and  demurs  ? 
As,  for  example,  when  your  rniftreft,  famet 
Wifliing  to  celebi£te  a  worthvname, 
F  % 
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Tatf  s  up  her  trump,  to  give  the  juft  applaufe, 

How  have  you,  puppy-like,  paw'd,  wifiVd  and  whin'd  , 

And  growl'd,  and  curs'd,  and  fvore,  and  pin'd, 
And  long'd  to  tear  the  trumpet  from  her  jaw*  ! 

The  dogs  deferv'd  their  kicking  to  be  fure  ; 

But  j^k  .'  0  fie,  boys  1  go,  and  fin  no  more. 


ODE         XII. 

The  companionate  Peter  lamentcth  the  Deatl  of  Mr.  Hone, 
an  R.  A. — Recommendeth  him  to  Oblivion,  the  great  Pa- 
tron of  a  Number  of  Geniufes. 

X  HERE's  one  R.  A.  more,  dead  ! — ftiffis  poor  Hone  ! 
His  works  be  with  him — under  the  fame  itone  : 
I  think,  the  facred,art  will  not  bemoan  'em  ; 
But,  mute — De  mortuis  nil  nifi  bonutn — 
As  to  his  hoft,  a  traveler,  with  a  fneer, 
Said  of  his  deadfmall  beer. 

Go,  then,  poor  Hone  '.    and  join  a  num'rous  train, 

Sunk  in  oblivion's  wide,  pacific  ocean  ; 

And  may  its  ivhalc-like  ftomach  feel  no  motion, 
To  caft  thee,  like  a  Jonah,  up  again. 


ODE         XIII. 

'She  Poet  exhibiteth  the  Inconflancy  of  the  World,  by  the  mcji 
elegant  Comparifon  of  a  Flock  of  Starlings. 

X  OUNG  artifts,  it  may  fo  fall  out, 

That  folks  fliall  make  a  grievous  rout : 
Tollow  you — praife  your  painting  to  the  ikies ; 

When,  p'rhaps  a  ribband,  (fie  upon  it  1) 

A  feather,  or  a  tawdry  bonnet, 
Caught,  by  its  glare,  their  wouder-fpying  eyes. 

Therefore,  don't  thence  fuppofe,  that  you  inherit, 
Mountains  of  unexampled  merit  ; 
That,  always, you Jhall  be  purfu'd, 
And,  like  a  wond'rous  beauty,  woo'd. 
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Great  is  the  world's  inconftancy,  God  knows  [—* 
Fame,  like  the  ocean,  ebbs,  as  well  asfiovus  ; 
Next  vear,  the  million  pitches  on  a  ruff — 
A  balloon-cap — a  fhawl — a  muff — 
For  you,  no  longer  cares  a  tingle  rufii, 
Following  fame  other  brother  of 'the  bruih. 

To  raife  to  nobler  flights  the  mufe's  wing, 

KJimile's  a  very  pretty  thing  : 
To  whofe  fweet  aid  I'm  oft  a  humble  debtor, 

T'  illuftrate,  with  more  force,  the  thing  I  mean  ; 

And,  if  the  Jimile  be  neat  and  clean, 
Taut  mieux — that  is — fo  much  the  better. 

Therefore,  young  folks,  as  there's  a  great  deal  in't, 

Accept  one,  juft  imported,  from  the  mint. — 

You've  feen  a  flock  of  ftarlings,  to  be  hire, 

A  hundred  thoufand  in  a  mefs,  or  more-  -y 

Who,  fortunately,  having  found, 

A  lump  of  horfe-litter  upon  the  ground, 

Down  drops  the  chatt'ring  cloud  upon  the  dung. 
Then,  Lord,  what  doings  !  heav'ns,  what  admiration  .' 
What  joy,  what  tranfport,  'midft  the  fpeckled  nation  I 

How  bufy  ev'ry  beak,  and  ev'ry  tongue  .' 
All  talking,  gabbling,  but  none  lift'nwig, 
-Juft  like  a  groupe  of  goitips,  at  a  chrill'ning  ; 

Let  but  a  cow  dab  fhow  its  grafs  green  face, 

They're  up,  without  fo  much  as  faying  grace ; 
And  lo  !   the  bufy  flock  around  it  pitches  '. 

Juft  as  upon  the  lump  before, 

They  gabble,  wonder,  and  adore  ! 
And  equal  brother  Marty  it's  *  fpeeches. 

Theie  ftarlings  fhow  the  world,  with  great  propriety, 

Mad,  as  March  hares,  or  curlews,  for  -variety. 


O     E     E         XIV, 

The  great  Peter  defpifeth  Frenchmen* 

JL  BEG  it,  as  a  favour,  my  young  folks, 

You  will  not  copy,  money-like,  the  French, 

*  A  much  admired  fpeaker  in  the  houfe  of  commons \.  wh&, 
nem.  con.  ~.vas  baftifed  the  Starling  Martyn, 
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Whofe  pictures,  juftly,  are  all  ftandingjok.es, 
Whether  they  reprefent  a  man,  or  wench. 

If  Monfieur  paints  a  man  of  fafhion, 

Making  an  obcifance  well  bred, 
The  gentleman's  a  ram-cat,  in  a  paflion — 

His  back  all  crumpled  o'er  his  head  : 
Or,  if  he  pain-ts  a  wretch  upon  the  wheel — 

And  bone -breaking's  no  trifling  thing;  G-d  knows 
Amidft  his  pains,  the  fellow's  fo  genteel  ! 

He  feels,  with  fuch  decorum,  ail  the  blows. 

Or,  if  a  culprit's  going  to  the  devil — 
Which  fome  folks  alfo  deem  a  ferious  evil — 

So  degage,  you  fee  the  man  advance, 

His  arms,  hands,  fhoulders,  turn'd-out  toes, 
Madonna-lifted  eyes,  and  cock'd-up  nofe, 

Proclaim  the  pretty  puppy  in  a  dance. 
I've  feen  a  deeping  Venus,  I  declare, 
With  hand  and  legs  ftretch'd  out,  with  fz/ch  an  air  I 
Her  neck  and  head,/»  twirled,  on  one  (boulder, 
With  fuch  a  heav'ulj'  fmile,  that  each  beholder 
Would  fwear,  (difdaining  dancing'' s  vulgar  track) 
The  dame  was  walking  minuets  on  her  back  ; 
Ev'n  an  old  woman,  yielding  up  her  breath, 

By  means  of  cholic,  (lone,  or  gravel  ; 
How  fmirkingly  (he  feels  the  pangs  of  death  '. 

With  what  a  grace  her  foul  prepares  to  travel » 

A  Frenchman's  angel  is,  an  op 'ra  punk — 
His  Virgin  Marys — milliners,  half  drunk  ; 
Our  bleil  Redeemer,  a  rank  petit  maitre, 
In  ev'ry  attitude  and  feature: 

The  humble  Jofeph,  fo  genteely  made, 
And  only  (it  to  compliment  his  wife — 

So  delicate  !  as  if  he  fcarcely  knew 

Oak  from  a  deal-board — a  gimblet  from  a  fcrew  j 
And  never  made  a  moufe-trap  in  his  life. 

Think  not,  I  wantonly  attack  thofe  people — 
In  prejudice,  that  I'm  a6  (tiff's  a  fteeple  ; 

No  ! — yet,  I  own  I  hate  the  (hrugging  dogs— 

I've  liv'd  amongft  them —  ate  their  frogs  ; 
And  vomited  them  up,  thank  God,  again  ; 

So  that  I'm  able,  now,  to  fay, 

I  carried  nought,  of  theirs,  away, 
Which,  otherwise,  had  made  the  puppies  \Qm* 
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ODE        XV. 

Tie  conceited  Peter  turneth  an  arrant  Egotift — Mentioneth 
a  Number  of  fine  Folks — This  Minute  condemneth  WilL 
Whitehead's  Verfes,  and  the  next^exculpateth  the  Laureat, 
by  clapping  the  right  Saddle  on  the  right  Horfe* 

JL\I  O  giant  more  rejoiceth,  in  his  courfe— 

Not  count  O'Keliy,  in  a  winning  horfe  ;— 

Not  Mrs.  Hobart,  *  to  preferve  a  box — 

Not  George  the  Third,  to  triumph  o'er  Charles  Fox: 

Not  Spain's  wife  monarch,  to  bombard  Algiers — 

Not  pill'ries,  order'd  by  the  law's  ftern  voice. 
Can  more  rejoice, 
To  hold  Kit  Atkinfon's  two  ears  : 

No  more  rejoiceth  patiotic  Pitts 
By  patriotic  grocers  to  be  fed-— 

Not  mother  Windfor,f  in  a  fair  young  tit— ~ 
Nor  gaping  deans,  to  hear  a  bifhop's  dead  ; — 
Not  more  reform'd  John  Wilkes,  to  court  the  crown— 
Nor  Skinner,  in  his  Aldermanic  gown — 

Nor  common-councilmen,  on  turtle  feeding  : 
Not  more  rejoice  old  envious  maids,  fo  ftale, 
To  hear  of  weeping  beauty,  a  fad  tale. 

And  tell  the  world,  a  reigning  toaft  is  breeding  :-— 
Than  I,  the  poet,  in  a  lucky  Ode, 

That  catches  at  a  hop,  the  Cynic  face  ; 

Kills,  by  a  laugh,  its  grave  Bubonic  face  ; 
And  tears,  in  fpite  of  him,  his  jaws  abroad. 

And,  are  there  fuch  grave  dons,  that  read  my  rhymes  ? 
AH  gracious  heav'n  forgive  their  crimes  ! 
Oh  !  be  their  lot  to  have  nvife-talking  wives  ; 
And  if,  in  reading,  they  delight, 

*  The  contefl  between  Mrs.  Hobart  and  Lady  Sali/bvry, 
ivith  their  feconds,  about  a  box  at  the  Opera,  is  a  fubjeel  for 
the  mofl  fublime  epic   ' 

f  A  priefiefs  of  the  Cyprian  goddefs* 
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To  read,  ye  gods !  from  morn  to  night, 
Will  WhitheatVs  \  birth-day  fonnets,  all  their  lives* 

P'rhaps  reader,  thou'rt  a  tinker,  or  a  tanner, 

And  iijendeft  kettles,  in  a  pretty  manner  ; 

Or  tanneft  hides  of  bulls,  and  cows,  and  calves ; 

But  if  the  fauce-pan,  or  the  kettle, 

Originally,  be  bad  mettle, 
Thou'lt  fay,  "  it  only  can  be  done  by  halves  ;h 
Or  if,  by  nature,  bad  the  bullocks*  fkins, 
"  They'll  make  vile  fhoes  and  boots,  for  people'sj^'/w/' 

Then,  wherefore  do  I  thus  abufe 

Will  Whitehead's  hard-driven  Mufe  ? 
Who  merits,  rather,  pity's  tend'reft  figh  : 

For,  what  the  devil  can  he  do, 

When  forc'd  to  praife — The  Lord  knows  who  ! 
Verfe  mujl  be  dull,  on  fubjects  fo  damn'd  dry. 


ODE        XVI. 


The  clajftc  Peter  advifeth  Painters  to  cultivate  Tafle — Lajh- 
eth  fome  of  the  Ignorant — Accufeth  Painters  of  an  Af- 
fetlion  for  Vulgarity,  whom  he  horfc-whippeth — Recom- 
mendeth  a  charming  fubjecl. — Telleth  the  Secret  of  his 
Love,  and  giveth  a  die  away  Sonnet  of  former  Days—- 
Perfecuteth  Tenier's  Devils,  but  applaudcth  the  Execu- 
tion. 

X   A I N  T  E  R  S,  improve  your  education, 
That  furely  Stands  in  need  of  reformation. 
I've  heard,  that  fome  can  neither  write  nor  read, 
Which  does  no  honour  to  the  hand  or  head, 

Many,  I  know,  would  rather  paint  a  bear, 

Or  monkey,  playing  his  quaint  tricks* 
Than  fome  fweet  damfel,  whom  all  hearts  revere, 

Whofe  charms  the  eye  of  admiration  fix — 
Would  rather  fee  a  flump  with  ftrength  expreft, 
Than  all  the  fnowy  fulnefs  of  her  breaft, 

\  This  Ode  was  written  before  a  late  laureat  rejigned  his 
earthly  crown  for  a  heavenly  one.  May  Mi.  Tom  War  ton 
be  more  fuccefsful  in  his  Pindaric  adulations,  and  not  verify 
the  latin  adage — ex  nihil  fit 
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Or  lip,  that  innocence  fo  fweetly  moves, 
Or  /mile,  the  fond  Elyfium  of  the  loves. 

This  brings  thofe  days  to  mem'ry,  when  my  tongue 

To  Cynthia's  beauty  pour'd  my  foul  in  fong  ; 

When,  on  the  margin  of  the  murm'ring  ft  ream, 

My  fancy  frequent  form'd  the  golden  dream 

Of  Cynthia's  grace — of  Cynthia's  fmiles  divine, 

And  made  thofe  fmiles,  and  peerlefs  beauty,  mine. 

It  brings  to  mem'ry,  too,  thofe  difmal  times, 

When  nought  my  fighs  avail'd,  and  nought  my  rhymes  ? 

When  at  the  filent,  folercn  clofe  of  day, 

My  penfive  fteps  would  court  the  darkling  grove, 

To  hear  ,  in  Philomelo's  lonely  lay, 

The  fainting  echoes  of  my  lucklefs  love  ; 

Till  night  s  increafing  fliades,  around  me  Hole, 

And  mingled  with  the  gloom,  that  wrapp'd  my  foul. 

Reader — do'i't  chufe  a  fonnet  of  thofe  days  ? 
Take  it — and  fay  not,  I'm  a  foe  to  fraife^ 

To  Cynthia. 

0  THOU  !  whofe  love-infpiring  air 
Delights,  yet  gives  a  thoufand  woes ; 

My  day  declines,  in  dark  defpair, 

And  night  hath  loft  her  i  weet  repofe  : 

Yet,  who,  alas  \  like  me  was  bleft, 

To  others  ere  thy  charms  were  known ; 
When  fancy  told  my  raptur'd  breaft, 

That  Cynthia  fmii'd  on  me  alone  ? 

Nymph  of  my  foul  !  forgive  my  fighs — 
Forgive  the  jealous  fires  I  feel  ; 
Nor  blame  the  trembling  wretch,  who  dies, 
When  others  to  thy  beauties  kneel. 

Lo  '.  theirs  is  every  winning  art, 

With  fortune's  gifts  unknown  to  me  ' 

1  only  boaft  a  fimple  heart, 

In  love  with  innocence,  and  thee. 


BUILD  not,  alas  !  your  popularity 
On  that  beait's  back,  yclep'd  vulgarity 


(     6o     ) 

A  beaft,  that  many  a  booby  takes  a  pride  in 
A  beaft,  beneath  the  noble  Peter's  riding. 

How  fhould  the  man,  who  loves  to  be  unchajle, 
Tofeed  on  carrion,  dread  his  hound-like  paunch, 

Judge  of  an  ortolan's  delicious  tafte, 

Or  feel  the  flavour  of  a  line  fat  haunch  ? 

Or  want,  with  bitter  purl,  to  wet  his  clay, 

How  fhould  he  judge  of  claret,  or  toaky  ? 

Tcnier's  devils,  witches,  monkeys,  toads, 

That  make  me  fhudder,  whilft  I  pen  thefc  Odes, 

Moft  truly  painted,  to  be  fure  you'll  find  : 
How  greater,  far,  the  excellence,  to  paint 
With  heav'n  directed  eye,  the  bezuteous  faint, 

And  mark  th'  emotions  of  her  angel  mind  ? 
Envy  not  fuch  as  have,  in  dirt,  furpaft  ye  ; — 


ODE         XVII 


The  moralizing  Bard  cxpofeth  the  nnfairnefs  of  Mankind  in 
the  Article  of  Laughing — Defcanteth  upon  Wit — Difclaim- 
eth  Pretenfion  to  it — Maketh  Love  to  Candour,  and  modeit- 
ly  concludeth 


H< 


,OW  dearly  mortals  love  to  laugh  and  grin  ! 

Juft  as  they  love  to  fluff  themfelves  to  chin, 

With  other  people's  meat — good  faving  fenfe'. 

Becauie  at  other  folks'  expenfe  : 

But  turn  the  laugh  on  them — how  chang'd  their  notes? 

"  O  dam  'em  \  this  is  ferious — cut  their  throats  1" 

Wit,  fays  an  author,  that  I  do  not  know, 

Is  like  TIMES's  fcythe — cuts  down  both  friend  and  foe; 

Ready  each  object,  tyger-like,  to  leap  on  •' 

"  Lord  !  what  a  butcher  this  fame  nvit  I  thank  God 
"  (A  critic  cries)  in  mafter  Pindar's  Ode, 

"  We  -ipy  th'  effect  of  no  fuch  dangerous  weapon  P* 

No,  fir,— 'tis  dove  ey'd  CANDOUR'S  charms, 
I  woo  to  thefe  defiring  arms  ; 
She  is  ray  goddefs — to  her  flirine  I  bend  : 

NYMPH  of  the  voice,  that  beats  the  morning,  lark, 


(     6i     ) 

Sweet  as  the  dulcet  note  of  either  Park  * 
Ee  thou  my  ioft  companion,  and  my  friend  : 

Thy  lovely  hand  my  Pegafus  mail  guide, 
And  teach  thy  modejt  pupil  how  to  ride  : 
Thus  fhall  I  hurt,  not  any  groupe-compofcrs,  • 
From  Sarah  Benwell's  bru/b,  to  Mary  Mozer*s,f 


ODE      xvm. 


The  judicious  Peter  giveth  mojl  ivholefome  Advice  to  Land- 
fcape Painters. 


W. 


HATE'ER  your  wifli,  in  landfcape  to  txcel, 

London's  the  very  place  to  max  it ; 
Believe  the  oracles  I  tell, 

There's  very  little  landfcape  in  a  garret. 
Whate'er  the  flocks  of  Jleas  you  keep, 
'Tis  badly  copying  thtm,  for  goats  and  f jeep  ,• 
And  if  you'll  take  the  poet's  honeft  word, 
A  bug  mult  make  a  miferable  bird. 
A  ruflj -light  winking,  in  a  bottle's  neck, 

111  reprefents  the  glorious  orb  of  mora  ; 
Nay,  though  it  were  a  candle  with  a  wick, 

'Twould  be  a  r  eprefent  at  ive forlorn. 

I  think,  too,  that  a  man  would  be  a  fool, 
For  trees, to  copy  legs  of  a  joint-fool  ; 

Or  e'n,  by  tbem,  to  represent,  ajtump  : 
As,  alfo,  broomjiicks — which,  though  well  he  rig 
Each  with  an  old  fox-colour'' d  <wig, 

Muft  make  a  very  poor  autumnal  clump. 

You'll  fay — yet  fuch  ones,  oft  a  perfon  fees 
In  many  an  artift's  trees  ; 
And  in  fome  paintings,  we   have  all  beheld  1 
Green  bays  hath  furely  fat  for  a  green  field 

Vol.  I.  G 

*  Two  brothers,  of  the  mojt  dijlinguifbed  merit  on  the 
Oboe. 

f  The  lajl  ofthofe  ladies,  an  R.  A.  by  means  of  a  fublime 
picture  of  a  plate  o/goofeberries — the  other  in  hopes  of  acade- 
mic bouvurs,  through  an  equal  degree  of  merit. 


(    **    ) 

Bolfters  for  mountains,  lulls,  and  wheaten  mows  ; 
Cats  for  ram-goats — and  curs  for  bulls  and  cow;. 

All  this,  my  lads,  I  freely  grant ; 

But  better  things  from  you,  I  want, 

As  Shakefpeare-  fays,  (a  bard  I  much  approve') 

*'  Lift,  lift,  Ob  .'  lift?—- ML  thou  doft  painting  love* 

Claude  painted  in  the  open  air  ! — 
Therefore,  to  Wales,  at  once  repair  ; 
Where  fcenes  of  true  magnificence  you'll  find  : 
Befides  this  great  advantage — if  in  debt, 
You'll  have,  with  creditors,  no  tete  a  tete  : 

So  leave  the  bull  dog  bailiffs  all  behind  ; 
Who,  hunt  you,  with  what  noifo  they  may, 
Muk  hunt  for  needles  in  njlack  of  hay. 


ODE        XIX. 

The  Poet  Hintetb  to  Artijls  the  Value  of  Time, 

1  HE  man,  condemn'd  on  Tyburn  tree,  to  fivingy 
Deems  fuch  a  fhew  a  very  dullijb  thing  ; 
He'd  rather  a  fpectator  be  I  ween, 
Than  the  fad  actor  in  the  fcene. 

He  blames  the  law's  too  rigid  refolution; 
If,  with  a  beef-fteak  ftomach — in  his  prime, 
Lord,  with  what  reverence  he  looks  on  time  I 

And,  molt 'of  all — the  hour  of  execution  ' 
And  us  the  cart  doth  to  the  tree  advance, 
How  nvond'ruus  willing  to  pollpone  the  dance  ' 

Believe  me,  time's  of  monftrous  ufe  ; 

But,  ah  \  how  fubjecfc  to  abule  1 
It  feems  that,  with  him, folks  were  often  cloy'd  ; 

I  do  pronounce  it,  time's  a  public  good, 

Juil  like  a  youthful  beauty — to  be  acooV, 
Made  much  of,  and  be  properly  enjoy'd. 

Time's  fand  is  wonderfully  fmall  ; 

It  flips  between  the  fingers  in  a  hurry  ; 
Therefore,  on  each  young  artift,  let  me  call, 

To  prize  it,  as  an  Indian  does  his  curry  ;* 

*  An  UMtverfal/ood  in  the  Eafl-lwlies 


(  *3  ) 
Whether  lus  next  rare  exhibition  be 
Amidft  the  great  R.  A.'s— or  on  a  Tree. 


ODE        XX. 


Tae  unfortunate  Peter  lamenteth   the  Lcfs  of  an   important 
Ode,  by  Rats — He  prayetb  devoutly  for  the  Rats. 

Hi  A  TUS  maxime  defend  us  ! 

I've  loft  an  Ode?  of  charming  praife  : 
From  like  misfortune,  heav'n  defend  us  ! 

The  fweeteft  of  my  Lyric  lays  ! 
Where  many  a  youthful  artift  fhone  with  fame, 
Like  his  own  pictures,  in  a  fine  gilt  frame. 
Perdition  catch  the  roguifh  rats  ! 
Their  trembling  limbs  mould  fill  the  maws  of  cats. 
Were  I  to  be  their  fole  advifer  '. 

Vermin  !  like  trunk  makers  and  paftry  cooks, 

Deal  in  legions  of  delightful  books, 
Yet  with  the  learning,  not  a  whit  the  vuifer. 

Thank  G — d  !  the  Ode  unto  myfelf 'they  fpar 'a, 

And,  lo  !  the  labour  of  the  lucky  bard. 


ODE        XXI. 

To  Myself. 


The  exalted  Peter  nvijheth  to  make  the  gaping  World  ac- 
quainted ivith  the  Place  of  his  Nativity  ; — but  before  he 
can  get  an  Anfwer  from  himfelf,  he  tnoft  fublimely  burfleth 
forth  into  an  Addrefs  to  Mennygizxy  and  Monfehole, 
two  Fifbing  Towns  in  Cornwall — the  firfl,  celebrated  for 
Pilchards,  the  laft,for  giving  Birth  to  Lolly  Pentreath — 
The  Poet  praifeth  the  Honourable  Baines  Barrington,  and 
Pilchards — Forgetteth  the  Place  of  his  Nativity — and,  Hie 
his  great  Ancefior  of  Thebes,  leaveth  his  Readers  in  the 
Dark. 


o 


THOU  !  whofe  daring  works  fublime, 
Defy  the  rudeft  rage  of  time, 


C     H    ) 

Say  ! — for  the  world  is  with  conjecture  dizzy, 
Did  Moufehole  give  thee  birth,  or  Mennygizzy 


HAIL  Mennygizzy  !  what  a  town  of  note  ! 

Where  boats,  and  men,  and  ftinks,  and  trade  are  ftirring; 
Were  pilchards  come,  in  myriads  to  be  caught  ; 

Pilchard  !  athoufand  times  as  good's  a  herring, 

Pilchard  '.  the  idol  of  the  Popifh  nation  ! 

Hail,  Uttle  instrument  of  vaft  falvation  ! 
Pilchard,  I  ween,  a  molt  foul  faving  fifli, 

On  which  the  Catholics,  in  Lent,  are  crammed  ; 
Who,  had  they  not,  poor  fouls,  this  lucky  difh, 

Would  fleih  eat,  and  be  consequently,  damrid. 

Pilchards  I  whofe  bodies  yield  the  fragrant  oil, 
And  make  the  London  lamps,  at  midnight,  fmile  ; 
Which  lamps,  wide-fpreading  falutary  light, 
Beam  oq  the  wand 'ring  BEAUTIES  of  the  night, 
And  (how  each  gen  Lie  youth  their  cheek's  deep  rofcs, 
And  tell  him,  whether  they  have  eyes  and  nofes. 

Hail  Moufehole  !  birth  place  of  old  Doll  Pentreath,* 
The  lafl  who  jabber'd  Cornifh — fo  fays  Daines, 

Who,  bat-like,  haunted  ruins,  lane,  and  heath, 
With  Will  o'  Wifp,  to  brighten  up  his  brains. 

*  A  very  old  woman  of  Moufehole,  fuppofed  (Talfely  how- 
ever) to  have  been  the  lalt  who  fpoke  the  Cornijh  language. — 
The  honourable  antiquarian,  Daines  Harrington,  E-Jq-  jour- 
nied,  fome  years  Jince,  from  London  to  the  Land's-end,  to 
converfe  with  this  wrinkled,  yet  delicious  morceau.  He  en- 
tered Moufehole  in  a  kind  of  triumph, and  peeping  into  her  but, 
exclaimed,  with  all  the  fire  of  an  enraptured  lover,  in  the  Ian* 
gunge  of  the  famous  Greek  philofopher — "  heureka  !"  The 
couple  kijfed — Doll  foon  after  gabbled — Daines  liflened  with 
admiration — committed  her  fpeeches  to  paper,  not  venturing 
to  truft  his  memory  with  fo  much  treafure.  The  tranfaclion 
was  announced  to  the  fociety — the  journals  were  enriched 
with  their  dialogues — the  old  lady* s  picture  was  ordered  to 
be  taken  by  the  tnojl  eminent  artifil,  and  the  honourable  mem- 
ber to  be  publicly  thanked  for  the  difcovery  ! 


C     *5     ) 

Dalnes  !  who  a  thoufand  miles,  unwearied,  tro;s 
For  bones,  brafs  farthings,  aihes,  and  old  pots, 
To  prove,  that  folks  of  old,  like  us  were  made, 
With  heads,  eves,  hands,  and  toes,  to  drive  a  ir ade, 


ODE        XXII. 


Peter  concludeth  his  Odes — Seemeth  Hungry — Expoflidateth 
ivitb  the  Reader — And  getteth  the  Start  of  the  World ,  by 
firji  praijtng  his  own  Works. 

X.  OM  Southern  to  John  Dryden  went,  one  day, 
To  buy  a  head  and  tail-piece  for  his  play  : 
41  Thomas,"  quoth  John,  "  I've  fold  my  goods  too  cheap, 
**  So,  if  you  pleafe,  my  price  mall  take  a  leap." 
O,  reader,  look  me  gravely  in  the  face  ; 
Speak,  is  not  that,  with  me  and  thee,  the  cafe  ? 
For  this  year's  Odes,  I  charge  thee  half  a-crown ; 
So,  without  grumbling,  put  thy  money  down  : 
For  things  are  defperately  ris'n,  good  Lord  1 
Fiih,  fleih,  coals,  candles,  window-lights,  and  board  \ 
Why  mould  not  charming  poetry  then  rife  ? 
That  comes  fo  dev'lifli  far,  too — from  the  Jiics  i 
And  lo  !  the  verfes  that  adorn  this  page, 
Beam,  comet-like,  alas !  but  onc«  an  age# 


G  a 


(     66     ). 


FAREWELL     ODES, 


FOR    THE    YEAR    M,DCC,LXXX VI. 


-Rideiitem  dicere  verum 


Quid  vet  at  ? Hor. 


ODE         I. 


Peter  talkcth  of  lejlgning  the  Lanrratfhip — He  propbefietb 
the  Triumph  of  the  Artilts  on  his  Resignation — The  Artifts, 
olfo,  prophefy  to  Peter's  Difadvantage — Peter'  r  lajl  Com- 
forts,  Jleuld  their  Prophefy  be  fulfilled. 

JLETER,  like  fam'd  Chriflina,  queen  of  Sweden, 
Who  thought,  a  ivicked  court  was  noi  an  Eden. 
Tins  year,  refigns  the  laurel  crown,  forever  1 

What  ail  the  fanrd  academicians  wifh — 

No  more  on  painted  fowl,  and  flefh  and  fifli, 
lie  fhows  the  world  his  carving  fkili  fo  clever  : 
Brafs,  iron,  wood-work,  (lone,  in  peace  mail  reft — 
"  Thank,  God  I"  exclaim  the  works  of  Mr.  Weft. 

"  Thank,  God  1"  the  ivorks  of  Loutherbourgh  exclaim — 

For  guns  of  critics,  no  ignoble  game 

"  No  longer  now  afraid  of  rhiming  prater*, 
"  Shall  we  be  chriilen'd  tea-board  <vat?iijb'd  waiters  : 
"  No  verfe  (hall  fwear,  that  ours  are  pajle-board  rocks  ; 
H  Our  trees,  brafs-ivigs  ;  and  mops>  our  fleecy  flocks." 

*'  Thank  heav'n  !"  exclaims  Rigaud,  with  fparkling  eyes* 

"  Then  fiiall  my  pictures  in  importance  rife, 

"  And  fill  each  gaping  mouth  and  eye  with  wonder." 

Mcniieur  Rigaud, 

It  may  be  fo, 
To  think  thy  liars  have  made  10  ftrangs  a  blunder, 
That  bred  to  paint,  the  genius  of  a  glazier  : 
That  ipoil'd,  to  make  a  dauber,  a  good  brazier, 
None,  but  thy  partial  tongue  (believe  my  lays) 
Can  dare  iiand  fo?th  the  herdd  of  thy  praiie  : 


(     Cy     ) 

Could  fame  applaud,  whole  voice  my  verfe  reveres, 
Jujiice  fhould  break  her  trump  about  her  ears. 

"  Thank  heav'n  I"  cries  Mr.  Garvey ;  and  "  Thank  God  '. 

Cries  Mr.  Copley,  "  that  this  man  of  Ode, 

"  No  more,  barbarian-like,  mail  o'er  us  ride  : 
u  No  more,  like  beads,  in  nafty  order  ftrung, 
**  And  round  the  waift  of  this  vile  mohawk  hung, 

«  Shall  academic  fcalps  indulge  his  pride. 

u  No  more,  hung  up  in  this  dread  fellow's  rhime, 
"  Which  he,  molt  impudently,  calls  fublimey 

"  Shall  we,  poor,  inoffenfive  fouls, 

M  Appear  juft  like  fo  many  moles, 
"  Trapp'd  in  an  orchard,  garden,  or  a  field  ; 

"  Which  mole-catchers  fufpend  on  trees, 

"  To  fhew  their  titles  to  their  fees — 
"  Like  doctors,  paid  too  often,  for  the  kill'd" 

Pleas'd,  that  no  more  my  verfes  fhall  annoy — 

Glad  that  my  bliller  Odes  fliall  ceafe  their  flinging, 

Each  wooden  figure's  mouth  expands  with  joy — 
Hark  !  how  they  all  break  forth  in  hnging  I 

In  boaftful  founds,  the  grinning  artijls  cry, 

"  Lo  !  Peter's  hour  of  infolence  is  o'er  ; 
"  His  mufe  is  dead — his  lyric  pump  is  dry — 

"  His  Odes,  like  ftinking  ftfli,  not  worth  a  groat  a  fcore. 
"  Art  thou,  then,  weak  like  us,  thou  fnarling  fniv'ler  ? 
**  Art  thou,  like  one  of  us,  thou  lyric  driv'ler  ? 

"  Our  kings  and  queens,  in  glory  now  fliall  lie, 

"  Each,  unmolested,  fleeping  in  his  frame  ; 
"  Our  ponds,  our  lakes,  our  oceans,  earth,  and  fky, 

"  No  longer,  fcouted,  (hall  be  put  to  fhame  : 
"  No  poet's  rage  fhall  root  our  flumps  and  ftumplings, 
M  And  fwear,  our  clouds  are  flying  apple-dumpling  : 
"  Fame  fhall  proclaim,  how  well  our  plumb  trees  bud, 
"  And  found  the  merits  of  our  marie  and  mud." 

"  Our  oaks,  our  brufhwood,  and  our  lofty  elms, 
"  No  jingling  tyrant's  wicked  rage  o'erwhelms, 

"  Now  this  Vile  FELLER  is  laid  low. 
"  In  peace,  fliall  our  ftone  hedges  fleep, 
• "  Our  huts,  our  barns,  our  pigs,  and  iheep, 

"  And  wild-foul,  from  the  eagle  to  the  crow." 

They,  who  fhall  fee  this  Peter  in  the  ftreet, 
With  fearlefs  eye  his  front  fhall  meet, 


(    ss    ) 

And  cry, "  Is  this  the  man  of  keen  remark  ? 
■  Is  this  the  wight  ?  (fhall  be  their  taunting  l'peech) 
"  A  clog  I  who  dar'd  to  fnap  each  artiit's  breech, 

"  And  bite  academicians,  like  a  fhark  ? 

"  He,  whofe  broad  cleaver  cnop'd  the  ions  of  paint  : 
*•  Cruih'd  like  a  marrow  bone,  each  lovely  faint  ; 

"  Spar'd  not  the  very  clothes  about  their  backs  : 
"  The  little  duck-wing'd  cherub^ms  abus'd, 
*'  That  could  not  more  inhumanly  be  us'd, 

"  Poor  lambkins  !  had  they  fall'n  among  the  blacks* 
"  He  once  fo  furious,  foon  fhall  want  relief, 
*'  Stak'd  through  the  body,  like  a  paltry  thief 

**  How  art  thou  fall'n,  O  Cherokee  !"  they  cry  ; 

"  How  art  thou  fall'n  !"  the  joyful  roofs  refound  ; 

"  Hell  fhall  thy  body,  for  a  rogue,  furround  ; 
"  And  there,  for  ever  roafting,  may,it  thou  lie  : 

**  Like  Dives,  may'll  thou  ftretch  in  fires  along, 

M  Kefus'd  one  drop  of  drink,  to  cool  thy  tongue 

Ye  goodly  gentlemen,  reprefs  your  yell, 

Your  hearty  wifhes,  for  my  health  reftrain  ; 

For  if  our  works  can  put  us  into  hell, 
Kind  firs  !  we  certainly  fhall  meet  again: 

Nay,  what  is  worle,  I  really  don't  know  whether 

We  mult  not  lodge  in  the  fame  room  together. 


ODE        II. 

Peter  flogs  Academicians  and  Dinner — Pities  the  Prince  of 
Wales,  Duke  of  Orleans,  Duke  Fitzjames,  Count  Lauzun, 
Lords  Caermarthen  and  Befsborough,  ijc.  and  praifes  Mr. 
Weltjie — Exculpates  the  Prefident — Condemns  Sir  W. 
Chambers,  and  the  Committee,  for  their  bad  Management 
— Talks  of  lifting  the  French  King,  and  the  Duke  of  Or- 
leans. 


w. 


HENE'ER  academicia?is  run  aftray, 
Such  fliould  the  moral  Peter's  fong  reclaim — 

Of  paint,  this  Ode  fhall  nothing  fing,  or  fay  ; 
My  eagle-fatire  darts  at  diff'reut  game. — 

Againft  decorum — I  abhor  aflnner  ; 

And,  therefore,  lafli  the  academic  dinner. 


(   h   ) 

Th'  Academy,  though  marveloufly  poof, 

Can  once  a  year,  afford  to  eat  : 
By  means  of  kind  donations,  at  the  door, 

The  members  make  a  comfortable  treat, 
Like  Gipjies,  in  a  barn,  around  their  king, 
That  annual  meet,  to  eat,  and  dance,  and  ring.— 
A  feaft.  was  made,  of  fiefh,  fifh,  tarts,  creams,  jellies, 
To  fuit  the  various  qualities  of  bellies. 
Mine,  grumbled,  to  be  afk'd,  and  be  delighted — 
JBut  wicked  Peter's  paunch  was  not  invited. 

Yet  though  no  meflage  waited  on  the  bard, 
With  compliments,  from  academic  names — 

The  prince  of  Wales  receiv'd  a  civil  card, 

His  grace  of  Orleans,  too,  and  duke  Fitzjames  ; 

Count  de  Lauzun,  and  count  Connan— 
A  near  relation  to  the  man, 

In  vvhofe  poor  fides  old  Hau-ke,  once,  fix'd  his  claws- 
Were  welcomed  by  the  academic  lords, 
Either  by  writing,  or  by  words, 

To  come,  and  try  the  vigour  of  their  jaws* 

Unfortunately,  for  the  model!  dukes, 

The  nimble  artifts,  all,  with  greyhound-looks, 

Fell  on  the  meat,  with  teeth  prodigious  able ; 
Seiz'd  of  the.  fynagogue,  the  highejt  places. 
And  left  the  poor  forlorn,  t,heir  Gallic  gracei, 

To  nibble,  at  the  bottom  of  the  table  .' 

There  fat,  too,  my  good  lord  Caermathen, 
As  one  of  the  canaille,  not  worth  a  farthing  ' 
But  what  can  titles,  virtues,  at  a  feaft., 
Where  glory  waits  Upon  the  greatejl  beajl  P 

To  fee  a  ftotte-cutter,  and  mafon, 

High  mounted,  o'er  thofe  men  of  quality, 

By  no  means  can  our  annals  blazon, 
For  feats  of  courtly  hofpitality. 

I've  heard,  however,  one  or  two  were  tanners— 

Granted — it  doth  not  much  improve  their  manner:, 

They,  probably,  in  anfwer,  may  declare, 
They  thought  the  feaft  juft  like  a  hunt  ; 

In  which,  as  loon  as  ever  ftarts  the  hare, 
Each  Nimrod  tries  to  be  the  firft  upon't  : 

As  he's  the  greateft>  'midft  the  howling frtft, 

Who  frji  can  triumph  o'er  poor  dying  pufs. 


(  p  ) 

Peters  *  mod  juftly  rais'd  his  eyes  of  wonder* 
And  wanted,  decently,  to  give  them  g race  ; 

But,  bent  an  verffon,  and  on  tvrbot  plmider, 

A  clatt'ring  peal,  of  knives  and  forks,  took  place  I 

Spoons,  plates,  and  dimes,  rattling  round  the  table, 

Produc'd  a  new  edition  of  old  Bable. 

They  had  no  jlomach,  o'er  a  grace  to  nod, 
Nor  time  enough,  to  offer  thanks  to  God  : 

Tnat  might  be  done,  (they  wifely  knew) 

When  they  had  nothing  elfe  to  do. 

His  highnefs,  ent'ring  rather  fomewhat  late, 
Could  fcarcely  find  a  knife,  or  fork,  or  plate  : 

But  not  one  fingle  maiden  difh — 

Poor  gentleman  ! — of  flefh,  orfifh. 
Moll  wofully  the  paftry  had  been  paw'd, 
And  trembling  jellies,  barbaroufly  claw'd« 
In  fhort  — my  gentle  readers  to  amaze^- 
Kis  highnefs  pick'd  the  bones  of  the  R.  A/s. 

O  Weltjie,f  had  thy  lofty  form  been  there, 

And  feen  thy  prince  fo  ferv'd,  with  fcrap  and  flop, 
Thou,  furely,  would'ft  have  brought  him  better  fare — 

A  warm  beef-fteak,  perchance,  or  mutton-chop. 
Thou  wouldft  have  faid,  "  De  prence  of  Wales,  by  Get, 

"  Do  too  much  honour,  to  be  at  der  feafl  ; 
u  Vere  he  can't  beb  <von  beet  of  meat  dat's  hot, 

"  But  treated  vid  de  bones,  jufl  like  a  beajl- 

"  Be  prence,  he  vas  too  great  to  Jit  and  eat 

"  De  bones,  and  leafing s  of  de  meat  ; 

"  And  tnunfh  vat  dirty,  low-lif'd  rogues  refufe. 

"  By  Got  I  not  fit  to  wipe  de  prence' s  JJjocs. 

Great  Befsb'rough's  earl,  too,  came  offfecend  bejl  ; 
His  murm'ring  ftomach  had  not  half*  feaft  ? 

And,  therefore,  it  was  natural  to  mutter. 
To  rectify  the  fault,  with  joylefs  looks, 
His  lordlhip  bore  his  belly  off  to  Brookes, 

Who  fill'd  the  grumbler  up  with  bread  and  butter* 

Sirs  !  thofe  manoeuvres  were  extremely  coarfe — 
This,  really,  was  the  effence  of  ill  breeding  : 

Not,  for  your  fouls,  could  you  have  treated  worfe, 
Bum-bailiffs,  by  this  dog-like  mode  of  feeding* 

*  A  refpedlable  clergyman,  and  one  of  the  academicians, 
f  The  prince's  German  cook. 


(     ?r     ) 

Grant,  you  eclips'd  a  pack  of  hounds,  with  glee 

Purfuing,  in  full  cry,  the  fainting  game — 
Surpafs'd  them,  too,  in  gobbling  down  the  prey— 

Still, great  R.  A.'s,  I  tell  you,  'twas  a.  flame. 
G»ant,  each  of  you  the  wond'rous  man  exctli'd, 

Who  beat  a  butcher's  dog,  in  eating  tripe  ; 
And  that  each  paunch,  with  guttling,  was  fo  fwell\lk 

Not  one  bit  more  could  pafs  your  fwailow-pipe. — 

Grant,  that  you  dar'd  fuch Jl 'ufp \n g -feats  difpiay,. 
That  not  a  foul  of  you  could  walk  away — 
Still,  'midit  the  triumphs  of  your  gobbling  fame, 
I  tell  you,  great  R.  A.'s,  it  was  ijhame. 

Grant,  you  were  greas'd,  up  to  the  nofe  and  eyes—  - 
Your  cheeks  all  mining,  like  a  lantern's  hcrr. — 

With  tearing  hams,  and  fowls,  and  giblet-pies, 
And  ducks,  and  geeie,~and  pigeon's,  neivly-born  : 

Though  great,  in  your  opinion,  be  your  fame, 

I  tell  you,  great  R.  A.'s,  it  was  zjbame. 

This,  let  me  own — the  candcur-loving  mufe, 
Moil  willingly,  Jir  Jojbua  can  excufe, 

Who  tries  the  nation's  glory  to  encreafe  ; 
Whofe  genius,  rare,  is  very  feldom  nodding, 
But  deep,  on  painting-fubjects,  plodding, 

To  rival  Italy  and  Greece. 

But  prayer  William*  what  have  you  to  fay  ? 
lio/ucb  impediment  is  in  your  way  : 

Genius  can't  hurt  your  etiquette-attention* 
And,  Mejp.eurs  Tyler,  Wilton,  and  Rigaud, 
Have  you  a  genius,  to  impede  you  ? — No  ! 

Nor  many-a-one  befides,  that  I  could  mention. 

This  year,  (God  willing)  I  (hall  vifit  France, 

And  tafle  of  Louis,  (grand  tnonarque  .')  the  prog. 

His  %race  of  Orleans,  fo  kind,  perchance, 
?>Iay  aflc  me  to  his  houfe,  to  pick  a  frog, 

And  yet,  what  right  have  I,  to  vift  there, 

To  fee  a  man,  fo  vilely  treated  here  .8 

Ye  royal  artifts,  at  your  future  feafts, 

I  fear,  you'll  make  their  graces  downright  Daniels  : 
And,  as  the  prophet  dirCd  among  vuild  beajls, 

The  dukes  vuilljtin  your  pointers,  and  your  fpaniels. 

*•  Sit  IV.  Chamber:. 
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ODE        III. 

Peter  givcth  /age  Advice  to  mercenary  Artifts  ;  and  telleth  a 
mojl  dc lettable  Story  of  a  country  Bumpkin,  and  peripate- 
tic Razor-feller. 

X  ORBEAR,  my  friends,  to  facrifice  your  fame 
To  fordid  gain,  unlefs  that  you  are  ftarving  '. 

I  own,  that  hungar  will  indulgence  claim, 
For  hard  ftone  heads,  and  landfcape-carving, 

in  order  to  make  hafte,  to  fell  and  eat — 

For  there  is,  certainly,  a  charm  in  meat  : 

And,  in  rebellious  tones,  will  ftomachs  fpeak, 

That  have  not  talted  victuals  for  a  week. 

But  yet,  there  are  a  mercenary  crew, 

Who  value  fame,  no  more,  than  an  old  flioe  ; 

Provided,  for  their  daubs,  they  get  a  Jale  : 

Juft  like  the  man but,  flay — I'll  tell  the  tale,— 

A  fellow,  in  a  market-town, 

Moft  mufical,  cry'd  razors,  up  and  down  ; 

And  offer'd  twelve,  for  eighteen  pence  : 
Which,  certainly,  feem'd  wond'rous  cheap, 
And,  for  the  money,  quite  a  heap, 

As  ev'ry  man  would  buy,  with  cafh  and  fenfe. 

A  country  bumpkin,  the  great  offer  heard. — 
Poor  Hodge,  who  fuffer'd,  by  a  broad  black  beard, 

That  feem'd  a  fhoe-brufh,  ftuck  beneath  his  nol'e  : 
With  cheerfulnefs,  the  eighteen  pence  he  paid  ; 
And,  proudly,  to  hirqfelf,  in  whifpers,  faid — 

"  This  rafcal  ftole  the  razors,  I  fuppofe. 

M  No  matter,  if  the  fellow  be  a  knave — 
"  Provided,  that  the  razors JJjave — 

"  It,  certainly,  will  be  a  mo?iJlrouspri<ze" 
So,  home  the  clown,  ninth  his  good  fortune,  went-— 
Smiling — in  heart  and  foul,  content — 

And  quickly Joap'd  himfelf,  to  ears  and  eyes. 

Being  well-lather'd,  from  a  dim  or  tub, 
Hodge  now  began,  with  grinning  pain,  to  grub, 

Juft  like  a  hedger,  cutting  furze. 
'Twasa  vile  razor  '. — Then  the  reft  he  try'd — 
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All  were  impojlurts. — "  Ah  !"  Hodge  fighM — 
"  I  wilh  my  eighteen  pence  were  in  my  puriel" 

In  vain,  to  chafe  his  beard,  and  bring  the  grace?, 

He  cut,  and  dug,  and  winc'd,  and  flamp'd,  and  t'wore ; 

Bro't  blood,"  and  danc'd,  blafphem'd,  and  made  wry  faces, 
And  curs'd  each  razor's  body,  o'er  and  o'er. 

His  muzzle,  form'd  of  oppofition  {luff, 
Firm  as  a  Foxite,  would  not  lofe  its  ruff ; 

So  kept  it — laughing  at  the  fteel  and  fuds. 
Hodge,  in  a  paffion,  ftretch'd  his  angry  jaws, 
Vowing  the  direft  vengeance,  with  clench 'd  claws, 

On  the  vile  cheat,  that  fold  the  goods — 
"  Razors  ! — (a  damn'd,  confounded  dog  !) — 
"  Not  fit,  to  fcrape  a  hog  !'' 

Hodge  fought  the  fellow — found  him — and  begun— 
"  P'rhaps,  mailer  Razor-rogue,  to  you,  'tis  fun, 

"  That  people  flay  themfelves  out  of  their  lives  ! — 
"  You  rafcal  \ — for  an  hour  have  I  been  grubbing, 
"  Giving  my  fcoundrel  wiikers,  here  a  fcrubbing, 

"  With  razors,  juft  like  oyfter  knives, 
"  Sirrah  1  I  tell  you,  you're  a  knave, 
«'  To  cry  up  razors,  that  can't  Jbave  •'" 
u  Friend — (quoth  the  razor-man) — Pm  not  a  knave — 

"  As  for  the  razors,  you  have  bought, 

"  Upon  my  foul !  I  never  thought 
u  That  they  would  Jbave." 

"  Not  think  they'd  fhave  ! — (quoth  Hodge,  with  wond'ring 
eyes, 

And  voice,  not  much  unlike  an  Indian  yell) — 
"  fVhativere  they  made  for,  then  ?  you  dog  he  cries — 

"  Made  .' — (quoth  the  fellow,  with  a  (mile)—  to  fell  '" 


ODE        IV. 

Peter  obfeweth  the  Lex  Talionis. 

EST  tells  the  world,  that  Peter  cannot  rhyme— 
:r 
Vol. 


w 


Peter  declares,  point  blank,  that  Weft  can't  paint. 
i.  t  H 
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Weft  fwears,  I've  not  an  atom  of  fublime — 

"  Ifvjcar  he  hath  no  notion  of  a  faint ; 
And  that  his  crofs-wing'd  cherubims  are  fowls,. 
Bapriz'd,  by  naturalifts — owls  ; — 
Half  of  the  meek  apoftles,  gangs  of  robbers  ; 
His  angels,  fets  of  brazen-headed  lubbers. 

The  holy  fcripture  fays,  "  allfejh  is  grafs." 
With  Mr.  Weft,  allfiejl)  is — brick  or  brafs  ; 
Except  his  horfe-flefh — that,  1  freely  own, 
Is  often  of  the  choiceft — Portland-Jione. 

I've  faid,  toes  that  this  artift's  faces 
Ne'er  paid  a  vifit  to  the  graces  : 

That,  of  exprefjion-,  he  can  never  brag  : 
Yet,  for  this  article,  hath  he  been  ftudying ; 
But,  in  it,  never  could  furpafs  a  pudding — 

No,  gentle  reader,  npr  a — pudding-bag. 

I  dare  not  fay,  that  Mr.  Weft 
Cannot  found  criticiim  impart, 

I'm  told,  the  man  with  tethnicals  is  bleft  ; 
That  he  can  talk,  a  deal  upon  the  art  : 
Yes,  he  can  talk — I  do  not  doubt  it — 
"  About  it,  goddefsy  and  about  it.** 

Thus,  then,  is  Mr.  Weft  deferving  praife— 
And  let  my  juftice  the  fair  laud  afford  ; 

For,  lo  1  this  far-fam'd  artift  cuts  both  ways^ 
Exactly  like  the  angel  Gabriel's  fword. 

The  beauties  of  the  art  his  converfe  Ihows  ; 

His  canvafs,  alraoft,  ev'ry  thing  that's  bad. 
Thus,  at  th'  Academy,  we  rnuft  fuppofe, 

A  man,  more  ut'eful,  never  eould  be  had  '% 
Who,  in  himfclf,  a  hojl,  fo  much  can  do— *• 
Who  is  both  precept,  and  example>  too.. 
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ODE        V. 

» 

■Great  Advice  is  given  to  Gentlemen  Authors — to  Mr.  Webb 

and  Mr.  H.  Walpole,  particularly. — Peter  taketh  the  Part 

of  Lady  Lucan — Showeth   wonderful   Knowledge,    in   the 

Art  of  Painting Adminiftereth   Oil  of  Fool,   vulgarly 

called  Praife,  to  the  Squire  of  Strawberry-Hill. 


A. 


.STRONOMERS  fhould  treat  of  ftars  and  comets ; 
Phyficians,  of  the  bark  and  vomits  ; 
Of  apoplexies,  thole  light  troops  of  death, 
That  ufe  no  ceremony  with  our  breath  ; 
Ague  and  drop fy,  jaundice  and  catarrh, 
The  grim-look'd  tyrant's  heavy-horfe  of  war. 

Farriers  mould  write  on  farcies,  and  the  glanders  ; 

Bug-doctors,  only,  upon  bed-diforders  ; 
Farmers,  on  land,  ploughs,  pigs,  ducks,  gttie,  6c  ganders  ; 
Night-men,  alone,  on  aromatic  odours  ; 

The  artift,  mould  on  painting  folely  write — 

Like  David,  then,  they  may  "  good  things  indite." 

But  when  the  mob,  of  gentlemen, 

Break  on  their  province,  and  take  up  the  pen, 

The  Lord  have  mer  cy  on  the  art  ! 

I'm  fure  their  gcofe-quills  can  no  light  impart. 

This  verfe  be  thine,  fquire  Webb,* — it  is  thy  due — 

Pray,  Mr.  Horace  Walpole,f  what  think  you  '? 

Horace  thou  art  a  man  of  talte  and  fenfe  ; 
Then  don't,  of  folly,  be  at  fuch  expenfe  ; 
Do  not,  to  lady  Lucan,\  pay  fuch  court — 
Her  wifdom,  furely,  will  not  thank  thee  fort — 
Ah  !  don't  endeavour,  thus,  to  dupe  her, 
By  fwearing,  that  Ihe  equals  Cooper.^ 

*  Author  of  a  Treatife  en  Painting,  who  feems  to  difplay 
more  erudition  thanfeience. 

f  A  gentleman,  well  known  in  the  literary  world — an 
amateur  in  the  graphic  line. 

§  A  lady,  of  great  ingenuity,  in  the  miniature  depart- 
ment. 

il  A  famous  miniature-painter,  in  the  time  of  Cromwell. 
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So  grofs  the  flattery,  it  feems  to  (how, 
That,  verily,  thou  doft  not  know 

The  pow'rs  requir'd  for  copying  &  picture, 
And  thofe,  for  copying  dame  Nature — 
Alas !  a  mnch  more  ardous  matter  ! 

So  don't  expofe  thylelf,  but  mind  my  ftricture. 

Thou'lt  fay,  it  was  mere  compliment ; 
That  nothing  elfe  was  thy  intent  ; 

Altho'  it  might  difgrace  a  boy  at  fchool. — 
I  grant  the  fadl  ;  and  think,  that  no  man 
Says,  or  writes,  fillier  things  to  woman  : 

But  ftill,  'tis  making  each  of  you  a  fool. 

Yet,  Horace,  think  not,  that  I  write 
Through  fpite— • 

Think  not,  I  read  thy  works  with  jealous  pain — ■ 
Lord,  no  !  thou  art  a  favourite  with  me  : 
I  think  thee  one  of  us — un  bel  efprit — 

By  heav'ns  1  I  like  the  wind-mill  of  thy  brain. 
It  is  a  pretty,  and  ingenious,  mill — 
Long  may  it  grind  on  Strawb'ry  hill! 


ODE        VI. 


Peter  JIM  continueth  to  give  great  Advice,   and  to   exhibit 
deep  Reflexion — He  telleth  a  miraculous  Story. 

X  HERE  is  a  knack,  in  doing  many  a  thing, 
Which  labour  cannot  to  perfection  bring  : 
Therefore,  however  great  in  your  own  eyes 
JPray,  do  not  hints,  from  other  folks,  defpife. 

A  fool,  on  fomething  great,  at  times,  may  ftumbk, 

And  confequently,  be  a  good  adviier  ; 
On  which,  for  ever,  your  nvife  men  may  fumble, 

And  never  be  a  whit  the  wifer. 

Yes  !  I  advife  you,  (for  there's  wifdom  in't) 
Never  to  be  fuperior  to  a  hint — 

The  genius  of  each  man,  with  keennefs,  view — 
A/park,  from  this,  or  t'other,caught, 
May  kindle,  quick  as  thought, 

A  glorious  bonjire  up,  in  you. 
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A  queftion,  of  you,  let  me  beg, 

Of  fam'd  Columbus,  and  his  egg — 
Pray,  have  you  heard  ?  •  Yes.'— -Oh,  then  if  you  pleafet 
1*11  give  you,  the  two  Pilgrims,  and  the  Peas. — 

The  PILGRIMS  and  the  PEAS. 

A   TRUE    STORY. 

A  BRACE  of  finners,  for  no  good, 

Were  order'd  to  the  Virgin  Mary's  fhrine, 

Who,  at  Loretto,  dwelt  in  wax,  ftone,  wood  ; 
And,  in  a  fair  white  wig,  look'd  wond'rous  fine. 

Fifty  long  miles  had  thofe  fad  rogues  to  travel, 

With  fomething  in  their  fhoes,  much  worfe  than  gravel  ; 

In  fhort,  their  toes,  fo  gentle,  to  amufe, 

The  prieft  had  order'd  peas  into  their  fhoes. 

A  nojlrum  famous,  in  old  Popifli  times, 
For  purifying  fouls,  that  ftunk  with  crimes  ; 

A  fort  of  apoftolic  fait, 

That  Popifh  parfons,  for  its  povv'rs,  exalt, 
For  keeping  fouls  of  finnersyWf?  ; 
Juft  as  our  kitchen-falt  keeps  meat. 

The  knaves  fet  off  on  the  fame  day — 
Peas  in  their  fhoes — to  go  and  pray  ; 

But  very  diff'rent  was  their  fpeed,  I  wot— ■ 
One  of  the  finners  gallop'd  on, 
Light  as  a  bullet  from  a  gun  ; 

The  other  limp'd,  as  if  he  had  been  fhot. 

One  fawthe  Virgin  foon — "  pcccavi"  cried — 

Had  his  foul  white-wafh'd,  all,  fo  clever; 
Then,  home,  again,  he  nimbly  hied, 

Made  fit,  with  faints  above,  to  live  for  ever. 

In  coming  back,  however,  let  me  fay, 

He  met  his  brother-rogue,  about  halfway — 

Hobbling,  with  outftretch'd  bum,  and  bending  knee?, 

Damning  the  fouls  and  bodies  of  the  peas  ; 

His  eyes  in  tears,  his  cheeks  and  brows  in  fweat, 

Deep  fympathifing  with  his  groaning  feet. 

*  How  now!"  the  light-to'd,  white-wafh'd  pilgrim   broke 

"  You  lazy  lubber" 
*'  Odds  curfe  it  1"  cry'd  the  other. "  'tis  no  joke — 
Ha 
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*'  M  j  feet,  once  hard  as  any  rock, 
"  Are  now  as  fort  as  blubber. 

*'  Excufe  me  Virgin  Mary,  that  I  fwear — 
"  As  for  Loretto,  I  (hall  not  get  there: 
"  No  !   to  thedev'l,  my  finfnl  foul  mult  go, 
"  For,  damme,  if  I  han't  loft  ev'ry  toe  I 

"  But,  brother-finner,  do  explain, 
a  How  'tis,  that  you  are  not  in  pain  ; 

"  What  pow'r  hath  work'd  a  wonder  for  your  to^s  : 
n  Whilft  /,  juftlike  a  fnail,  am  crawling, 
*  Now  fwearing,"  now  on  faints,  devoutly  bawling, 

•'  Whilft  not  a  rafcal  comes,  to  eafe  my  woes  1 

,;  How  is't,  that  job- can,  like  a  greyhound,  go, 

'•  Merry,  as- if  that  nought  had  happen'd  ?  burn  ye  I 
:>  Why,"  crv'd  the  other,  grinning,  "  You  muft  know, 
"  That,  juft  before  I  venturd  on  my  journey, 
"  To  walk  a  little  more  at  eafe, 
"  I  took  the  liberty  to  boil  my  peas," 


O     D     E         VII. 
Peter  griniutk. 


A  OUNG  men  be  cautious  of  each  critic  word, 
That,  blatphemous,  may  much  offence  afford- — 

I  mean,  that  wounds  an  2ncient  mafter's  fame  : 
At  Titian,  Guido,  Giulio,    Veronefe, 
Your  lengthening  phiz  let  admiration  feize  ; 

And  throw  up  both  your  eyes,  at  Raphael's  name. 

£'n  by  a  print-fhop,  fhould  you  chajice  to  pafs, 
Revere  their  effigy  infide  the  glafs  ; 

J  li  ft  as,  with  Papifts,  the  religious  care  is, 
In  churches,  lanes,  to  bend  their  marrow-bones, 
To  bees-wax  faints,  b»n-dieu&  of  nones, 

And  beach,  or  deal,  or  v.  ainfcot  Virgin  Marys. 

Whate'er  their  error?,  they  no  more  remain, 
Tor  time,  like  fuller's  earth,  takes  out  each  ftain  ; 
Nay,  more — on  faults,  that  modern  works  would  tarnifh, 
Time  fpreads  a  /acred  <cat  ofvarnifb% 


(     79     ) 

Spare  not,  on  brother-artifts'  backs,  the  lafh  ; 
Put  a  good  wire  in't — let  it  JlaJJj  ; 

Since  ev'ry  ftroke,  with  int'reft,  is  repaid  : 
For  though  you  cannot  kill  the  jrian,  outright  ; 
Yet.  by  this  effort  of  your  rival  fpite, 

Fifty  to  one,  if  you  don't  fpoil  his  trade. 
His  ruins  may  be  feathers  for  your  neft — 
The  maxim's  not  amifs — probatem  eft. 


ODE         VIII. 

The  Poet  inquires  into  the  State  of  the  Exhibition — La/les 
Father  Time,  for  making  great  Geniujes,  and  deftroying 
them — Praifeth  Reynolds — Fancies  a  very  curious  Dia- 
logue, between  King  Alexander  and  the  Deer,  the  Sub- 
ject of  Mr.  Weft';  Picture— Turns  to  Mr.  Weft's  Refui- 
7  eclion. 


w. 


ELL,  mufe  !  what  is  there  in  the  exhibition  ? 

How  thrive  the  beauties  of  the  graphic  art  ? 
Whofe  racing  genius  feems  in  belt  condition, 

For  glory' s  plate  to  Jl art  ? 
Say,  what  fly  rogues  old  fame  cajole  ? 
Speak,  who  hath  brib'd  her  trumpet,  or  who Jlole  ? 
For  much  is  praif'd,  that  ought,  in  fires,  to  mourn 
Nay,  what  would  ev'n  difgrace  a  fire,  to  burn. 

What  artift  boafts  a  work  fublime, 
That  mocks  the  teeth   of  raging  Time  ? 

Old  fool  1  who,  after   he  hath  form'd,  with  pains, 
A  genius  rare 
To  make  ioXks  flare. 
Knocks  out  his  brains — 
Like  children,  dolls  creating,  with  high  brags — 
Then,  tearing  all  their  handy-works  to  rags. 

Lo  !  Reynolds  lhines  with  undiminijh" d  ray  I 

Keeps,  like  the  bird  of  Jove,  his  diftant  way 

Yet,  {imple  portrait  ftrik.es,  too  oft,  our  eyes 
Whilft  hi/i'ty,  anxious  for  his  pencil,  fighs, 

We  don't  dedre  to  fee,  on  canvafs,  live, 
Thereby  of  a  jowl  of lead ; 


(     So     ) 

When,  for  tV  original,  we  would  not  give 
A  fmall  pin's  head. 

This  year,  of  picture,  Mr.  Weft 

Is  quite  a  Patagonian-maker — 
He  knows,  that  bulk  is  not  a  jejl, 

So  gives  us  painting — by  the  acre. 
But,  ah  !  this  artift's  brum  can  never  brag, 
Upon  king  Alexander,  and  the  flag  ; 

For,  as  they  play'd,  at  loggerheads,  the  rubber, 
We  fureiy,  ought  to  fee  a  handforne  battle, 
Between  the  monarch,  and  the  piece  of cattle  ; 

Whereas,  each  keeps  his  diftance,  like  a  lubber. 

His  majejly,  upon  his  breech,  laid  low, 
Seems  preaching  to  his  horned  foe  : 
Obfepv ;:>.£•,  what  a  very  wicked  thing, 
To  hurt  the  facred  perfon  of  a  b&ig  : 

And  feems,  about  his  bufinefs,  to  intreat  him, 

To  march,  for  fear  the  hounds  fhould  eat  him. 

The Jlag  appears  to  fay  in  plaintive  note, 
"  I  own,  king  Alexander,  my  offence  : — 
"  True — I've  notfhown  my  loyalty,  nor  fenfe;  — 

**  So,  bid  your  huntimen  come,  and  cut  my  throat.'* 

The  cavalry  adorn'd  with  i&ixjlone  bodies, 
Seem,  on  the  dialogue,  with  wonder  flaring  ; 

And  on  their  flinty  backs,  a  fet  of  noddies, 

Not  one  brafs  farthing,  for  their  majler,  caring. 

Behold  !  one  fellow  lifts  his  mighty  fpear, 
To  fave  the  owner  of  the  Scottifh  crown  : 

Which,  harmlefs,  hanging  o'er  the  gaping  deer. 
Seems  in  no  mighty  hurry  to  come  down. 

Another,  on  a  Pegafus,  comes  flying — 
His  phiz,  his  errand  much  belying  : 
For  if  he  means  to  ba/ie  the  beaft  fo  cruel, 
God,  knows,  'tis  with  a  face  of  --water  gruel. 

So  then,  fweet  mufe,  the  picture  boafts  ne  merit- 
As  flat  as  difh  water,  or  dead  fmall  beer — 
Or — (what  the  mark  is  tolerably  near) — 

As  heads  of  aldermen,  devoid  of  fpirit. 

Well  then  !  turn  round — view  t'other  fide  the  room, 
And  fee  his  Saviour  mounting  from  the  tomb  : 


C    «i    ) 

Is  this  piece,  too — with  painting-fins  fo  cramm'd- 
Eorn  to  increafe  the  numbef  of  the  da/n'd  ? 

My  fentiment,  by  no  means,  I  refufe^- 

Was  our  Redeemer  like  the  wretched  things 

I  do  not  wonder,  that  the  cunning  Jews, 
Scorn'd  to  acknowledge  him  for  King. 


E, 


ODE        IX. 


Peter  morali/eth,  and  giveth  good  Advice* 


iNVY  and  Jealoufy,  that  pair  of  devils, 
StutPd,  like  Pandora's  Box,  with  wond'rous  evils, 
I  hate,  abhor,  abominate,  deteft  ; 
Like  Circe,  turning  man  into  a  beajl. 

Beneath  their  cank'ring  breath,  no  bud  can  blow  ; 
Their  black'ning  power  reiembles  fmut  in  corn, 
Which  kills  the  riling  ears,  that  fhould  adorn, 

And  bid  the  vales,  with  golden  plenty,  glow. 

Yet,  fierce  in  yonder  dome  each  demon  reigns  ; 
Their  poifon  fwells  too  many  an  artift's  veins  ; 
Draws  from  each  tabbing  heart  the  fearful  figh, 
And  calls  a  fullen  gloom  on  ev'ry  eye. 

Brujbmen  .'  accept  the  counfel,  Peter  fends, 

Who  fcorns  th'  acquaintance  of  this  brace  of  fiends  : 

Should  any,  with  uncommon  talents  tow'r  ; 
To  any,  is  Juperior  fcience  given — 

Oh,  let  the  weaker  izt\  their  happy ponv'r, 
Xike  plants,  that  triumph  in  the  dews  of  heav'n. 

Be  pleas'd,like  Reynold:,  to  direct  the  blind, 
Who  aids  the  feeble,  fault'ring  feet  of  youth  ; 

Unfolds  the  ample  volume  of  his  mind, 

With^fw/tfj- itor'd,  and  nature 'sfmp/e  truth. 

Who  though  a  fun,  refembles  not  his  brother, 
Whofe  beams,  (o  full  of  jealoufy,  confpire, 

Whene'er  admitted  to  the  room — to  /mother 
The  humble  kitchen,  or  the  parlour  f.re. 


f     **     ) 


ODE        X. 

Beter  fpeaketh  figuratively — Accommodateth  himfelf  to  vul- 
gar Readers — LaJJjeth  Pretenders,  to  Farnt — Concludetb 
merrily. 

J\.  MODEST  love  ofpraife,!  do  not  blame — 

Bnt  I  abhor  a  rape  on  mijlrefs  Fame — 

Although  the  lady  is  exceeding  chafe, 

Young,  forward  bullies,  feize  her  round  the  waift  ; 

Swear,  nolens  volens,  that  fhe  fliall  be  kifs'd  ; 
And  though  lhe  vows,  fhe  does  not   like  'em, 
Nay,  threatens,  for  their  impudence,  Xojlrike  'em, 

The  faucy  rafcals  ftill  perfijl. 

Reader  '. — of  image,  here's  no  confufion — 

Thou,  therefore,  undeiftand'ft  the  bard's  allufion — > 

But.  pofiibly  thou  haft  a  thickijl  head  ; 
And,  therefore,  no  vqjl  quantity  of  brain — 

Why,  then,  my  preeious^/j  of  lead, 
'Tis  neceffary  to  explain. 

Some  artifis,  iilfo  may  call 'em, 

So  ignorant — Cthe  foul  fiend  maul  'em  !) 
Mere  driv'lers,  in  the  charming  art — 

Are  vaftly  fond  of  being  prais'd 

Wifh,  to  the  ftars,  like  Elancbard*  to  be  rais'd  : 
And  rais'd  they  mould  be,  reader  from  a  cart. 

If  difappointed  in  fome  Stentor's  tongue, 
Upon  them/elves,  they  pour  forth  profe  or  fong  ; 

Or  buy  it,  in  fome  venal  paper, 

And,  then,  heroically  vapour. 

What  prigs  to  immortality  afpire, 

Who  ftick  their  trafh  around  the  room  \ — 

Trq/b,  meriting  a  very  diff' rent  doom — 
I  mean,  the  warmer  regions  of  the  fire . 

Heav'n  knows,  that  I  am  anger'd  to  the  foul, 
To  find  fome  blockheads  of  their  works,  fo  vain 

So  proud,  to  fee  them  hanging,    cheek-by-jonvl, 

With  his,\  whofe  pow'rs  the  art's  high  fame  fuftain. 

*  T/je  famous  Aeronaut.  f  The  Prefident. 


(     «3     ) 

To  wond'rous  merit,  their  pretention, 

On  fuch  vicinity— fufpenji on — 

Brings  to  my  mind,  a,  not  unpleafant,  ftory, 

Which,  gentle  readers,  let  me  lay  before  ye.—* 

A  Jhabby  fellow  chanc'  d  one  day,  to  meet 
The  Britifli  Rofcius  in  the  ftreet — 
Car  rick — of  whom  our  nation  juftly  brags — 
The  fellow  hugg'd  him,  with  a  kind  embrace— 
"  Good  fir.  I  do  not  recollect  your  face," 
Quoth  Garrick — «  No  ?"  reply'd  the  man  of  rags. 

"  The  boards  of  Drury  you  and  I  have  trod, 
"  Full  many  a  time,  together,  I  am  fure" — 

"  When  ?"  with  an  oath,  cry'd  Garrick,  "  for,  by  G^- 
"  I  never  faw  that  face  of  yours  before  '. 

"  What  characters,  I  pray, 

"  Did  you  and  I,  together,  play  ?" 

41  Lord  !"  quoth  the  fellow,  "  think  not  that  I  mock, 
•4  When  you  play\d  Hamlet,  fir,  Iplafd  the  Cock."* 


ODE        XI, 

Peter  talketh  fenfibly  and  knowingly — Recommendeth  it  tQ 
Aitifts  to  prefer  Pictures  for  their  Merit — Bifcovereth  mu» 
fical  Knowledge,  andfhoiveth,  that  he  not  only  hath  kept 
Company  <wl£b  Fiddlers,  but  Fiddle-makers — He  fatirifeth 
the  Pfeudo-cognofceati — Praifetb  his  ingenious  Neighbour, 
Sir  Jofhua. 


B; 


£  not  impos'd  on,  by  a  name  ; 
But  bid  your  eye  the  picture's  merit  trace  i 
Pouffin,  at  times,  in  outline,  may  be  lame, 
And  Guide's  angels  destitute  of  grace. 

Yet,  lo  !  a  pidlurs,  of  fome  famous  fchool— ^ 

A  warranted  old  daub,  of  reputation, 
(Where  charming  painting's  almojl  ev'ryrult, 

Hath  fuffer'd  almijb  e<Sry  violation) 
Oft  hath  been  gaz'd  at,  by  devouring  eyes, 
Where  nature,  banijl'd  from  the  picture,  fighs, 

*  In  the  ghojl  fcene. 


(    s4    ) 

■So,  feme  oM  dutchefs,  as  a  badger,  grey 

(Her  fnags,  by  t\mt,  fure  dentiil,  fruitch'd  away) 

With  long,  lank,  flannel  checks— 
Where  age,  in  ev'ry  wrinkled  feature, 
Unto  the  poor,  weak,  fliaking  creature, 

Of  death,  unwelcome  tidings,  fpeaks — 
Draws,  from  the  gaping  mob,  the  envying  look, 
Bccaufe  her  owner  chanc'd.to  be  a  duke. 

How  many  pafle-board  rocks,  and  iron  leas — 
How  many  torrents,  wild,  oiflill, /lone  water — 

How  many  brooms,  and  broom-flicks,  meant  for  trees, 
(Becaufe  the  fancied  labours  of  Salvator,* 

Whofe  pencil,  too,  raoft  groisly,  may  have  blunder'd) 

Have  brought  the  bleft  pofieilbr,  many  a  hundred  !—- 

Thus  prove  a  crowd,\  a  Slainer,!  or  Amati  § 

No  matter  for  the  fiddle's  found  ; 
The  fortunate  pofleflbr  fhall  not  bate  ye 

A  doit,  of  fifty,  nay,  a  hundred  pound  : 
And  tho',  what's  vulgarly  baptiz'd  zrep, 
Shall,  in  a  hundred  pounds,  be  deem'd  dog  cheap. 

It  tickles  one,  excefiively,  to  hear 

Wife,  prating  pedants,  the  old  mafiers  praife  ; 
Damn'ng,  by  wholefale,  with  farcaftic  fneer, 
The  wretched  works  of  modern  days  ; 
Making,  at  living  wights,  fuch  fatal  puflies, 
As  if  not  good  enough  to  wipe  their  brnfJjes, 

And  yet,  on  each  wife  cognofcente  afs, 

Who  fhall,  for  hours,  on  paint  and  fculpture,  din  ye, 
A  ptrfon,  with  facility,  may  pafs, 

Kigaud,  for  Raphael — Bacon,  for  Bernini ; 
Or — little  as  an  oven  toVefuvius — 
Will  Tyler,  for  Palladio,  or  Vjtruvius  ! 

One  would  imagine,  by  the  mad'ning  fools, 
Who  talk  of  nothing,  but  the  ancient  fchools, 

And  vilify  the  works  of  modern  brains, 
They  think  poor  mother  nature's  art  is  fled  ; 
That,  now,  flie  cannot  make  ahead, 

Who  took,  with  old  Italian  nobs,  fuch  pains  : 

*  Salvator  Rofa.  f  A  fiddle. 

%  A  German  fiddle-maker. 

$  A  maker  of  fiddles,  catted  Cremonas* 


(     3S     ) 
Nay,  to  a  driv'Jer  turn'd,  her  pow'r  fo  funk  is, 
Tame  foul  !  that  nothing  now  flie  makes,  but  monkie*. 

1    Look  at  your  fav'rite,  Reynolds,"  is  their  drain — 
M  Allow'd  by  all,  the  firft  in  Europe's  eye  ; 

"  One  atom  of  repute,  can  Reynolds  gain, 

"  When  Titian,  Rubens,  and  Vandike,  are  nigh  ? 

/    Can  Reynolds  live,  near  Raphael's  matchlefs  line  ?" 

Yes,  blinkards  .1  and,  with  equal  luftre,  fhine  I 


ODE         XII. 


Peter  increafeth  in  Wifdotn,  and  advifeth  wifely — Secmeth  an- 
gry at  the  Illiberality  of  Nature,  in  the  Affair  of  his  good 
Acquaintance,  the  Lord  High  Chancellor  of  England,  and 
Mr.  Pepper  Arden — Peter  treateth  his  Readers  with  Love- 
Verfes  o/pafl:  Times. 


c 


OPY  not  nature's  form  too  clofely, 
Whene'er  flie  treats  your  fitter  grofsly  : 
For  when  flie  gives  deformity  for  grace, 
Pray,  fliow  a  little  mercy  on  the  face, 
Indeed,  'twould  be  but  charity  to Jiatter, 
Some  dreadful  works  of,  feeming,  drunken  nature. 
As,  for  example — let  us,  now,  fuppofe, 
Thurlow's  black  fcowl,  and  Pepper  Arden's  nofe  : 
But,  when  your  pencil's  pow'rs  are  bid  to  trace, 
The  fmiles  of  Devonfhire — Duncannon's  grace — 
To  bid  the  blufli  of  beauteous  Campbell  rife, 
And  wake  the  radiance  of  Auguita's  *  eyes — 
(Gad,  mufe  1   thou  art  beginning  to  grow  loyal) 
And  paint  the  graces  of  the  princefs  royal : 
Try  all  your  art — and  when  your  toils  are  done, 
You  ihow  aflimfy  7/ieteor  for  a  fun. 
Or,  fliould  your  fkill  attempt  her  face  and   air, 

Who  fir'd  my  heart,  and  fix'd  my  roving  eye — 
The  love  s,  who  robb'd  a  world,  to  make  her  fair, 

Would  quickly  triumph,  and  your  art  defy. 

Vol.   I.  I 

*  Second  daughter  of  the  king  of  England. 


C     35     > 

Sweet  nymph  ! — but  reader,  take  the  fong, 
Which  Cynthia's  charms  alone,  infpir'd  ; 

That  left,  of  yore,  the  poet's  tongue, 
When  love  his  raptur'd  fancy  rir'd. — 

SONG. 

FROM  her,  alas !  whofe  fmile  was  lave, 

I  wander  to  fome  lonely  cell : 
My  fighs,  too  weak  the  maid  to  move, 

I  bid  the  flatfc'rer,  hope,  farewell.. 

Be  "all  her  fyren  arts  forgot, 

That  liird  my  bofom  wTith  alarms  : 

Ah  !  let  her  crime — a  little/pot 
Be  loft,  amidft  her  blaze  of  charms. 

As  on  I  wander,  flow,  my  fighs, 
At  ev'ry  ftep,  for  Cynthia  mourn  ■ 

My  anxious  heart  within  me  dies, 

And  finking,  whifpers,  "  Oh  !    return.'> 

Deluded  heart  !  thy  folly  know — 
Nor  fondly  nurfe  the  fatal  flame — 

By  abfence,  thou  fhalt  lofe  thy  woe  ; 
And  only  flutter  at  her  name. 

Readers  '.  I  own,  the  fong  of  love  is  fweet  : 
Moft  pleafing  to  the  foul  of  gentle  Peter  ; 

Your  eyes,  then,  with  another,  let  me  treat, 
Oh,  gentle  firs !  and  in  the  fame  fweet  metre. 

SON  G— T  O    DELIA. 

SAY^Ionely  maid,  with  down-caft  eye — < 
.    O  Delia  1  fay,  with  cheeks  fo  pale, 
What  gives  thy  heart  the  lengthen'd  figh, 

That  tells  the  world  a  mournful  tale  ? 
Thy  tears,  that  thus  each  other  chafe, 

Befpeak  a  bofom  fwell'd  with  woe  ; 
Thy  fighs,  a  ftorm,  that  wrecks  thy  peace, 

Which  fouls,  like  thine,  fhould  never  know. 

Oli  !  tell  me — doth  fome  favour'd  youth, 
With  virtue  tir'd,  thy  beauty  flight  ? 


(     37     ) 
And  leave  thofe  thrones  of  love  and  truth— 
That  lip,  and  bofora  of  delight  ?    - 

Perhaps,  to  nymphs  of  other  fhades, 
Ke  feigns  the  foft,  impaflion'd  tear  : 

With  fongs,  their  eafy  faith  invades, 

That  treacherous  won  thy  witlefs  ear.     .. 

Let  not  thofe  maids  thy  envy  move," 
For  whom  his  heart  may  feem  to  pine — 

That  heart  can  ne'er  be  blcft  by  love, 

Whofe  guitt  could  force  a  pang  from  thine. 


ODE        XIII. 


Pious  Peter  acknowledged  great  Obligations  to  the  Reverend 
Mr.  Martin  Luther — Yet  lamentetb  the  Eff eels  of  this  Par- 
fan's  Reformation,  on  Painting. 


Wj 


E  Proteftants  owe  much  to  Martin  Luther, 
Who,  found  to  heav'n,  zfhorter  way,  nndfrnoother , 

And  fhall  not  foon  repay  the  obligation  : 
Martin,  againft  the  Papifts,  got  the  laugh  ; 
Who,  as  the  butchers  bleed  and  bang  a  calf 

To  whitenefs — bled  and  bang'd  unto  falvation  : 
As  if  fuch  daubings  could  expel  their  fins  ; 

As  if  that  Pow'r,  whofe  works,  with  awe  we  view, 
Grac'd  all  our  backs  with  fets  of  comely  fkins, 

Then  order'd   us  to  beat  them  black  and  blue. 

Well,  then  !  we  muft  confefs,  for  certain, 
That  much  we  owe  to  Mr.  Martin, 

Who  alter'd  for  the  better,  our  religion — 
Yet,  by  it,  glorious  painting  much  did  lofe — 
Was  pluck'd,  poor  goddefs  !  like  a  goofe  : 

Or,  for  the  rhyme-fake,  like  a  pigeon. 

Mad  at  the  whore  of  Babylon,  and  bull, 
Down  from  the  churches,  men  began  to  pull 
Pictures,  that  long  had  held  a  lofty  Itation — 
Pictures  of  faints,  of  pious  reputation, 

For  curing,  by  a  miracle  y  the  ills, 
That  now  foftuborn,  j'zWrf  not  to  devotion, 
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But  unto  bliflers,  bolnffes,   and  potions, 

That  make  fuch  handfome  'pothecaries'  Wife, 

.Down  tumbled  Anthony,  who  preach'd  to  Sprats  : 
And  he  *  who  held  difourfes  ivith  a  hog, 
That,  grunting,  after  him  (o  us'd  to  jog  ; 

Came  down,  by  favour  of  long  flicks  and  bats. 

The  faints  who  grinn'd  on  fpics,  like  ven'fon  roafting, 
Broiling  on  gridir'ns — baking  in  an  oven  ; 

Or  on  a  fork,  like  cheefe  of  Chefhire,  toafting  ; 
Or  kicked  to  death  by  Satan's  hoof  fa  cloven  ; 

All,  humbled  to  the  ground,  were  forc'd  to  fall — 

Spits, forks,  and  gridirons  ovens,  devil  and  all. 

Kv'n  faints,  of  poor  Old-England;,'  breeding, 
In  wonders,  many  foreign  ones  exceeding, 

Our  hot  reformers  did  as  roughly  handle  : 
In  troth,  poor  harmlefs  fouls,  !  they  met  no  quarter  ! 
But  down  were  tumbled,  miracle  and  martyr  : 

Put  up  in  lots,  and  fold,  by  inch  of  candle. 

Had  we  been  Papifts— Lord  !  we  (till  had  {~etn 

Devih,  and  devils'  mates,  young  pimping  lyars, 
Tempting  the  blufhing  nuns  of  frail  fifteen, 

With  gangs  of  ogling,  rofy,  wanton  friars  : 
Which  nuns,  lb  pure,  no  love-fpeech  could  cajole— 
Whofarv'd  the  body,  to  preferve  the  foul. 
Then,  had  we  l'een  St.  Dennis,  with  his  head 

Frefh  in  his  hand,  and,  with  affection,  ki/fing  ; 
As  if  the  nob,  that  from  his  moulders  fled, 

By  knife,  or  broad-fword,  never  had  been  miffing  ; 
Then,  had  we  feen,  upon  their  friendly  coating, 
Saints  on  the  waves,  like  gulls  and  wigeons,  floating. 

I've  feen  a  faint  on  board  ajlnp, 

To  whom,  for  a  fair  wind,  the  Papifts  pray, 
Well  fogg'dfrsmjlem  to  fern,  by  birch  and  whip- 
Poor  wooden  fellow  ! — twenty  times  a  day  : 
Puird  by  the  nofe  and  kicked — call'd  lubber,  owl, 
To  make  him  turn  a  wind,  to  fair  from  foul ! 
And,  often  this  has  brought  a  profp'rous  gale. 
When  pray'rs  and  curfes,  have  been  found  to  fail. 
This,  had  we  Papifts  been,  had  grae'd  our  churches — ■ 
Saints,  feamen,  nofe-pulling,  kicks,  whips,  and  birches, 

*  Commonly  known  by  the  name  of  Pig  Anthony. 


(     3P     ) 

ODE         XIV. 
Peter  attacketh  the  exotic  R.  A. '5 


Y, 


E  royal  firs,  before  I  bid  adieu, 
Let  me  inform  you  fomo  deferve  my  praife  : 
But  trult  me,  gentle  fquires,  ye  are  but  few, 
Whofe  names  would  not  dif grace  my  lays. 

You'll  fay,  with  grinning,  fharp,  farcaftic  face, 
We  mult  be  bad  indeed,  if  that's  the  cafe — 

Why,  if  the  truth  I  muft  declare, 

So,  gentle  fquires,  you  really  are  1 

I'm  greatly  pleas'd,  I  muft  allow, 

To  fee  the  foreigners  beat  hollow  ; 
Who  ftole  into  that  dome — the  Lord  knows  how — 

(  I  hope  to  God,  no  more  will  follow) — 
Who,  curs'd  with  a  poor  fniv'ling  fpirit, 
Were  never  known  to  vote  for  merits — 

Poor,  narrow-minded  imps, 
Hanging  together,  juft  like  fhrimps. 
I  own,  (fo  little  they  have  merited) 
That  from  yon  noble  dome, 
Made,  alraoft,  an  Italian,  and  French  home, 
I  long  to  fee  the  vermin  ferreted. 

Yet,  where's  the  houfe,  however  watch'd  by  cats, 

That  can  get  rid  of  all  its  rats  ? 

Or — if  a  prettier  fimile  may  pleafe — 

Where  is  the  bed,  that  hath  not  fleas  ? 

Or — if  a  prettier  ftill — what  London-rug?, 

Have  not,  at  times,  been  viiited  by  bugs  ? 


I  2 


(  91  ) 


ODE         XV. 


Peter taketb  Leave — Difplayctb  wonderful  Learning— Seem' 
eth  forty  to  part  with  his  Readers — Adminijiereth  Crumbs, 
of  Comfort. 


M 


.Y  deftreft  readers  '.  'tis  with  grief  I  tell, 
That  now,  for  ever,  I  mud  bid  farewell  '. — 

Glad,  if  an  Ode  of  mine,  with  grins,  can  treat  ye  ; 

Valette  ! 
And  if  yon  like  the  Lyric  Peter's  oddity  ; 

PI  audit  e  I 
Rich,  as  a  Jew,  am  I,  in  Latin  lore — 
So.elaiuc  readers,  take  a  fentence  more  : 
Pulchrum  ejl,  dig/to  moftftrari,  et  dicier  "hie  ejl  .'" 

Says  Juvenal,  who  lov'd  a  bit  of  fame — 
In  Englifh — Ah  !    'tis  fweet,  amongft  the  thickeft, 

To  be  found  out,  and  pointed  at  by  name. 

To  hear  the  /brink iug  great  exclaim — "  TI:at's  Pete 
"  Who  makes  much  immortality  by  metre  ; 
"  Who,  nobly,  dares  indulge  the  tuneful  whim, 
M  And  cares  no  more  for  kings,  than  kings  for  him,'* 

Yet,  one  word  more,  before  we  part — 
Should  any  take  it,  grievoufly,  to  heart  ; 
Look  melancholy,  pale,  and  wan,  and  thin, 
Like  a  poor  pullet,  that  hath  eat'  a  pin  ; 
Put  on  a  poor,  defponding  face,  and  pine, 
Becaufe,  that  Peter,  the  divine, 
Refolves  to  give  up  painting  odes  ; 
By  all  the  rhyming  goddeffes  and  gods, 
I,  here,  upon  a  poet's  word  proteft, 
That,  if  it  is  the  world's  requeft, 

That  I,  again,  in  Lyric,  Fhould  appear — 
\,o  '.  rather  than  be  guilty  of  the  fin, 
Of  lofing  George  the  Third  one  fubjecVs  Jhin — 

My  Lyric  bagpipe  fhall  be  tun'd  next  year. 
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Troejlti  ebozrieto  kudos  orexai. 
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BOSWELL,  Bozzy,  Bruce,*  whate'er  thy  name, 
Thou  mighty  fhark  for  anecdote  and  fame  : 
Thou  jackall,  leading  lion  Johnfon  forth, 
To  eat  M'Pherfon  f  'midft  his  native  north  ; 
To  frighten  grave  profeffors,  with  his  roar, 
And  fliake  the  Hebrides,  from  fliore  to  more — 
All  hail  1 — at  length,  ambitious  Thane,  thy  rage, 
To  give  one  fpark  to  Fame's  befpangled  page, 
Is  amply  gratified—  a  thoufand  eyes, 
Survey  thy  book,  with  rapture  and  furprife  ! 
Loud,  of  thy  tour,  a  thoufand  tongues  have  fpoken, 
And  wonder'd — that  thy  bones  were  never  broken  ! 

Triumphant,  thou,  thro'  Time's  vaft  gulph,  fhalt  fail, 
The  pilot  of  our  literary  whale  ; 

*  Vide  Note,  page   \6.  \   TJje  tranjlator,   (but,  in, 

Pr.  John/offs  opinion,  the  author)  of  the  Poems  attributed  to 
Oifian. 
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Clofe  to  the  claftic  Rambler,  flialt  thon  cling—* 

Clofe,  as  a  fupple  courtier  to  a  king  ! 

Fate  fhall  not  fhake  thee  off,  with  all  its  pow'r, 

Stuck,  like  a  bat,  to  fume  old  ivy'd  tovv'r. 

Nay,  though  thy  Johqion  ne'er  had  blefs'd  thy  eyes, 

Padli's  deeds  had  rais'd  thee  to  the  fkies  ! 

Yes      'ns  broad  wing  had  rais'd  thee,  (no  bad  hack) 

A  tom-tit,  twitt'ring,  on  an  eagle's  back. 

Thou  curious  fcrap  monger,  flialt  live  in  fong, 
"When  deatn  hath  flill'd  the  rattle  of  thy  tongue  ; 
Ev'h  future  babes,  to  lifp  thy  name,  fhall  learn, 
And  Bozzy  join  with  Wood,  and  tommy  Hearn, 
Who  drove  the  fpiders  from  much  profe  and  rhyme, 
And  fnatch'd  old  ftories  from  the  jaws  of  Time. 

Sweet  is  thy  page,*  I  ween,  that  doth  recite, 
How,  thou  and  Johnfon,  aim  and  arm,  one  night, 
March'd  thro'  fair  Edinburgh's  pactolian  fliow'rs, 
While  Cloacina  bountifully  pcurs; 

Thofe  gracious  fhow'rs,  tfiat,  fraught  with  fragrance,  flow, 
And  gild,  like  gingerbread,  the  world  below. 
How  fweetly  grumbled,  too,  was  Sam's  remark — 
"  I  fmeil  you,  matter  Eozzy,  in  the  dark." 
Alas  '.  hifcorians  are  confounded  dull, 
A  dim  Bceotia  reigns  in  ev'ry  fkull  ; 
Mere  beafts  of  burden,  broken-winded,  flow, 
Heavy,  as  dromedaries,  on  they  go  ; 
Whilft  thou  a  Will-o'-wifp,,  art  here,  art  there, 
Wild,  darting  corufcations  ev'ry  where. 

What  taftelefs  mouth  can  gape,  what  eye  can  clofe, 
What  head  can  nod,  o'er  thy  enliv'ning  profe  ? 
To   other's  works,  the  works  of  thy  enditing, 
Are  downright  di'monds,  to  the  eyes  of  Whiting. 
Think  not  I  flatter  thee,  my  flippant  friend — 
For  well  I  know,  that  flatt'ry  would  offend  ; 
Yet,  honeft.  praife,  I'm  fure,  thou  wouldft  not  fhun, 
Born  with  a  ftomach  to  digeft  a  tun  ! 
Who  can  refufe  a  frnile,  that  reads  thy  page, 
Where  furly  Sam,  enflam'd  with  tory  rage, 
Naflau  be-fcoundrels,  and,  with  anger  big, 
Swears,  whigs  are  rogues,  and  ev'ry  rogue  a  10 hig  ? 
Who  will  not,  too,  thy  pen's  minutiae  blefs, 
That  gives  pofterity  the  rambler's  \  drefs  ? 

*  Fid.  p.  13.  f  p.  9> 
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Methinks  I  view  his  full,  plain  fuit  of  brown, 
The  large,  grey,  bufliy  wig,  that  grac'd  his  crowri  ; 
Black  worfted  itockings,  little  filver  buckles, 
And  ihirt  that  had  no  ruffles  for  his  knuckles. 
I  mark  the  brown  great-coat,  of  cloth,  he  wore, 
That  two  huge  Patagonian  pockets  bore, 
Which  Patagonians  (wond'rous  to  unfold  !) 
Would  fairly  both  his  dictionaries  hold. 
I  fee  the  Rambler,*  on  a  large  bay  mare, 
Juft  like  a  rentuar,  ev'ry  danger  dare; 
On  a  full  gallop,  dafh  the  yielding  wind  ; 
The  colt  and  Bozzy  icamp'ring  cloie  behind* 

Of  lady  Lochbuy,t  with  what  glee  we  read, 
Who  ofter'd  Sam,  for  breakfait,  cold  flieep's  head  ; 
Who  prelVd  and  worried  by  this  dame,  fo  civil, 
Wifli'd  the  fheep's  head,  and  woman's,  at  the  deviL 

I  fee  you  failing  both  in  Buchan's  }  pot — 
Now  ftorming  an  old  woman, §  and  her  cot, 
Who    terrify'd  at  each  tremendous  fhape, 
Deem'd  you  two  demons,  ready  for  a  rape. 
I  fee  all  marv'ling,  at  M'Leod's,  together, 
On  Sam's  remarks  ||  on  whey,  and  tanning  leather, 
At  Corrichatachin's^"  the  Lord  knows  how, 
I  fee  thee,  Bozzy,  drunk  as  David's  fow  ; 
And  begging,  with  rais'd  eyes,  and  lengthen'd  chin, 
Heav-n  not  to  damn  thee,  for  the  deadly  fin. 
I  fee,  too,  the  ftern  moralifi:  regale, 
And  pen  a  Latin  ode,  to  Mrs.  Thrale.** 
I  fee  without  a  night-cap  on  his  head, 
Rare  light  '.  bald  Sam,  in  the  pretender's  ff  bed. 
I  hear,  (what's  wonderful  1)  unfought  by  Itudying, 
His  clalhc  diflertation  upon  pudding. || 
Of  provoft  Jopp,j§  I  mark  the  marv'ling  face, 
Who  gave  the  Rambler's  freedom  with  a  grace* 
I  fee,  too,  trav'ling  from  the  ill e  of  Egg,jjjj 
The  humble  fervant  ^f  ^f  of  a  horfe's  leg  ; 
And  Snip,  the  tailor,  from  the  iile  of  Muck,f  * 
Who  ftitch'd,  in  Sky,  with  tolerable  luck. 

*  Vi4.  p.  376".  f  p.  425.       \  p.  104.  $  p.   143- 

I!  P-  *99-             If  p.  3r7-  **  P-  "7-  tt  P-  2*6. 

XX  p.  44°-          §§  p.  16".  || i|  p.  275.  ^\\  A   blackfmith* 

t*  P-  275- 
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I  Tee  the  horn  that  drunkards  mud  adore  ; 

The  horn,  the  mighty  horn,  of  Rorie  More  ;* 

And  bloody  fhields,  that  guarded  hearts  in  quarrels^ 

Now  guard,  from  rats,  the  milk  and  butter  barrels. 

Methinks,  the  Caledonian  dame  I  fee, 

Familiar,  fitting  on  the  Rambler's  knee, 

Charming,  with  kifies  fweet,  the  chuckling  fage  ; 

Melting,  with  fweeteft  lmiles,  the  froft  of  age  ;. 

Like  Sol,  who  darts,  at  times,  a  cheerful  ray, 

O'er  the  wan  vifaga  of  a  winter's  day. 

"  Do  it  again,  my  dear,"  (I  hear  Sam  cry) 

"  See,  who  firft  tires,  (my  charmer)  you,  or  I." 

I  fee  thee  fluffing,  with  a  hand  uncouth, 

An  old,  dry'd  whiting  in  thy  Johnfon's  mouth  ; 

And,  lo  !  I  fee,  with  all  his  might  and  main, 

Thy  Johnfon  fpit  the  whiting  out  again. 

Rare  anecdotes  !   'Tis  anecdotes  like  thefe, 

That  bring  thee  glory,  and  the  million  pleafe  '. 

On  thefe,  fhall  future  times,  delighted,  Hare, 

Thou  charming  haberdafher  of  fmall  ware  ! 

Stewart  and  Robertfon,  from  thee,  fhall  learn, 

The  fimple  charms  of  hifl'ry  to  difcern  : 

Tojtbee,  fair  hift'ry's  palm,  fliall  Livy  yield  ! 

And  Tacitus,  to  Bozzy,  leave  the  field  I 

Joe  Miller's  felf,  whole   page  fuch  fun  provokes. 

Shall  quit  his  fhroud,  to  grin  at  Bozzy's  jokes  I 

How  are  we  all  with  rapture  iouch'd,  to  fee, 

Where,  when,  and  at  what  hour,  you  fwallow'd  tea  • 

How,  once,  to  grace  this  Afiatic  treat, 

Came  haddocks,  which  the  Rambler  could  not  eat  I 

Pleas'd,  on  thy  book,  thy  fov'reign's  eye^balls  roll, 
Who  loves  a  goffip's  ftory,  from  his  foul ! 
Bleft  with  the  mem'ry  of  the  Perfian  king,f 
He,  ev'ry  body  knows,  and  ev'ry  thing  ; 
Who's  dead,  who's  married,  what  poor  girl  beguil'd, 
Hath  lojl  a  paramour,  and  found  a  child; 
Which  gard'ner  hath  moft  cabbages  and  peas, 
And  which  old  woman  hath  moft  hives  of  bees  ; 
Which  farmer  boaftsthe  moft  prolific  fovvs, 
Cocks,  hens,  geefe,  turkies,  goats,  fheep,  bull?,  and  cows; 
Which  barber,  beft,  the  ladies  locks  can  curl  ; 
Which,  houfein  Windfor,  fells  the  fineftpurl ; 

*  Vid.  p.  254,  f  Xerxes. 
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Which  chimney-fweep,  beft  beats  in  goldarray, 
His,  brufh,  and  fhovel,  on  the  firft  of  May  ; 
Whole  dancing  dogs  in  rigadoons,  excel  ; 
And  whole  the  puppet  fhow,  that  bears  the  bell ; 
Which  clever  fmith,  the  prettieft  man-trap  *  makes, 
To  fave,  from  thieves,  the  rcyal  ducks,  and  drakes  ; 
The  Guinea-hens,  and  peacocks,  with  their  eggs; 
And  catch  his  loving  fubjects  by  their  legs.  " 
Oh  ?  lince  the  Prince  of  Go  ftps  reads  thy  book, 
To  what  high  honours  may  not  Bozzy  look  ? 
The  fun-fhineof  his  fmile,  may  foon  be  thine — 
Perchance  in  converfe  thcu  may,ft  hear  him  mine, 
Perchance,  to  {lamp  thy  merit  through  the  nation, 
He  begs,  of  Johnfon's  life,  thy  dedication  : 
Afks  queftions  f  of  thee — O  thou  lucky  elf, 
And,  kindly,  anfwers  ev'ry  one  himfelf. 
Bleft  with  the  claffic  learning  \  of  a  college, 
Our  K — g  is  not  a  mifer,  in  his  knowledge  ! 
Nought,  in  the  ftore-hoyfe  of  his  brain,  turns  niufty  ; 
No  razor  wit,  for  want  of  ufe,  grows  rufty. 
Whate'er  his  head  fuggefts,  whate'er  he  knows, 
Free  as  election  beer  from  tubs  it  flows  ! 
Yet,  ah  ?  fuperior  far  !  it  boafts  the  merit, 
Of  never  fuddling   people,  with  the  fpirit  I 
Say,  Bozzy,  nvhen — to  blefs  our  anxious  fight — 
When  ihall  thy  volume  f  burft  the  gates  of  light  '. 

*  His  M y  hath  planted  a  number  ofthefe  trufly  guar- 
dians around  his  park,  at  Windfor,  for  the  benefit  of  the  pub- 
lic. 

f  Ju/l  after  Dr.  Johnfon  had  been  honoured  nvithan  inter- 
view  'with  a  certain  great  perfonage,  in  the  ^een's  library, 
at  Buckingham-houfe,he  'was  interrogated, by  a  friend,  con" 
cerning  his  reception,  and  his  opinion  of  the  r-y-l  intellect. — 

His  M. yfeemf  to  be  poffejed  of  much  good   nature,  and 

?nuch  curiojity,  (replied   the    Doctor  )  as  for  his  nous  it  is  far 

from  contemptible.— His  M y,  indeed,    <was   multifarious 

in  h is  queftions  ;  but  thank  God,  he  anfwered  them  all  him- 
felf. 

\   This  is   a  'very  extrordinary  circutnjlance — as  the   late 

P fs  D r  retained  three  parts  of  the  money  ordered  for 

the  education  of  her  childem,  The  effecl:  of  this  abfurd  conduct 
'was  fo  coufpicuous  in  her  daughter^'! — a,  that  the  letters,  re- 
ceived from  her,  daring  her  refidence  in  Denmark,  *were  abfo- 
folutely  unintelligible 

*  The  life  of  Dr,  Johnfon 
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Oli  !  cloth'd  in  calf,  ambitious  brat,  be  born '. 

Our  kitchens,  parlours,   libraries,  adorn  ! 

My  fancy's  keen,  anticipating  eye, 

A  thoufand  charming  anecdotes  can  fpy  : 

I  read,  I  read  of  G— ge  the  learn'd  f  d ii play, 

On  Louth's  and  Wat-burton's  immortal  fray — 

Of  G — ge,  whofe  brain,  if  right  the  mark  I  hit, 

Forms  one  huge  Cyclopaedia  of  wit : 

That  holds  the  wifdom  of  a  thoufand  ages, 

And  frightens  all  his — workmen,  and,  his  pages 

O  Bozzy  !   ftiil  thy  tell-tale  plan  purfue  : 

The  world  is  wond'rous  fond  of  fomething  new  I 

And,  let  but  Scandal's  breath  embalm  the  page, 

It  lives,  a  welcome  gueft,  from  age  to  age. 

Not  only  fay,  who  breathes  an  arrant  knave, 

But,  who  hathfneak'd,  a  rafcal,  to  his  grave  : 

Make,  o'er  his  turf,  (in  Virtue's  caufe)  a  rout, 

And,  like  a  damn'd  good  Chriflian,  pull  him  out. 

Without  a  fear,  on  families  harangue  ; 

Say,  who  fhall  lofe  their  ears,  and  who  (hall  hang  ; 

Publifh  the  demireps,  and  punks — nay,  more, 

Declare,  what  virtuous  wife  will  be  a  wh-re. 

Thy  brilliant  brain,  conjecture  can  fupply, 

To  charm,  through  ev'ry  leaf,  the  eager  eye. 

The  bluefiocking  i  fociety  defcribe, 

And  give  thy  comment  on  each  joke,  and  gibe  : 

Tell,  what  the  women  are,  their  wit  their  quality, 

And  dip  them  in  thy  ftreams  of  immortality  .' 

Let  Lord   M'Donald  threat,  thy  breech  to  kick,  § 
And,  o'er  thy  fhrinking  moulders,  make  his  ltick; — 
Treat,  with  contempt,  the  menace  of  this  lord — 
Tis   hift'ry's  province  Bozzy,  to  record. 
Though  Wilkes  abufe  thy  brain,  that  airy  mill. 

f  His  M y's  commentary  on  that  quarrel,  in  which  the 

Blihop  and  the  Doctor  pelted  one  the  other  with  dirt,  fo  grace- 
fully, 'will  be  a  treafure  to  the  levers  of  literature  '.  Mr.  B. 
hath  as  good  as proniifed  it  to  the  public,  and  we  hope,  means 
to  keep  his  word, 

\  A  club,  mojlly  compofed  of  learned  ladies,  to  which  Mr.  B. 
was  admitted. 

§  A  letter  of  fevere  remonjlrance  was  feat  to  Mr.  B.  who, 
in  co?ifeque7ice,  omitted,  in  thefecond  edition  of  his  Journal, 
what  isfo  generally  plcafirig  to  the  public,  w'jfc,  the  fcandalom 
palTages  relative  to  this  nobleman. 


(    91    ) 

And  fwear,  poor  Johnfon  murder' d  by  thy  quill  ;-*• 

What's  that  to  thee  ?•—  Why  let  the  victim  bleed-— 

Thy  end  is  anfwer'd,  it*  the  nation  read. 

The  riddling  knight,  *  and  tuneful  Mrs  Thrale, 

Who,  frequent,  hobb'd  or  nobb\l  with  Sam  in  ale, 

Snatch'd  up  the  pen  (as  thirlt  of  fame  ini'pires) 

To  write  his  jokes  andjlories,  by  their  rires : 

Then,  why  not  thou  each  joke  and  tale  enroll, 

Who,  like  a  whatchful  eat  before  a  hole, 

Full  twenty  years  (inflam'd  with  letter'd  pride) 

Did'ft  moufing  lit,  before  Sam's  mouth  fo  wide, 

To  catch  as  many  fcraps,  as  thou  wert  able —    • 

A  very  Laz'rus,  at  the  rich  man's  table  ! 

What  though  againft  thee  porters  f  bounce  the  door, 

And  bid  thee  hunt  for  fecrets,  there  no  more, 

With  pen  and  ink  fo  ready  at  thy  coat, 

Excifeman-like,  each  fyllable  to  note, 

That  giv'n  to  printers'-devils,  a  precious  load  !) 

On  wings  of  print,  comes  dying  all  abroad  ? 

Watch,  then,  the  venal  valets — fmack  the  maids, 

And  try,  with  gold,  to  make  them  rogues  und  jades  : 

Yet,  fhould  their  honefty  thy  bribes,  relent, 

Fly  to  thy  fertile  genius  and  invent  : 

Like  old  Voltaire,  who  plac'd  his  greater!  glory, 

In  cooking  up  an  entertaining  frory  ; 

Who  langh'd  at  truth,  whene'er  her  iimple  tongue, 

Would  snatch  amuie  merit  from  a  taie  or  fong, 

Oh  !   whilfl,  amid  the  anecdotic  mine, 
Thou  lab'reft  hard,  to  bid  thy  Hero  lhine, 
Run  to  Bolt-court, {  exert  thy  Curl  like  §  fou!, 
And  fifli,  for  golden  leaves,  from  hole  to  hole  ; 
Find  when  he  eat  and  drank,  and  cough'd,  and  fneez'd— 
Let  all  his  motions  in  thy  book  be  fqueez'd  : 

Vol.  I.  K 

*  Sir  John  Hawkins,  <wko  (as  well  as  Mrs  Thrale,  now 
Madam  Piozzi)  threatens  us  with  the  life  of  the  late  lexico- 
grapher, 

f  This  is  literally  true — Nobody  is  at  home.  Our  great 
people  want  the  tajle  to  relijh  Mr.  Bojwcll's  -vehicles  to  im- 
mortality.    Plough  in  London,  poor  Bozxy  is  in  a  delert, 

%  In  Fleet-flreet,  where  the  Dcfiur  lived  and  died. 

§  Curl,  the  bookfeller,  frequently  bribed  people  to  hunt  the 
temples  of  Cloadna^  for  Pope's  and  Sivi/t's  ieltei  f. 


(    ps    ) 

On  tales,  however,  ftrange,  impofe  thy  claw  : 
Yes,  let  thy  amber  lick  up  ev'ry  ft  raw  : 
Sam's  nods,  and  winks,  and  laughs,  will  form  a  treat  ; 
For  all  that  breathes  of  Johnfon,  mujt  be  great  \ 

Bleft  be  thy  labours,  mod  advent 'rous  Pozzy, 

Bold  rival  of  Sir  John,  and  Dame  Piozzi  1 

Heav'ns  !   with  what  laurels  fliall  thy  head  be  crown'd  ) 

A  grove  aforefl,  fliall  thy  ears  furround  ! 

Yes  1  whilft  the  Rambler  fhall  a  Comet  blaze, 

And  gild  a  world  ofdarkneis  with  his  rays! 

Thee,  too  that  world,  with   wonderment,  fliall  hail, 

A  lively,  bouncing  cracker  at  bis  tail  I 


POSTSCRIPT. 


AS  Mr,  BofiveU's  Journal  has  afforded  fuch  univerfal  plea- 
fure,  by  the  relation  of  minute  incidents,  and  the  great  Mo- 
raliit's  opinion  of  men  and  things,  during  his  northern  tour  ;  it 
\viil  be  adding  greatly  to  the  anecdotic al  treafury,  as  well  as 
making  Mr.  B.  happy,  to  communicate  part  of  a  dialogue, 
that  took  place  between  Doctor  Johnfon  and  the  author  of 
tins  congratulatory  epiftle,  a  few  months  before  the  Doctor 
paid  the  great  debt  of  nature. — The  Doctor  was  very  cheerful, 
that  day  ;  had  on,  a  black  coat  and  waiftcoat,  a  black  plufli 
pair  of  breeches,  and  black  worded  {lockings,  a  handfome  grey 
wig,  a  (hire,  a  muflin  neck-cloth,  a  black  pair  of  buttons  in 
his  fhirt  fleeves,  a  pair  of  flioes, ornamented  with  the  very  iden- 
tical little  buckles,  that  accompanied  the  Philosopher  to 
the  Hebrides  ;  his  nails  were  very  neatly  paired,  and  his  beard 
frefli  fiiaved,  with  a  razor  fabricated  by  the  ingenious  Mr. 
Savigny. 

P.  P.  "  Pray,  Doctor,  what  is  your  opinion  of  Mr.  Bof. 
well's  literary  powers?" 

Johv/off.  "  Sir,  my  opinion  is,  that,  whenever  Bozzy  ex- 
pires, he  will  create  no  vacuum  in  the  region  of  literature — 
he  feems  ftrongly  affected  by  the  cacoethes  feribendi ;  wifhes 
to  be  thought  a  vara  avis  ;  and,  in  truth,  fo  he  is — your 
J-nowledge  in  ornithology,  Sir,  will  eafily  difeover,  to  what 
fpecies  of  bird  I  allude."  [Here  the  Lo6lorJhook  his  head,  and 
bed.] 


(     99     ) 
P.  P.  **  What  think  you,  Sir,  of  his  account  of  Corfica  ? — 
of  his  character  of  Paoli  ?" 

Johnfon.  "  Sir,  he  hath  made  a  mountain  of  a  wart.  But, 
Paoli  has  virtues.  The  account  is  a  farrago  of  difgulting  ego- 
tiim,  and  pompous  inanity. 

P.  P.  "  I  have  heard  it  whifpered,  Doctor,  that  fliould 
you  die  before  him,  Mr.  B.  means  to  write  your  life." 

John/on.  "  Sir,  he  cannot  mean  me  io  irreparable  an  injury. 
— Which  of  us  fhall  die  nrft,  is  only  known  to  the  Great  Dii- 
pofer  of  events  :  but,  were  I  fure,  that  James  Bofwell  would 
write  my  life,  I  do  not  know,  whether  I  would  not  anticipate 
the  meafure,  by  taking  his."  [Here  he  ?nade  three  or  four 
Jlrides  acrojs  the  room,  and  returned  to  his  chair,  with  violent 
emotion.] 

P.  P.  "  I  am  afraid,  that  he  means  to  do  you  the  fa" 
vour," 

John/on.  "  He  dares  not — he  would  make  a  fcarecrow  of 
me.  I  give  him  liberty  to  fire  his  blunderbufs  in  his  own 
face,  but  not  to  murder  me.  Sir,  I  heed  not  his  antes  epha 
— Bo/well  write  my  life  1 — Why,  the  fellow  poffeu'es  not  abi- 
lities, for  writing  the  life  of  an  ephemerou  .'" 


B  O  Z  Z  Y  and  P I  O  Z  Z  I  ; 

OR,    THE 

BRITISH  BIOGRAPHERS. 

A 

TOWN    ECLOGUE. 


Arcades  arnbo, 

Et  cantare pares,  et  refpondere  parati  P  Virg< 


a 


The  ARGUMENT. 


N"  the  death  of  Doctor  Johnfon,  a  number  of  people  am- 
bitious of  being  dijlinguifljedfrom  the  mute  part  of  their  fpe- 
cies,fet  about  relating  and  printing  Jloties  and  bon  mots,  of 
this  celebrated  moralifl* — Among  jt  the  m'.ft  zealous,  though 
7iot  the  mojl  enlightened,  appeared  Mr.  Bofwell  and  Madam 
Piozzi,  the  Hero  and  Heroine  of  our  Eclogues.  They  are  fup- 
pofed  to  have  in  contemplation  the  Life  of  Johnfon  ;  and  to 
prove  their  biographical  abilities,  appeal  to  Sir  John  Haw- 
kins,ybr  his  decijion  on  their  refpecJive  merits,  by  quotations 
from  their  printed  anecdotes  of  the  Doclor.  Sir  John  hears 
them,  with  uncommon  patience  ;  and  determines,  very  pro- 
perly, on  the  pretenfons  of  the  contending  parties. 


w, 


HEN  Johnfon  fought  (as  Shakefpeare  fays)  that  bourn, 
From  whence,  alas !  no  travelleis  return  : 
In  humbler  Englifh,  when  the  doctor  died, 
Apollo  whimper'd,  and  the  Mufes  cried  ; 
Parnaffus  mop'd  for  days,  in  bus'nefs  flack, 
And  like  a  herfe,  the  hill  was  hung  with  black. 
Minerva,  fighing  for  her  fav'rite  fon, 
Pronounc'd,with  lengthen'd  face  the  world  undone  : 
Her  owl  too,  hooted,  in  fo  loud  a  ftyle, 
That  people  might  have  heard  the  bird,  a  mile  : 


(     "»     ) 

Jove  wip'd  his  eyes,  fo  red,  and  told  his  wife, 

He,  ne'er  made  Johfon's  equal,  in  his  life  ; 

And,  that  'twould  be  a  long  time  firft,  if  ever, 

H15  art  could  form  a  fellow,  half  fo  clever : 

Venus,  of  all  the  little  Loves  the  Dam, 

With  all  the  Graces,  fobb'd  for  brother  Sam  : 

Such  were  the  heav'nly  howlings  for  his  death, 

As  if  dame  Nature  had  relign'd  her  breath. 

Nor  lefs  fonorous  was  the  grief,  I  ween, 

Amidft  the  natives  of  our  earthly  fcene: 

From  beggars,  to  the  Great,  who  hold  the  helm, 

One  Johns'na-mania  rag'd  thro'  all  the  realm  '. 

Who,  (cried  the  world)  can  match  his  profe  or  rhyme  ? 

O'er  wits,  of  modern  days,  he  tow'rs,  fublime! 

An  oak,  wide-fpreading,  o'er  the  fhrubs  below, 

That  round  his  roots,  with  puny  foliage,  blow : 

A  pyramid,  amidft  fome  barren  wafte, 

That  frowns  o'er  huts,  the  fport  of  ev'ry  blaft  : 

A  mighty  Atlas,  whofe  afpiring  head, 

O'er  diftant  regions,  calls  an  awful  made. 

£>y  kings,  and  vagabonds,  his  tales  are  told, 

And  ev'ry  fentence  glows,  a  grain  of  gold  1 

Bleft  :  who  his  philofophic  phiz  can  take, 

Catch  ev'n  his  weaknefles — his  noddle's  make, 

The  lengthen'd  lip  of  fcorn,  the  forehead's  fcowl, 

The  low'ring  eye's  contempt,  and  bear-like  growl  ! 

In  vain  the  critics  vent  their  toothlefs  rage  1 

Mere  fprats,  that  venture  war  with  whales  to  wage  \ 

Unmov'd  he  ftands,  and  feels  their  force,  no  more, 

Than  fome  huge  rock,  amidft  the  wat'ry  roar, 

That,  calmly,  bears  the  tumults  of  the  deep, 

And  howling  tempefts,  that  as  well  might  fleep. 

Strong,  'raidftthe  Rambler's  cronies,  was  the  rage 

To  fill,  with  Sam's  bon  mots  and  tales,  the  page  : 

Mere  flies,  that  buzz'd  around  his  letting  ray, 

And  bore  a  fplendor,  on  their  wings,  away. 

Thus,  round  his  orb,  the  pigmy  planets  run, 

And  catch  their  little  luftre  from  the  Sun, 

At  length,  ruuYcl  forth,  two  candidates  for  fame, 
A  Scotchman,  one  ;  and  one,  a  London  Dame  : 
That,  by  th'  emphatic  Jchnfon,  chriften'd  Bozzy  ; 
Ibis,  by  the  Eiihop's  licence,  Dame  fiozzi  ; 


(       *C2       ) 

Whofe  widow'd  name,  by  topers  Iov'd,  was  Thrule. 

Bright  in  the  annals  of  eieclion  ale  : 

A  name,  by  marriage,  that  gave  up  the  ghoft  ! 

In  poor  Pcdocchio* — no  !   Piozzi,  loll  ! 

Each  feiz'd,  with  ardour  wild,  the  grey  goofe  quill  : 

Each  fat  to  work  the  intellectual  mill, 

That  pecks  of  bran,  fo  coarfe  began  to  pour, 

To  one  final!  folitary  grain  of  flour. 

Forth  rufh'd,  to  light,  their  books — but  ivbo  fhould  fay. 
Wuicb  bore  the  palm  of  anecdote  away  ? 
This,  to  decide,  the  rival  wits  agreed, 
Before  Sir  John,  their  tales  and  jokes,  to  read, 
And  let  the  Knight's  opinion,  in  the  ftrife, 
.Declare  the  prop'reft  pen,  to  write  Sam's  life. 
Sir  John,  renown'd  for  mufical  f  palavers — 
The  Prince,  the  King,  the  Emperor  of  Quavers ! 
Sharp,  in  folfeggi,  as  the  fharpeft  needle  ; 
Great  in  the  noble  art  of  tweedle  tweedle. 
Of  Murk's  College,  form'd  to  be  a  Fellow, 
Fit  for  Mus.  D.  or  Maeflro  di  Capella  ; 
Whofe  volume,  tho'  it  here  and  there  offends, 
Boafts  German  merit — makes,  by  bulk,  amends. 
Superior,  frowning  o'er  octavo  wits, 
High  plac'd,  the  venerable  quarto  fits  \ 
And  duodecimos — ignoble  fcum  \ 
Poor  proftitutes  to  ev'ry  vulgar  thumb  ! 
Whilft  undefil'd,  by  literary  rage, 
He  bears  afpotlefs  leaf,  from  age  to  age. 

Like  fchool-boys,  lo  !  before  a  two  arm'd  chair, 
That  held  the  Knight,  wife  judging,  flood  I  he  pair  ; 
Or,  like  two  ponies,  on  the  fporting  ground, 
Prepar'd  to  gallop,  when  the  drum  fhould  found  ; 
The  couple  rang'd — for  vicVry,  both  as  keen, 
As,  for  a  tott'ring  bilhoprick,  a  dean  ; 
Or  patriot  Burke,  for  giving  glorious  baflings, 
To  that  intolerable  fellow,  Halting. 
Thus,  with  their  fongs,  contended  Virgil's  fwains, 
And  made  the  valiies  vocal,  with  their  (trains, 

*  The  author  was  near  committing  a  blunder — Fortu- 
nate, indeed  tuas  his  recollection  ;  as  Pedocchio  fignifies,  in 
the  Italian  language,  that  ?noJi  contemptible  of  all  animals,  a 
loufe. 

f  Fid,  his  hifiory  oftmific. 


(     io3     ) 

Before  fome  grey-beard  (wain,  whofe  judgment,  ripe, 
Gave  goats,  for  prizes,  to  the  pretticft  pipe. 

"  Alternately,  in  anecdotes,  go  on  ; 
"  But,  firft,  begin  you,  Madam,"  cried  Sir  John. 
The  thankful  Dame,  low  curtfied  to  the  chair, 
And  thus,  for  vicl'ry  panting,  read  the  Fair. — 

Madame  Pjozzi.f 

Sam  Johnfon  was,  of  Michael  Johnfon,  born, 
Whofe  fliop  of  books  did  Litchceld  town  adorn  : 
Wrong-headed,  ftubborn,  as  a  haltcr'd  ram  ; 
In  ihort,  the  model  of  our  hero,  Sam. 
Inclin'd  to  madnels,  too — for  when  his  (hop 
Fell  down,  for  want  of  cafh  to  buy  a  prop  ; 
For  fear  the  thieves  might  Ileal  the  niamjb'd.  ftore, 
He  duly  went,  each  night  and  lock'd  the  door. 

Bozzy.* 

Whilft  Johnfon  was  in  Edinburgh,  my  wife, 
To  pleafe  his  palate,  ftudied  for  her  life  : 
With  ev'ry  rarity,  ihe  nll'd  her  houfe, 
And  gave  the  Doctor,  for  his  dinner  grcufe. 

Madame  Piozzi.f 

Dear  Doctor  Johnfon  was,  in  fize,  an  ox  ; 
And,  from  his  uncle  Andrew,  learn'd  to  box  : 
A  man,  to  wreftlers,  and  to  bruifers,  dear, 
Who  kept  the  ring,  in  Smithfield,  a  whole  year. 

Bozzy.J 

At  fupper  rofe  a  dialogue  on  witches, 
When  Crofbie  faid  there  could  not  be  fuch  b— tch-s  ; 
And  that  'twas  blafphemy,  to  think  fuch  hags, 
Could  ftirup  ftorms,  and,  on  their  broomftick-nags, 
Gallop  along  the  air,  with  wond'rous  pace, 
And  boldly  fly,  in  God  Almighty  'sface.  , 

But  Johnfon  aniwer'd  him,  "  there  wight  be  witches, 
"Nought  prov'd  the  non-exillence  of  the  b— tch-s.'' 

Madame  Piozzi.§ 

When  Thrale,  as  nimble  as  a  boy  at  fchool, 
Jump'd,  tho'  fatigu'd  with  hunting,  o'er  a  ftool ; 

f  Vid.  PioKZ-Vs  Anecdotes,  page  3. 

*  i&HSay'j  tour,  page  38.         f  Fiozzi's  Anecdote 's,  page  5. 
X  Puge  39'  S  Page  J. 


(    xo4    ) 

The  Doctor,  proud  the  fame  grand  feat  to  do, 
His  pow'rs  exerted,  and  jump'd  over  too. 
And  tho'  he  might  a  broken  back,  bewail, 
He  fcorn'd  to  be  eclips'd  by  Mr.  Thrale. 

Bozzy.* 

At  Ulinifh,  our  friend,  to  pafs  the  time, 
Regal'd  us  with  his  knowledges  fublime  : 
Show'd,  that  all  forts  of  learning  fill'd  his  nob, 
And  that  in  butch'ry  he  could  bear  a  Bob. 
Hefagely  told  us  of  the  difPrent  feat, 
Employ'd,  to  kill  the  animals  we  eat. 
An  ox,  fays  he,  in  country  and  in  town, 
Is,  by  the  butchers,  conitantly  knock'd  down  : 
As  for  that  lefler  animal,  a  calf, 
The  knock  is  really,  not  fo  ftrong  by  half. 
The  beaft  is  only  ftunn'd  :  but,  as  for  goats, 
And  fheep,  and  lambs  ;  the  butchers  cut  their  throats. 
Thofe  fellows  only  want  to  keep  them  quiet, 
Not  choofing  that  the  brutes  fhall  breed  a  riot. 

Madam  Piozzi.f 

When  Johnfon  was  a  child,  and  fwallow'd  pap, 
'Twas  in  his  mother's  old  maid  Cath'rine's  lap  : 
There,  whillt  he  fat,  he  took  in  won'drous  learning ; 
For  much  his  bowels  were,  for  knowledge  yearning 
There,  heard  the  ftory,  which  we  Britons  brag  on — 
The  ftory  of  St.  George,  and  eke  the  dragon. 

Bozzy.  \ 

When  Foote,  his  leg,  by  fome  misfortune, broke, 

Says  I,  to  Johnfon,  all  by  way  of  joke, 

"  Sam,  Sir,  in  Paragraph,  will  foon,  be  clever, 

"  And  take  off  Peter,  better  now,  than  ever." 

On  which,  fays  Johnfon,  without  hefitation, 

George  §  will  rejoice  at  Footed  dep  edit  at  ion. 

On  wnich,  fays  I — a  penetrating  elf— 

"  Doctor,  I'm  fure,  you  coin'd  that  word  yourfelf," 

On  which,  he  laug'd,  and  faid,     I  had  divhvdit ; 

For  bona  fide,  he  had  really  coin'd  it. 

*  Page  300.  t  page  15.  J  page  141. 

§  The  late  Alderman  George  Faulkner,  printer  at  Dub~ 
lin,  taken  off  by  Foote,  undtr  the  character,  of  Peter  Para-r 
graph. 


(     *oS    ) 
Arid  yet,  of  all  the  words  I've  coin'd,  fays  he, 
My  diclionaiy,  Sir,  contains  but  three. 

Madam  Piozzi. 

The  Doctor  faid,  in  literary  matters, 
A  Frenchman  goes  not  deep — he  only  fmatters  : 
Then  afk'd,  what  could  be  hop'd  for  from  the  dogs- 
Fellows,  that  liv'd,  eternally,  on  frogs? 

Bozzy.* 

In  grave  proceffion,  to  St.  Lennard's  college, 
Well  fluff 'd  with  ev'ry  fort  of  ufeful  knowledge, 
We  ftately  walk'd,  as  foon  as  fupper  ended  : 
The  landlord  and  the  waiter  both  attended. 
The  landlord  fkiil'd  a  piece  of  greafe  to  handle, 
Before  us,  march'd,  and  held  a  tallow  candle  ; 
A  lantern,  (fome  fam'd  Scotfman  its  creator) 
With  equal  grace,  was  carried  by  the  waiter. 
Next  morning,  from  our  beds,  we  took  a  leap, 
And  found  ourfelves  much  better  for  our  deep. 

Madame  Piozzi.f 

In  Lincolnfhire,  a  lady  ihow'd  our  friend, 
A  grotto,  that  fhe  wifh'd.  him  to  commend  : 
Quoth  flie,  "  How  cool,  in  fummer,  this  abode  I" 
"  Yes,  madam,  (anfwer'd  Johnfon)  for  a  toad." 

Bozzy.J 
Between  old  Scalpa's  rugged  ifle,  andRafay's, 
The  wind  was  vaMy  boiftrous  in  our  faces  : 
'Twas  glorious,  Johnfon's  figure  to  fet  fight  on — 
High,  in  the  boat,  he  look'd  a  noble  Triton  I 
But  lo  !  to  damp  our  pleafure,  fate  concurs  ; 
For  Jo.  the  blockhead,  loft  his  matter's  fpurs. 
This,  for  the  Rambler's  temper,  was  a  rubber, 
Who  wonder 'd  Jofeph  could  be  fuch  a  lubber. 

Madame  Piozzi.§ 

I  afk'd,  if  he  knocked  Tom  Ofborne  down  ?|| 
As  fuch  a  tale  was  current  through  the  town- 
Says  I,  "  Do  tell  me,  Do&or,  what  befell." 
*'  Why  deareft  lady,  there  is  nought  to  tell  ; 
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(     io6     ) 

t  ponder'd  on  the  prop'reft  mode,  to  treat  him— 
The  dog  was  impudent,  and  fo  I  beat  him  ! 
Tom,  like  a  fool,  proclaimed  his  fancied  wrongs  ; 
Others,  that  I  belabour 'd,  held  their  tongues." 

Did  any  one,  that  he  was  happy,  cry — 
Johnfon  would  tell  him,  plumply,  'twas  a  lie  : 
A  lad/  \  told  him,  fhe  was  really  fo  : 
On  which,  he  fternly  anfwer'd,  "  Madam  no  ! 
"  Sickly  you  are,  and  ugly — foolifh,  poor, 
"  And,  therefore,  can't  be  happy,  I  am  fure. 
"  'Twould  make  a  fellow  hang  hirnfelf,  whofe  ear 
"  Were,  from  fuch  creatures,  forc'dfuch  ftuffto  hear. 

Bozzt.§ 

Lo  !  when  we  landed  on  the  Ifle  of  Mull, 
The  megrims  got  into  the  Ducior's  fkull. 
With  fuch  bad  humours,  he  began  to  fill, 
I  thought,  he  would  not  go  to  Icolmkill — 
But  lo  !   thofe  megrims,  (wonderful  to  utter  '.) 
Were  banifh'd  all,  by  tea,  and  bread  and  butter. 

Madame  Piozzi.|| 

The  Doctor  had  a  Cat,  and  chriften'd  Hodge, 
That,  at  his  houfe  in  Fleet-ftreet,  us'd  to  lodge — 
This  Hodge  grew  old,  and  fick,  and  us'd  to  wifh, 
That  all  his  dinners  were  compos'd  of  fifh. 
To  pleafe  poor  Hodge,  the  Doctor,  all  fo  kind, 
Went  out  and  bought  him  oyflers,  to  his  mind. 
This  ev'ry  day  he  did — nor  aik'd  black  Frank,^" 
Who  deem'd  hirnfelf  of  much  too  high  a  rank, 
With  \v\~2xfjhfags  to  be  forc'd  to  chat, 
And  purchafe  oyfters,  for  a  mangy  cat, 

Sir  John. 

For  God's  fake  flay  each  anecdotic  fcrap, 
Let  me  draw  breath,  and  take  a  trifling  nap  : 
With  one  half  hour's  refrefhing  number,  bleftj 
And  heav'n's  affiftance,  I  may  hear  the  reft* 

A/ide.]  What  have  I  done,  inform  me  gracious  Lord, 
That,  thus,  my  ears,  with  nonfenfe,  fliould  be  bor'd  $ 
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C     ic7     )' 

Oh  !   if  I  do  not,  in  the  trial,  die, 

The  dev'l,  and  all  his  brimftone,  I  defy  ; 

No  punifhment,  in  other  worlds,  I  fear  : 

My  crimes  will  all  be  expiated  here. 

Ah  !   ten  times  happier  was  my  lot,  of  yore, 

When  rais'd  to  confequence,  that  all  adore, 

I  fat,  each  feflion,  king  like,  in  the  chair  \ 

Aw'd  ev'ry  rank,  and  made  the  million  flare  ; 

Lord  Paramount,  o'er  ev'ry  juftice,  riding  : 

In  caufes,  with  a  Turkifh  fway,  deciding  \ 

Yes  !  like  a  noble  bafhaw,  of  three  tails, 

I  fpread  a  fear  and  trembling  through  the  jails  ! 

Bleft,  have  I  brow-beaten  each  thief,  and  ftrumpet, 

And  blafted  on  them,  like  the  laft  day's  trumpet, 

I  know  no  paltry  weaknefs  of  the  foul — 

No  fniv'ling  pity  dares  my  deeds  controul— 

Afham'd,  the  weaknefs  of  my  king,  I  hear, 

Who  childim,  drops,  on  ev'ry  death,*  a  tear. 

Return,!  return  again,  thou  glorious  hour  ! 

That,  to  my  grafp,  once  gav'ft  my  idol,  pow'r  ! 

When,  at  my  feet,  the  humble  knaves  would  fall— — 

The  thund'ring  Jupiter  of  Hicks's  hall. 

The  knight,  thus  nnifhing  his  fpeech,  fo  fair, 
Sleep  pull'd  him  gently  backwards,  in  his  chair  : 
Op'd  wide  the  mouth,  that  oft  on  jail-birds  fwore  ; 
Then  rais'd  his  nafal  organ  to  a  roar, 
That  actually  furpafs'd,  in  tone  and  grace, 
The  grumbled  ditties  of  his  fav'rite  bafs.  % 


N. 


C  L  O  G  U 

PART     II. 


OW,  from  his  fleep,  the  Knight,  affrighted,  fprung, 
Whilft  on  his  ear  the  words  of  Johnfon  rung  : 
For  lo'.  in  dreams,  the  furly  Rambler  rofe, 
And,  wildly  flaring,  feem'd  a  man  of  woes, 

*  Such  is  the  report  concerning  his  Majefty,  ivhen  hejigns 
the  warrants  for  execution. — How  unlike  the  great  Frederic 
of  PruJJia,  who  delights  in  changing  ! 

f  Sir  John  wi/Jjes  in  'vain. — His  hours  of  infolence  returns 
7io  more. 

\   The  violoncello,  on  which  the  knight  is  a  performer. 


(     io8     ) 

Wake,  Hawkins  (grow  I'd  the  Doctor,  with  a  frown) 
And  knock  that  fellow,  and  that  woman  down — 
Bid  them,  with  Johnfon's  life,  proceed  no  further — 
Enough,  already,  they  have  dealt  in  murther — 
Say,  to  their  tales,  that  little  truth  belongs — 
If  fame  they  mean  me — bid  them  hold  their  tongues. 

In  vain,  at  glory,  gudgeon  Bofwell  fnaps — 
His  mind,  a  paper-kite — compos'd  of  (craps  : 
Tuft  o'er  the  tops  of  chimneys,  form'd  to  fly  : 
Not  with  a  wing  lublime,  to  mount  the  fky. 
Say  to  the  dog,  his  head's  a  downright  drum, 
Unequal  to  the  hift'ry  of  Tom  Thumb  : 
Nay — tell,  of  anecdote,  that  thirfty  leech, 
He  is  not  equal  to  a  Tyburn  fpeech.* 
For  that  Piozzi's  wife,  let  me  exhort  her, 
To  draw  her  immortality  from  porter  : 
Give  up  her  anecdotical  inditing, 
And  ftudy  houfewifery,  inftead  of  writing  : 
Bid  her,  a  poor  biography  fufpend  ; 
Nor  crucify,  through  vanity,  a  friend. 
I  know  no  bus'nefs,  women  have  with  learning  : 
I  fcorn,  I  hate,  the  moie-ey'd,  half-diicerning  : 
Their  wit,  but  ferves  a  hufband's  heart  to  rack  ! 
And  make  eternal  horle-whips  for  his  back. 

Tell  Peter  Pindar,  fhould  you  chance  to  meet  him, 
I  like  bit  genius — fhould  be  glad  to  greet  him — 
Vet  let  him  know,  crown'd  heads  are  facred  tkings, 
And  bid  him  rev'rence  more  the  beft  of  kings  ;| 

*  Compofedfor  the  unfortunate  brave  of  Newgate,  by  differ- 
ent h  if  tori  arts. 

\  This  is  a  ftrange,  and  almofl  mcvediblefpeech,  from  John- 
fon'j  mouth  ;  as,  not  many  years  ago,  when  the  age  of  a  cer- 
tain great  perfonage  became  the  fubjeft  of  debate,  the  Doclor 
broke  in  upon  the  converfation,  with  the  following  que/Hon, 
"  Of  what  importance,  to  the prefent  company,  is  his  age  ? — 
Of  what  importance,  would  it  have  been  to  the  world,  if  he 
had  never  exifled  .i"'  If  we  may  judge,  likewife,fi  out  the  fol- 
lowing  fpeech,  he  deemed  the  prefent  pofleflor  of  a  certain 
throne,  as  much  a  ufurper,as  King  William,  whom,  according 
to  Mr.  BofnvelVs  account,  he  beicoundrels.  The  jlory  is  this 
. — an  acquaintance  o/'Johnfon,  ajkedhim,  if  he  could  not  fing< 
He  replied,  "  I  know  of  but  one  Jong,  and\\\z\  is,  "  The  King 
/ball  enjoy  his  own  again.'" 


(     lop     ) 
Still,  on  his  Pegafus,  continue  jogging, 
And  give  that  Bofwell's  back  another  flogging. 

Such  was  the  dream,  that  wak'd  the  fleepy  Knight 
And  op'd  again  his  eyes  upon  the  light — 
Who  mindlefs  of  old  Johnfon,  and  his  frown, 
And  ftern  commands,  to  knock  the  couple  down, 
Refolv'd  to  keep  the  peace — and  in  a  tone, 
Not  much  unlike  a  maftiff,  o'er  a  bone, 
He  grumbled,  that  enabled  by  the  nap, 
He  now  could  meet  more  biographic  fcraps  : 
Then,  nodding,  with  a  magijtratic  air, 
To  further  anecdote  he  calpd  the  fair, 

Madame  Piozzi.f 

Dear  Doctor  Johnfon  lov'd  a  leg  of  pork  ; 
x\nd  hearty  on  it,  would  his  grinders  work  : 
He  lik'd  to  eat  it  fo  much  over-done, 
That  one  might  make  the  flefh  from  off  the  bone. 
A  Veal  pie,  too,  with  fugar  cramm'd,  and  plums, 
Was  wond'rous  grateful  to  the  Doctor's  gums. 
Though  us'd,  from  morn  to  night,  on  fruit  to  fluff, 
He  vow'd,  his  belly  never  had  enough. 

Bozzy,* 

One  Thurfday  morn,  did  Doctor  Johnfon    wake, 
And  call  out,  "  Lanky  !  Lanky  1"  by  miftake  ; 
But,  recollecting — "  Bozzy  !  Bozzy  1"  cried — 
For,  in  contractions,  Johnfon  took  a  pride  '. 

Madame  Piozzi.§ 

Whene'er  our  friend  would  read  in  bed,  by  night, 
Poor  Mr.  Thrale,  and  I,  were  in  a  fright  ; 
For,  blinking  on  his  book,  too  near  the  flame, 
Lo  !  to  the  foretop  of  his  wig,  it  came  ! 
Burnt  all  the  hairs  away,  both  great  and  ftnall, 
Down  to  the  very  net-work,  nam'd  the  caul. 

Bozzy.  | 

At  Corrachatachin's,  in  hoggifm  funk, 
I  got,  with  punch,  alas  !  confounded  drunk. 
Much  was  I  vex'd,  that  I  could  not  be  quiet, 
But  like  a  ftupid  blockhead,  bred  a  riot. 

Vol.  I.  L 
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(    wa    ) 

I  fcarcely  knew,  how  'twas  I  reel'd  to  bed — ■ 

Next  morn,  I  wak'd,  with  dreadful  pains  of  head  : 

And  terror,  too,  that  of  my"  peace  did  rob  me — 

For  much  I  fear'd,  the  moralift  would  mob  me. 

But  as  I  lay  along,  a  heavy  log, 

The  Doctor  ent'ring,  call'd  me  drunken  dog. 

Then  up  rofe  I,  with  apoltolic  air, 

And  read  in  dame  M'Kinnon's  book  of  pray'r  ; 

In  hopes,  for  fuch  a  (in,  to  be  forgiv'n — 

And  make,  if  poffible,  my  peace  with  heav'n. 

'Twas  ftrange,  that,  in  that  volume  of  divinity, 

I  op'd  the  Twentieth  Sunday  after  Trinity, 

And  read  thefe  words — "  Pray  be  not  drunk  with  wine., 

'*  Since  drunkennefs  doth  make  a  man  a  fwine," 

';  Alas  :"  lays  I, "  the  finner  that  I  am  !" 

And,  having  made  my  fpeech,  I  took  a  dram. 

Madame  Piozzi.* 

One  day,  with  fpirits  low,  and  forrow  fill'd, 
I  told  him,  I  had  got  a  coufin  kill'd  : 
My  dear,  quoth  he,  for  heav'n's  fake,  hold  your  canting  : 
Were  all  your  coufins  kill'd,  they'd  not  be  wanting  : 
Tho'  Death,  on  each  of  them,  fhould  fet  his  mark— 
Tho'  ev'ry  one  were  fpitted,  like  a  lark — 
Koafted,  and  giv'n  that  dog  there,  for  a  meal  ; 
The  lofs  of  them,  the  world  would  never  feel. — 
Truft  me,  dear  madam,  all  your  dear  relations, 
Are  nits — are  nothings — in  the  eye  of  nations. 

Again,  f  fays  I,  one  day,  "  I  do  believe, 
"  A  good  acquaintance,  that  I  have,  will  grieve, 
"  To  hear  her  friend  hath  loft  a  large  eftate." 
"  Yes,"  anfwer'd  he,  "  lament,  as  much,  her  fate, 
"  As  did  your  horfe,  (I  freely  will  allow) 
"  To  hear  of  the  mifcarriage  of  your  cow." 

BozzY.f 
At  Enoch,  at  M'Queen's  we  went  to  bed — 
A  colour'd  handkerchief  wrap'd  Johnfon's  head  : 
He  faid,  "  God  blefs  us  both — good  night  1"  and  then , 
I,  like  a  pariih  clerk,  pronoune'd,  Amen  .'  _ 
My  good  companion  foon,  by  deep,  was  feiz'd — 
Bat  1,  by  lice  and  fleas,  was  fadly  teas'd  : 
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C    in    ) 

Methought,  a  fpider,  with  terrific  claws, 
Was  finding  from  the  wainfcot  to  my  jaws. 
But  flumber,  foon  did  ev'ry  fenfo  entrap, 
And  fo  I  funk  into  the  fweeteft  nap. 

Madame  Piozzi.f 

Trav'ling  in  Wale3,  at  dinner-time  we  got  oil, 
Where  at  Leweny,  lives  Sir  Robert  Cotton. 
At  table,  our  great  moralift  to  pleafe — 
Says  I,  "  Dear  Doctor,  a'n't  thefe  charming  peas  ?" 
Quoth  he,  (to  co?itradi6t^   and  run  bis  rig) 
"  Madam,  they,  poflibly,  might  pleafe  a  pig»" 

Bozzy.* 

Of  that  ching,  well  the  Doctor  knew  the  art, 
And,  with  his  threfljirig-wifdotn,  made  us  ftact  : 
Defcrib'd  the  greateft  fecrets  of  the  Mint — 
And  made  folks  fancy,  that  he  had  been  in't. 
Of  hops  and  malt,  'tis  wond'rous  what  he  knew  ; 
And,  well  as  any  brewer,  he  could  brew. 

Madame  Piozzi.f 

In  ghofls  the  Doctor  flrongly  did  believe, 
And  pinn'd  his  faith  on  many  a  liar's  fleeve  : 
He  faid,  to  Doctor  Lawrence,  "  Sure  I  am, 
"  I  heard  my  poor,  dear  mother,  call  out,  "  Sam  1" 
"  I'm  fure,"  faid  he,  "  that  I  can  trufl  my  ears  : 
11  And  yet  my  mother  had  been  dead  for  years." 

Bozzy.J 

When  young,  ('twas  rather  filly,  I  allow) 
Much  was  I  pleas'd  to  imitate  a  cow. 
One  time,  at  Drury-lane,  with  Doctor  Blair, 
My  imitations  made  the  play-houfe  flare  i 
So  very  charming  was  I,  in  my  roar, 
That  both  the  gall'ries  clapp'd,  and  cried,  "  Encore ."' 
Blefl  by  the  gen'ral  plaudit,  and  the  laugh, 
I  tried  to  be  a  Jack-afs,  and  a  Calf. — 
But  who,  alas  !  in  all  things,  can  be  great  ? 
In  fhort,  I  met  a  terrible  defeat  ! 
So  vile,  I  bray'd,  and  bellow'd,  I  was  hifs'd — 
Yet,  all  who  knew  me,  wonder'd  that  I  mifs'd. 
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(  II*  ) 

Blair  whifper'd  me,  "  You've  loft  your  credit  now — 
Stick,  Bofwell  for  the  future,  to  your  cow. 

Madame  Piozzi.* 

For  //;<?,  in  Latin,  Doctor  Johnfon  wrote 
Two  lines  upon  Sir  Jofeph  Banks's  goat : 
A  goat  !  that  round  the  world  fa  curious,  went  ! 
A  goat  '.  that  now  eats  grafs,  that  grows  in  Kent. 

BozzY.f 

To  Lord  Monboddo  a  few  lines  I  wrote  : 
And,  by  the  fefvant  Jofeph,  fent  this  note. — 

"  Thus  far,  my  Lord,  from  Edinburgh,  my  home, 
With  Mr.  Samuel  Johnfon,  I  am  come — 
This  night,  by  us,  muft  certainly  be  feen, 
The  very  handfome  town  of  Aberdeen. 
For  thoughts  of  Johnfon,  you'll  be  not  applied  to— 
I  know  your  Lordfliip  likes  him  lefs,  thanl  do. 
So  near  we  are — to  part,  I  can't  tell  how, 
Without  to  much  as  making  you  a  bow  :  : 
Beiides,  the  Rambler  fays,  "  to  fee  Monbodd, 
"  He'd  wander  two  whole  miles  out  of  the  road." 
Which  fhows,  that  he  admires  (whoever  rails} 
The  pen  which  proves,  that  men  are  born  with  tails 
Hopiug,  that,  as  to  health,  your  Lordihip  does  well — 
I  am  your  fervant  at  command, 

JAMES  BOSWELL." 

Madame  Piozzi.J 

On  Mr.  Thrale's  old  hunter,  Johnfon  rode — 
Who,  with  prodigious  pride,  the  beaft  beftrode  ;• 
And  as,  on  Brighton  Downs,  he  dafh'd  away, 
Much  was  he  pleas'd,  to  hear  a  fportfman  fay, 
That,  at  a  chace,  he  was  as  tight  a  hand,- 
As  e'er  an  ill-bred  lubber  in  the  land. 

Bozzt.§ 

One  morning,  Johnfon,  on  the  Lie  of  Mull, 
Was  of  his  politics,  exceffive  full  : 
Quoth  he,  "  that  Pultney  was  a  rogue,  'tis  plain — 
"  Beiides,  the  fellow  was  a  Whig,  in  grain, 
Then  to  his  principles,  he  gave  a  banging, 
And  iwore,  no  Whig  was  ever  worth  a  hanging. 
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(    "3    ) 

'<  'Tis  wonderful,"  fays  he,  "  and  makes  one  flare, 
«  To  think  the  Liv'ry  chofe  John  Wilkes,  Lord  Mayor, 
"  A   dog,  of  whom  the  world  would  nurfe  no  hopes — 
"  Prompt  to  debauch  their  girls',  and  rob  their  fliops." 

Madame  Piozzi. 

Sir  I  believe,  that  anecdote  a  lie  ; 
But  grant  that  Johnfon  faid  it — by  the  by, 
As  Wilkes,  unhappily,  your  friendfhip  fhar'd 
The  dirty  anecdote  might  well  be  fpa'r'd. 

Eozzy. 

Madam,  I  flick  to  truth,  as  much  as  you, 
And  damme,  if  the  ftory  be  not  true. 
What  you  have  faid  of  Johnfon  and  the  larks, 
As  much,  the  Rambler,  for  a  favage,  marks. 
'Twas  fcandalous,  ev'n  candour  muft  allow, 
To  give  the  hifl'ry  of  the  horfe  and  cow. 
What  but  an  enemy  to  Johnfon's  fame, 
Dar'd  his  vile  prank,  at  Litchfield  play-houfe,  name  ? 
Where,  without  ceremony,  he  thought  fit, 
To  fling  the  man  and  chair  into  the  pit  ? 
Who  would  have  regifter'd  a  fpeech  fo  odd, 
On  the  dead  Stay-maker,  *  and  Doctor  Dodd  ? 

Madame  Piozzi. 

Sam  Johnfon's  threfhing-knowledge,  and  his  thatching, 
May  be  your  own  inimitable  hatching —  .     . 
Pray,  of  his  wifdom,  can't  you  tell  more  news  ? 
Could  not  he  make  a  fhirt,  and  cobble  fhoes  ? 
Knit  flocking,  or,  ingenious,  take  up  flitches — 
Draw  teeth,  drefs  wigs,  or  make  a  pair  of  breeches  ? 
You  prate,  too,  of  his  knowledge  of  the  Mint, 
As  if  the  Rambler,  really,  had  been  in't — 
Who  knows,  but  you  will  tell  us,  (truth  forfaking) 
That  each  bad  lhilling  is  of  Johnfon's  making  ? 
His,  each  vile  fix-pence,  that  the  world  has  cheated  ? — 
And  his  the  art,  that  ev'ry  guinea  fweated  ? 
About  his  brewing-knowledge,  you  will  prate,  too, 
Who  fcarcely  knew  a  hop,  from  a  potatoe  j 
L  2 

*  Piozzi' s  Anecdotes,  page  $i,fi>jl  edition, 
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And  tho\  of  beer,  he  joy'd  in  hearty  fwigs, 
I'd  pit,  againft  his  taite,  my  hufband's  pigs.  ] 

Bozzy. 

How  could  your  folly  tell,  fo  void  of  truth, 
That  miferabk  flory  of  the  youth, 
Who,  in  your  book,  of  Doctor  Johnfon,  begs. 
Molt  fcrioufly  to  know,  if  cats  laid  eggs  ? 

Madame  Piozzi, 

Who  told,   of  Mr*.  Montague,  the  lie — 
So  palpable  a  falfehood  ? — Bozzy,  fie  ! 

Bozzy. 
Who,  mad'ning  with  an  anecdotic  itch, 
Declar'd  that  Johnfon  call'd  his  mother  b--tch  I 

Madame  Piozzi. 
Who,  from  M'  Donald's  rage,  to  fave  his  fnout, 
Cut  twenty  lines  of  defamation  out  ? 

Bozzy. 

Who,  would  have  faid  a  word  about  Sam's  wig  : 
Or  told  the  ftory  of  the  peas  and  pig  ? 
Who  would  have  told  a  tale  fo  very  flat, 
Of  Frank,  the  black — and  Hodge,  the  mangy  cat  ? 

Madame  Piozzi. 

Ecod  '.  you've  grewn,  at  once,  confounded  tendcr- 
Of  Doctor  Johnfon's  fame,  a  fierce  defender. 
I'm  fure  you've  mention'd  many  a  pretty  ftory, 
Not  much  redounding  to  the  Doctor's  glory. 
Now,  for  a  faint,  upon  us  you  would  palm  him — - 
Yiril  nrarther  the  poor  man,  and  then  embalm  him 

"Bozzy. 

And,  truly,  Madam,  Johnfon  cannot  boaft — 
By  your  acquaintance,  he  has  rather  loit. 
His  character  fo  mockingly  you  handle — 
You've  funk  your  comet  to  a  farthing  candle. 
Your  vanities  contriv'd  the  fage  to  hitch  in, 
And  brib'd  him  with  the  run  of  all  your  kitchen  :. 
Yet  nought  he  better'd,  by  his  elevation — , 
Though  beef  he  won — he  loft  his  reputation* 
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Madame  Piozzi. 

One  quarter  of  your  book  had  Johnfon  read, 
Firft-criticifm  had  rattled  round  your  head. 
Yet  let  my  fatire  not  too  far  purfue — 
It  boafts  fome  merit,  give  the  Dev'l  his  due. 
Where  grocers,  and  where  paftry-cooks  refide, 
Thy  book,  with  triumph,  may  indulge  its  pride  : 
Preach  to  the  patty  pans,  fententious  ftuff — 
And  hug  that  idol  of  the  noie  call'd  fnuff : 
With  all  its  (lories,  cloves  and  ginger  pleafe, 
And  pour  its  wonders  to  a  pound  of  cheefe  1 

Bozzy. 

Madam,  your  irony  is  wond'rous  fine  ! 
Senfe  in  each  thought,  and  wit  in  ev'ry  line. 
Yet  madam,  when  the  leaves  of  my  poor  book, 
Vilit  the  grocer,  or  the  paftry-cook, 
Tours,  to  enjoy  of  fame  the  juft  reward, 
May  aid  the  Trunk-maker  of  Paul's  Church-yard. 
In  the  fame  ale-houfes  together  us'd, 
By  the  fame  fingers  they  may  be  abus'd. 
The  greafy  fnuiTers,  yours,  perchance  may  wipe  ! 
And  mine,  high  honour'd,  light  a  toper's  pipe. 
The  praife  of  Courtney,*  my  book's  fame  fecures — 
Now  who  the  devil,  Madam,  prailes  yours? 

Madame  Piozzi, 

Thoufands,you  blockhead  !—-no  one  now  can  doubt  it, 
For  not  a  foul  in  London  is  without  it. 
The  folks  were  ready,  Cadell,  to  devour, 
Who  fold  the  firft  edition  in  an  hour  : — 
So  1  Courtney's  praifesfave  you — ah  '. — that  'fquire, 
Deals  (let  me  tell  you)  more  in  fmoke  than  fire. 

Bozzy. 

Zounds  !  he  has  prais'd  me  in  the  fweeteft  line 

*  The  lively  Rattle  ofthehonfe  of  Commons — indeed,  its 
Momus  ,*  nvhofeems  to  have  been  fele£ted  by  his  conjlituents 
more  for  the  pur p  of e  of  laughing  at  the  misfortunes  of  his 
country,  than  healing  the  wounds.  He  is  the  author  of  a 
poem,  lately publi/Jjfd,  that  endeavours,  totis  viribus,  to  prove, 
that  Dr.  Johnfan  ivas  a  brute,  as  well  as  a  moralift  i 
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Madame  Piozzi. 

Ay  !  ay  '.  the  verfe  and  fubjecl  equal  mine  : 
Few  are  the  mouths,  that  Courtney's  wit  rehearfe— 
Mere  cork  in  politics,  and  lead  in  verfe. 

Bozzy. 

Well  Ma'am  !  fince  all  that  John/on  faid  or  wrote, 
You  hold  fo  facred — how  have  you  forgot 
To  grant  the  wonder-hunting  world,  a  reading 
Of  Sam's  epiftle,  jult  before  your  wedding  ;. 
Beginning  thus,  (in  ftrains,  not  forrn'd  to  flatter) 
"  Madam, 

"  If  that  mojl  ignominious  matter. 

Be  not  concluded," 

further  mail  I  fay  ? 
No — your  kind  feif  may  give  it  us  one  day — 
And  juftify  your  pafiion  for  the  youth, 
"With  all  the  charms  of  eloquence  and  truth. 

Madame  Piozzi. 

What  was  my  marriage,  Sir,  to  you  or  him  P 
He  tell  me  what  to  do  [ — A  pretty  whim  I   • 
He,  to  propriety,  (the  beaft)  exhort  ! 
As  well  might  elephants  prefide  at  court. 
Lord  !  let  the  world,  to  damn  my  match,  agree— 
Tell  me,  James  Bofwell,  what's  that  nvorld  to  me  ? 
The  folks,  who  paid  refpect  to  Mrs.  Thrale, 
Fed  on  her  pork,  poor  fouls  I  and  iwill'd  her  ale, 
May  ficken  at  Piozzi,  nine  in  ten — 
Turn  up  the  nofe  of  fcorn — good  God  !  what  then  ? 
For  me — the  Dev'l  may  fetch  their  fouls,  fo  great — 
They,  keep  their  company — and  I,  my  meat. 
When  the  poor  owls  mall  beat  their  cage,  a  jail — 
I,  unconfin'd,  fliall  fpread  my  peacock  tail  : 
Free,  as  the  birds  of  air,  enjoy  my  eale — 
Choofe  my  own  food,  and  fee  what  climes  I  pleafe. 
I  fuller  only — if  I'm  in  the  wrong — 
So,  now,  you  prating  puppy,  hold  your  tongue. 

Sir  John. 

For  fhame  !  for  fhame  !  for  heav'n's  fake,  pray  be  quiet  t 
Not  Billingfgate  exhibits  fuch  a  riot. 
Behold  !  for  fcandal,  you  have  made  a  feaft, 
And  turn'd  your  idol,  Johnion  to  a  beaft  ; 
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'Tis  plain,  that  tales  of  ghofts,  are  arrant  lies, 
Or,  inftantaneoufly,  would  Johnfon  rife  : 
Make  you  both  eat  your  paragraphs,  fo  evil — 
And,  for  your  treatment  of  him,  play  the  devil.— - 
Juft  like  two  Mohawks,  on  the  man  you  fall — 
No  murd'rer  is  worfe  ferv'd,  at  Surgeon's  Hall. 
Inftead  of  adding  fplendor  to  his  name, 
Your  books  are  downright  gibbets  to  his  fame. 
Of  thofe,  your  anecdotes — may  I  be  curft, 
Ifl  can  tell  you,  which  of  them  is  worfl. 
You  never,  with  pofcerity,  can  thrive, — 
'Tis,  by  the  Rambler's  death  alone'  you  live — 
Like  wrens,  that  (in  fome  volume,  I  have  read) 
Hatch'd  by  Strange  fortune,  in  a  horfes  head. 
Poor  Sam  was  rather  fainting  in  his  glory — 
But  lo  !  his  fame  lies  foully  dead  before  ye. 
Thus,  to  fome  dying  man,  (a  frequent  cafe) 
Two  Doctors  come,  and  give  the  coup  de  grace. 
Zounds,  Madam  !  mind  the  duties  of  a  wife, 
And  dream  no  more  of  Doctor  Johnfons  life. 
A  happy  knowledge  in  a  pie  or  pudding, 
Will  more  delight  your  friends,  than  ail  your  ftudying* 
One  cut  from  ven'fon,  to  the  heart  can  fpeak 
Stronger,  than  ten  quotations  from  the  Greek  : 
One  fat  Sir-Loin,  pofleiTes  more  fublime, 
Than  all  the  airy  callles  built  by  rhyme. 
One  nipperkin  ofjiingo,  with  a  toaft, 
Beats  all  the  ftreams,  the  mufes  fount  can  boaft  : 
Yes  \  in  one  pint  of  porter,  lo  !  my  belly  can 
Find  Blifles,  not  in  all  the  floods  of  Hellicon. 
Enough  thofe  anecdotes  your  pow'rs  have  fhown  : 
Sam's  Life,  dear  Ma'am,  will  only  damn  your  own. 

For  thee,  James  Bofwell,  may  the  hand  of  Fate 
Arreft  thy  goofe-quill,  and  confine  thy  prate  : 
Thy  egotifms,  the  world,  difgufted  hears — 
Then  load,  with  vanities,  no  more  our  ears, 
Like  fome  lone  puppy,  yelping  all  night  long, 
That  tires  the  very  echoes  with  his  tongue. 
Yet  fliould  it  lie  beyond  the  pow'rs  of  Fate, 
To  flop  thy  pen,  and  (till  thy  darling  prate  ; 
O  be,    in  folitude  to  live,  thy  luck — 
A  chatt'ring  magpie,  on  the  Ifle  of  Muck. 

Thus  fpoke  the  Judge,  then  leaping  from  the  chair, 
He  left  in  coniternation  loft7  the  pair  ; 
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Black  Frank  *  he  fought,  on  anecdote,  to  craw;, 
And  vomit  firft  $  a  Life  of  furly  Sam. 
Shock'd  at  the  little  manners  ot  the  Knight, 
The  rivals,  marv'iing,  mark'd  his  fudden  flight ; 
Then,  to  their  pens,  and  paper,  rulh'd  the  twain, 
To  kill  the  mangled  Rambler  o'er  again. 

*  Doctor  Johnfon's  Negro  fervant. 

\  The  Knight'/  •volume  is  reported  to  be  in  great  forivard- 
nefs,  and  likely  to  diftance  his  formidable  competitors. 

N.  B.  The  quotations  from  Mr-  Bofnvell,  are  made  from 
the  fecond  edition  of  his  Journal. —  Thofe  from  Mrs,  Pioz-Ki, 
from  the  f.rjl  edition  of  her  Anecdotes. 


ODE  UPON  ODE; 

OR, 

A  PEEP  AT  ST.  JAMES's; 

OR, 

NEW   YEAR'S   DAY; 

OR, 

WHAT    YOU    WILL. 


Quo  me  cunque  rapit  tempejlas,  deferor  hofpes,        EOff. 

Juft  as  the  Magot  bites,  I  take  my  way — 

To  Painters  now  my  court  refpeclful,  pay  ; 

Now,  (ever  welcome  !)  on  the  Mule's  wings. 

Drop  in  at  Windfor,  on  the  belt  of  Kings  ; 

Now,  at  St.  'James'' 's,  about  Handel  prate, 

Hear  Odes,  lee  Lords  and  'Squires,  and  fmile  at  State, 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Reader, 

I  THINK^  it  neceffary  to  inform  thee,  if  thou  haft  not 
read  Mr.  Warton'j  Ode,  that  I  mean  not  to  fay,  that  he  hatht 
totidem  verbis,  fung  what  I  have  ajferted  of  'him  ;  I,  there- 
fore, beg,  that  my  Ode  may  be  confidered  as  an  amplification 
of  the  ingenious  Laureates  Idea. 
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P  R  O  CE  M  I  U  M. 
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.NOW,  Reader,  that  the  Laureat's  Poll  fublime, 

Is  deftin'd  to  record,  in  handfome  rhyme, 
The  deeds  ofMonarchs,  twice  a  year  : 

If  great — how  happy  is  the  tuneful  tongue  ! 

If  pitiful — (as  Shakefpeare  fays)  the  fong 
"  Muft  fuckle  foois,  and  chronicle  fmall  beer," 

But  Bards  muft  take  the  uphill  with  the  down  : 

Kings  cannot  always  oracles  be  hatching  ; 
Maggots  are  oft  the  tenants  of  a  Crown — 

Therefore,  like  thofe  in  cheefe,  not  worth  the  catching. 

O  gentle  Reader  ?  if  by  God's  good  Grace, 

Qr,  (what's  more  fought)  good  intereft  at  Court, 

Thougett'it,  of  Lyric  Trumpeter,  the  place — 
And  hundreds  are  like  Gudgeons,  gaping  for't  ; — 

Hear  !   (at  a  Palace  jf  thou  mean'ft  to  thrive) 

And  of  a  ftauch  old  Coachman  learn  to  drive. 

Whene'er  employ'd  to  celebrate  a  King, 
Let  fancy  lend  thy  Mufe  her  loftieft  wing — 

Stun,  with  thy  minftreify,  the  frighten'd  fphere  ; 
Bid  thy  voice  thunder,  like  a  hundred  batt'ries— 
For  common  founds,  conveying  common  fiatt'ries, 

Are  Zephyrs,  wiip'ring  to  the  Royal  Ear. 

Know — Glutton-like,  on  praife,  each  Monarch  crams — 
Hot  fpices.  fuit  alone  their  pamper'd  Nature  : 

Alas  !  the  rtomach,  parch'd  by  burning  drams, 
With  mad-dog  terror,  ftarts  at  fimple  water. 

Fierce  is  each  royal  Ma?iiac  for  applaufe  ; 

And,  as  a  horfe-pond  wide,  are  Monarch-maws— 
Form'd,  therefore,  on  a  pretty  ample  fcale  : 

To  found  the  decent  panegyric  note, 

To  pour  their  modeft  fiatt'ries  down  their  throat, 
Were  off'ring  fhrimps  for  dinner  to  a  whale. 

And  mind,  whene'er  thou  ftrik'ft  the  Lyre  to  Kings, 
To  touch,  to  Abigails  of  Courts,  the  Strings  : — 
Give  the  Queen's  Toad-eater  a  handfome  fop  ; 
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And  fwear,  flie  always  has  more  Grace , 
Th:m  e'en  to  fell  the  raeaneft  place — 
Swear  too,  the  woman  keeps  no  title-lhop  '. 

Sells  not,  like  jews  in  Paul's  Church-yard,  their  Ware, 

Who  on  each  paflenger  for  Cuftom  ftare  ; 

And,  in  the  happy  tones  of  traffic,  cry, 

"  Sher  .'  vat  you  buy,  Sher  P — Madam,  vat  you  buy  .?" 

Thus,  Reader,  ends  the  Prologue  to  my  Ode  ! 

The  true-bred  Courtiers  wonder,  whillt  I  preach — 
And,  with  grave  vizards,  and  itretch'd  eyes  to  God, 

Pronounce  my  Sermon  a  molt  impious  fpeech, 
With  all  my  Spirit  ! — let  them  damn  my  lays — 
A  Courtier's  Curies  are  exalted  praile. 
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HEAR  a  ftartled  Moralift  exclaim, 
"  Fie,  Peter  1  Peter  !  fie  for  fliame  ! 

u  Such  counlel  difagrees  with  my  digeftion," 

Well !  well  then  my  old  Socrates,  to  pleafe  thee — 
For  much  I'm  willing,  of  thy  qualms  to  eafe  thee— 

I'll  nobly  take-  the  other  fide  the  queition. 

Par  Exe/nple  : 

FAIR  praife  is  fterling  gold — all  fliould  defire  it — 
Flatt'ry  bafe  coin — a  cheat  upon  the  nation  : 

And  yet  our  vanity  doth  much  admire  it, 
And  really  gives  it  all  its  Circulation. 

Flatt'ry's  a  fly,  infinuating  Screw — 

The  World — a  bottle  of  Tokay  fo  fine — 

The  Engine  alway  can  its  Cork  iubdue, 
And  make  an  eafy  Prisoner  of  the  Wine. 

Flatt'ry's  an  Ivy,  wriggling  round  an  Oak — 
This  OaK  is,  often,  honeit  blunt  John  Bull— 

Which  Ivy  would  its  great  fupporter  choke, 

Wnilft  John  (  fo  thick  the  walls  of  his  dark  fkull) 

Deems  it  a  pretty  Ornament,  and  iiruts — 

Till  Mafter  Ivy  creeps  into  John's  guts; 

And  gi  .-espoor  thoughtlefs  John  a  fet  of  gripes  : 
Then  nke  an  Organ,  o/ning  all  Lis  Pipes, 
John  roars — and,  when  to  a  Confumption  drain'd, 
finds  out  the  knave,  his  folly  entertain'd. 
Vol.  I.  M 
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Praife  is  a  modeft  unafiuming  Mr.id, 

As  limply  as  a  Quaker  beauty,  drefl  : 
No  oftentation  hers — no  vain  Parade — 

Sweet  Nymph  ' — and  of  the  fewefl  words  pofTeft  : — . 
Yet,  heard  with  rev'rence,  when  fhe  filence  breaks, 
She  dignifies  the  man,  to  whom  fhe  fpeaks. 

F/ati'/y's  a  pert  French  Milliner— a  Jade, 
Cover'd  with  rough,  and  hauntingly  array *d — 
Makes  fancy  Love  to  ev'ry  man  die  meets, 
And   offers  ev'n  her  Favours  in  the  Streets. 

And  yet,  inftead  of  meeting  public  Hiffes — 
Divines,  ib  grave — Philosophers  can  bear  her  I 
What's  flranger  (till,  with  chifdifh  rapture  hear  her  ; 

Nay,  court  the   fmiling  Harlot's  very   Kifles, 
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.ICH  as  Dutch  cargoes,  from  the  fragrant  Eaft, 
Or  cuftard-pudding,  at  a  city-feait, 

Tom's  incenfe  greets  his  Sov'reign's  hungry  nofe  : 
For — bating  birth-day  torrents  from  Parnaffus, 
And  New-year's  fpring-tide  of  divine  molafles — 

Fame,  in  a  (canty  rill,  to  Windfor  flows  ! 

Poets  (quoth  tuneful  Tom  J  in  ancient  times, 
Delighted  all  the  country  with  their  rhymes  ; 

Sung  Knights  and  barbed  fteeds,  with  valour  big  : — 
Knights,  who  encountcr'd  witches,  murder 'd  wizard;, 
Flogg'd  Pagans,  till  they  grumbled  in  their  gizzards  ; 

Rogues  I  with  no  more  reiigion  than  a  pig — 

— Knights,  who  illurnin'd  unbelieving  fouls, 
Through  pretty  little  v,  ell-form'd  Eyelet-holes, 
By  pious  Pikes,  and  godly  Lances  made — 
Tools  !   that  work'd  Wonders  in  the  holy  Trade  ; 
With  Battle-axeSjfit  to  knock  down  Bulls, 

And,  therefore,  qualified  (I  wot)  full  well, 

With  force,  the  Sacred  Oracles  to  tell, 
Unto  the  thickeft  unbelieving  Skulls  : 

■ — Knights,  who  fo  famous,  at  the  game  of  tourney, 
Took,  boldly,  to  the    Holy  Land,  a  journey, 
To  plant  with  (words,  in  hearts,  the  gofpei  feeds  ; 
Juft  as  we  hole,  for  Cucumbers,  hot  beds, 
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Or  pierce  the  borom  of  the  fullen  earth, 
To  give,  to  radJhes  or  onions,  birth  : 

-  Knights,  who,  when  tumbled  on  the  hoftilc  field, 
to  ;  J e    .  a.  oolig'd  to  yield, 
iihe    le  ■;,  n  ji  arm,  nor  neck,  nor  nob,  ftir  : 
v'i       who  where,  like  Alligators,  hack'd  ; 
*     b]    h  a  pi  .Tiers,  hatchets,  fledges,  crack'd  ; 
I  i  their  coats  of  armour — like  a  lobfter. 

■  the  Laureat)  were  the  Poet's  puffings 
le,  -.aring,  red-croft  ragamuffins, 
W       for  their  childiSmefs,  deierv  d  a  birch  : 

Q  .i^th  Tom,  a  worthier  fubject,  now  thank  God  1 
Impires  the  lofty  dealer  in  the  Ode, 
Than  blockheads,  battling  for  old  Mother  Church. 

Times  (quoth  our  courtly  Bard)  are  alter'd  quite— 

The  Poet  fcorns  what  charm'd  of  yore  the  fight — 
Goths,  Woman,  Vandals,  Caltles,  Horfes, Mares  : — 

The  poiiuV J  Poe  t  of  the  prefent  day, 

Doth  in  his  tafty  fhop,  difplay, 
Ahl   vaftly  prettier  colour'd  wares. 

— The  Poet  "  moulds  his  harp  to  manners  mild," 
Quoth  Tom — to  Monarchs,  who,  with  rapture  wild, 
Hear  their  own  praife,  with  mouths  of  gaping  wonder, 
And  catch  each  crotchet  of  the  birth-day  thunder  : — 

Crotchets,  that  fcorn  the  praife  of  common  folly — 
Though  not  molt  mujlcal — moft  melancholy  : 
Ah  !  crotchets,  doom'd  to  charm  our  ears  no  more, 
Although,  by  Mr.  Par/bus,  fet  in/core  ; 

Drear  and  eternal  Silence  doom'd  to  keep, 
Where  the  dark  waters  of  Oblivion  Geep — 
To  fpeak  in  humbler  Engliih — doom'd  to  reft, 
With  court  addreffes,  in  a  mufry  chert. 

Yet  all  the  Lady  Amateurs  declared, 

They  were  the  charming'ft  things  they  ever  heard  : 
As  for  example — all  the  Angel  Gideons — 

That  is  my  lady,  and  her  daughters  fair, 

With  coal  black  eye-brows,  and  fweet  Hebrew  Air- 
The  lovely  produce  of  the  two  religions. 

Thus,  in  their  virtues,  grey  hounds  befl  fucceed, 
When  fportfmen,  very  wifely,  crofs  the  breed  : 
And  thus,  with  noble  luftre,  ihines  the  fowl, 
Begot  between  a  game-hen  and  an  owl. 
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Sir  Sampfontoo  declar'd,  with  voice  divine, 

"  "Datjbince  he  ha/turn  Chresjlian,  and  eat  Hog, 

"  He  nebber  did  hear  Moojhic  half  Jo  o  fine  ; 
"  No  .'  nebber  Jinnee  he  lefs  dejhinnygoguc." 

His  grace  of  Qjueenib'ry  too,  with  eyes,  tho'  dim, 
And  one  deal  ear,  was  there  in  wonder  drovvn'd  ! 

Liit'ning,  in  attitude  of  Corp'ral  Trim, 

He  rais'd  his  thin  grey  curl,  to  catch  the  found  : 

Then  fwore,  the  airs  would  never  meet  their  matches, 
But  in  his  own  immortal  Glees  and  Catches. 
Yet,  were  thofe  crotchets  all  condemn'd  to  reft, 
In  the  dark  bofom  of  a  mufty  cheft  1 

Crotchets,  that  form'd  into  fo  Tweet  an  air, 
As  charm'd  my  Lady  Mayorefs,  and  Lord  Mayor : 
Who  tho't — (and  really,  they  were  true  Believers) — 
The  Mufic  equall'd  marrow  bones  and  cleavers. 

Strains  '.  that  the  Rev'rend  Bifliops  had  no  qualms, 
In  faying  that  they  equall'd  David's  pfalms ; 
But  not  lurpafs'd  in  melody,  the  bell, 
That,  mournful,  foundeth  an  Archbifhop's  knell  ; 
Strains  !  that  Sir  Jofeph  P/Iawbey  deem'd  divine, 
Sweet  as  the  quavers  of  his  fatteft  Ferine. 

Ev'n  great  *  Lord  Brudenell's  felf  admird  the  ftrain. 
In  all  the  tuneful  agonies  of  pain  ; 
Who,  winking,  beat,  with  duck-like  nods,  the  time, 
And  call'd  the  Mufic,  and  the  Words,  fublime. 

Too,  all  the  other  Lords,  with  plaudits  fwarming, 
Cry'd,  Bravo  .'  Bravo  !  charming  !  Bravo  !  charming  ! 
And  Majefty  itfelf,  to  Mufic  bred, 
Pronounc'd  it,  "  very,  very  good  indeed  !" 
Indulging,  p'rhaps,  the  very  nat'ral  dream, 
That  all  its  charms  were  owing  to  the  theme. 

Not  but  fome  fmall  degree  of  harmlefs  pleafure, 

Might  in  the  brace  of  r — y — 1  boforhs  rife, 
To  think  they  heard  it  without  wafte  of  treafure  : 

As  fixpences  are  lovely  in  their  eyes. 

A  few  months  fince,  I  heard  a  forward  dame, 
Thus,  in  a  tone  of  impudence,  exclaim  : — 

*  A  prodigious  Amateur — without  bis  Lord/hip,  there  can 
ire  no  reherfal. 
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,(  Good  God  !  how  Kings  and  Queens  a  fong  adore  ! 
"  With  what  delight  they  order  an  encore  ! 
**  When  that  fame  fong,  encord,  for  nothing  flows  '. 
M  This,  Madam  Mara,  to  her  forrow,  knows." 

"  To  Windfor,  fev'ral  times,  and  eke  to  Kew, 

"  The  r — y — 1  mandate  Madam  Mara  drew. 

"  No  cheering  drop  was  Mara  afk'd  to  fip — 

"  No  bread  was  ofFred  to  her  quiv'ring  lip. 

"  Though  faint,  fhe  was  not  fuffer'd  to  fit  down — 

"  Heav'n  help  the  Goodnefs — Grandeur  of  the  Cr — n  \ 

"  Now  tell  me,  Ladies,  will  it  be  beiiev'd, 

"  How  much,  for  fong  and  chaife-hire,  ihe  receiv'd  ? 

"  How  much  pray,  think  ye  ? — fifty  Guineas — No.'* 

Mod  furely,  Forty. — "No,  no.'  —Thirty. — "  Poh  '. 

"  Pray,  Ladies,  guefs  in  reafon — come — again." 
Alas  !  you  jeer  us — Twenty,  at  the  lealt ; 
No  man  could  ever  be  fo  great  a  b — if, 

As  not  to  give  her  Twenty,  for  her  pain. — - 
"  To  keep  you  then  no  longer  in  fufpenfe, 

"  For  Madam  Mara's  chaife-hire,  and  fweet  note, 
"  Out  of  their  wonderful  benevolence, 

"  Their  bounteous  M — j — ties  gave — not  a  Groat." 
"  Ay  ."  cried  a  fecond  (land'rer  with  a  fneer, 
*'  I  know  a  (tory  like  it — You  (hail  hear — 
M  Poor  Mrs.  Siddons,y/^  was  ordered  out — ■ 
"  To  wait  upon  their  M — j — ies,  to  fpont — 
44  To  read  old  Shakefpeare's  As  you  like  it  to  'em, 
*4  And  how  to  mind  their  Hops  and  comma-,  (how  'em, 
"  She  read  and  fpouted — at  mod  loft  her  breath — 
44  And,  (landing  all  the  time,  was  tir'd  to  death  ; 
M  Whilif.  both  their  M — j — ies,  in  royal  ftyle, 
"  At  perfect  eafe,  were  fitting  all  the  while. 
•*  Not  off'red  to  her  was  one  drop  of  beer, 
44  Nor  wine,  nor  chocolate  her  heart  to  cheer. 
44  Ready  to  drop  to  earth,  (he  mult,  have  funk, 
M  But  for  a  child,  that  at  the  hardfhip  fhrunk — 
"  A  little  Prince,  who  mark'd  her  fituation, 
"  Thus,  pitying,  pour'd  a  tender  exclamation  : 
44  La  !  Mrs.  Siddons  is  quite  faint,  indeed  : 
44  How  pale  !  I'm  lure  (he  cannot  longer  read, 
44  She  fomewhat  wants,  herfpirits  to  repair, 
"  And  would  I'm  fare,  be  happy  in  a  chair.'" 
44  What  follovv'd  ? — Why,  the  r — y — 1  pair  arofe, 
**  Surly  enough — one  fairly  may  fuppofe  j 
Ma 
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"  And,  to  a  room  adjoining,  made  retreat, 
■'  To  let  her,  for  one  minute,  Jieal  a  feat. 
"  At  length  the  actrefs  ceas'd  to  read  and  fpout, 

"  Where  Generofity's  a  crying  fin  : 
"  Her  curt'fy  dropp'd — was  nodded  to — came  out — 

"  So  rich  :  How  rich  ? — As  rich  as  flie  -,uc7it  in" 
Such  are  the  ftories  twain — Why,  grant  the  fact, 
Are  Princes,  pray,  like  common/elks  to  act  ? 

Should  Mara  call  it  cruelty,  and  blame 

Such  r— y— 1  conduct,  I'd  cry,  Fie  upon  her  I 
To  Mrs.  Siddons,  freely  fay  the  fame — 

Sufficient  for fuch  people  is  the  honour  .' 

Ev'n  I,  the  Bard,  expect  no  Gifts  from  Kings, 
Although  I've  laid  of  them  fuch  handfome  things — 
Nay,  not  their  eye's  attention,  whole  bright  ray 
Would  like  the  Sun,  illumine  my  poor  lay, 
And,  like  the  Sun,  fo  kind  to  procreation, 
Increafe,  within  my  brain,  the  maggot  nation. 
So  much  for  idle  tales. — Now,  Mufe,  thy  ltrain 
Digreffive,  turn  to  drawing-rooms  again. 

There  too  was  Pitt,  who  fcrap'd  and  bow'd  to  ground, 

And  whifper'd  Majefty  'twas  vaftly  fine  ; 
Then  wifh'd,  fuch  harmony  could  once  be  found, 

Where  be  each  day,  was  treated,  like  a  fwine, 
By  that  Arch  fiend,  Charles  Fox,  and  his  vile  party  ; 
Villains  !  in  nought,  but  black  rebellion,  hearty  : 
Fellows  !  who  had  the  impudence,  to  place 
The  facred  fecpter  underneath  the  Mace  ; 
And  twilled  ropes,  with  malice  difappointed, 
To  hang,  or  hamper,  the  poor  Lord' s  anointed* 

To  whom,  a  certain  Sage,  fo  earneft  cried, 

"  Don't  mind  !  don't    mind  1- — the    rogues  their    aim   have 
mifs'd — 
"  Don't  fear  your  place,  whiift  I  am  well  fupplied — 

"  Cut  mind  the  poverty  of  Civil  Lift. 

"  Swear,  that  no  K— g's  fo  poor  upon  the  globe  ; 
"  Compare  me— yes,  compare  me,  to  poor  Job. 
"  The  houfe  will  credit  thee-— I  know  the  Ninnies  ; 
"  And  wife  and  I  are  fond  of  bags  of  guineas. 

"  What  ?  what,  Pitt— h«  ?  we  muft  have  t'other  grant, 
■*•  What,  what  ?  you  know  that  B-'--,  my  old  dead  Aunt, 
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"  Left  not  a  fixpence,  Pitt,  thefe  eyes  to  blefs, 
"  But  from  the  Parifli  fav'd  that  F--1  at  H-jje. 

"  But  mind  me — hae,  to  plague  her  heart  when  dying, 
"  I  was  a  Nimrod  (till — a  constant  hunter  ; 

"  And  when  in  State,  as  dead's  a  Mackrel,  lying, 
"  I  did  not  care  a  button  fur  the  L r. 

M  And  three  days  after  my  old  Aunt  was  dead, 

**  Which  fome  folks  thought  prodigioufly  profane, 
"  I  took  it — yes—-  I  took  it  in  my  head, 

"  To  order  Sir  John  Brute,  at Drury-lane. 
"  Had  fiie  relpecled  me,  I  do  aver, 
"  I  fliouid  have  itay'd  at  home,  and  tho't  of  Her." 

Lord  Rochford,  too,  the  gentle  youth,  was  there, 
Whole  {weetfa'fetto  voice  is  often  fported 

In  glees  and  catches;  fo  that  all,  who  hear, 
Believe  a  pretty  Semi  vir  imported. 

Yet  was  there  one,  who  much  the  day  decry'd — 
Old  Lady  Mary  Duncan  (fays  report)  — 

l>  What,  no  dear,  dear  Cajtrato  here  1"  fhe  figh'd, 
"  Why  then — P-x  take  the  voices,  and  the  court  ; 

"  Then  Lord  have  mercy  on  my  tortur'd  ears, 

"  And  fhield  me  from  the  fhout  of  fuch  He-bears  ! 

u  Where,  where  is  Pacchierotti's  heait-feli  Strain  ? 

"  Where  Rubinelli'sfo/lenuto  note  ? 
"  That  tickled  oft  my  fighing  foul  to  pain, 

"  That  bade  my  fenfes  in  Elyfium  float  ? 
M  Avaunt  '.  you  vile  black-bearded  rogues— avaunt '. 
"  Tis  fmotber  chins,  aud  fweeter  tones,  I  want?1 

My  Lord  of  Exeter  was  alfo  there  ; 

Who,  marv'iing,  cock'd  his  time-difcerning  ear 
To  /trains,  that  did  fuch  honour  to  a  throne  : 

There  Uxbridge  taught  the  audience  how  to  think  ; 

With  much  fignilic  ant  and  knowing  wink, 
And  fpeeches,  clad  in  wifdom  s  critic  tone  ; 

Who  look'd  mvLt\c\&m  through,  with  half-fliut  eyes; 

Moltiblemn,  njoft  Chromatically  wife  ! 

Sandwich,  the  glory  of  each  jovial  meeting, 
Tr:is  Fiddler  now — now  that,  fo  kindly  greeting, 
Appe-ar'd,  and  fhrewdly  pour'd  his  hahs  and  hums  : 
Great  in  Tattoo,  my  Lord,  and  Crois  hand  Roil  j 
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Great  in  the  dead  march  ftroke  fublime  of  Saul 
He  beats  old  *  Afhbridge,  on  the  kettle-drums. 

What  pity  !  to  our  military  hoft, 

That  fuch  a  charming  drummer  mould  be  loft  I 
And  feel,  through  life,  his  glories  overcaft 

At  that  dull  f  Board,  where  never  could  he  learn, 

Of  flaps,  the  diffrence  between  ftem  and  Item, 
Hen  coops  and  boats,  the  rudder  and  the  malt. 

Say — 'midft  the  tuneful  tribe,  was  Edmund  Burke  ? 

No  !  Mun  was  cutting  out,  for  Haftings,  work  ; 
Writing  to  Couiin  Will,  and  Co.  to  league  'em, 

Againft  that  rogue,  who,  like  a  ruffian,  vofe, 

And  tweak'd  a  Bulfe  of  Jewels  from  the  nofe, 
Of  Dames,  in  India,  chrifcin'd  M.unny  Begum. 

Edmund  !  who  formerly  look'd  fierce  as  Grimbald 

On  that  molt  horrid  imp,  Sir  Thomas  Rumbuld, 
Vow'd  like  a  flieep,  to  flay  that  Eaftern  Thief; — 

Till  f  range  good  fortune  open'd  Edmund's  eyes  ; 

O  !  then  he  heard  of  Innocence  the  cries, 
And  like  Jew  converts,  damn'd  his  old  belief. 

Yet,  let  fome  praife  for  Mun's  converfion  pafs, 
To  that  great  wonder-worker,  Saint  Dundas. 

Edmund  !  who  battled  hard  for  Powell's  life, 

And  fwore  no  man,  in  virtue,  e'er  went  further  : 
To  prove  which  oath,  this  Fowell  took  a  knife;, 

And  made  the  world  believe  it,  by  Seif-Murther. 
Reader — fuppofe,  I  give  thee  a  fmall  Cde, 
Made,  when  vile  Tippoo  Saib  in  triumph  rode, 
And  play'd  the  devil  on  our  Inaian  borders, 
In  perfon,  or  by  vile  Satanic  orders  : 

When  Mr.  Burke,  fo  famous  for  fine  fpeeches, 

From  trope  to  trope,  a  downright  rabbit  Ikipping, 

Meant,  ichool-boy  like,  to  take  down  Haftings'  breeches, 
And  give  the  noble  Governor  a  whipping. 

If  rightly,  Reader,  I  tranilate  thy  pbiz, 
Thou  imii'ft  content. — i  thank  tnee — here  it  is. 
But  mark  my  cleiinlinefs,  ere  I  begin  . 
Know,  I've  not  caught  the  ra^e  or  party-fin. 

*  A  Kettle  drummer  of  great  celebrity* 
\  The  Admiralty* 
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To  Pitt,  or  Fox,  I  never  did  belong  : 

Truth,  Truth  I  feek — fo  help  me,  God  of  fong  ! 

P'rhaps,  at  a  Heathen  oath,  thou  may'ft  demur: 
Well  then,  fufpicion  that  I  may'nt  incur, 

But,  like  a  Chrijlian,  fwear — I  do  not  mam — 
By  all  the  Angels  of  yon  lofty  iky, 
Where  burning  Seraphims  and  Cherubs  cry— 

I'm  of  no  party — curfe  me,  if  I  am  I 

By  all  thofe  wonder-monger  Saints,  and  Martyrs, 
Cut  for  the  love  of  God,  in  halves  and  quarters  ; 

By  each  black  foul,  in  purgatory  frying  ; 

By  all  thofe  whiter  fouls,  though  we  can't  fee  'em, 
Singing  their  Ave  Mary  and  Te-Deur/i, 

On  yon  bright  clouds — I  fwear,  I  am  not  lying. 

No  !  free  as  air  the  Mufe  fha!l  fpread  her  wing  ; 
Of  whom,  and  -zuhen,  and  nvhat  the  pleafes,  ring  ; 
Though  Privy  Councils,  jealous  of  her  note, 
Prefcnb'd,  of  late  a  halter  for  her  throat.* 

Let  folly  fpring — my  eagle — falcon-^-kite — 

Hawk — fatire — what  you  will — fhalimark  her  flight; 

Through  huts  or  palaces,  ('tis  juft  the  fame) 

With  equal  rage,  purfue  the  panting  game  ; 

And  lay  (by  princes,  or  by  peafants  bred) 

Low,  at  the  owner's  feet,  the  Cuckow  dead. 


ODE     TO    EDMUND. 

MUCH  edified  am  I,  by  Edmund  Burke  ! 

Well  pleas'd,  I  fee  his  patriot  mouth  at  work, 
Grinding  away,  for  poor  Old  England's  good  : 

He  gives,  of  Elocution,  fuch  a  feaft  ! 

He  tells  of  fuch  vile  doings  in  the  Eaft  ! 
And  fights,  as  'twere,  for  his  own  fiefh  and  blood. 
Shroff,  Chout,  Lack,  Otnra,  Duftuck,  Nabob,  Bunder, 
Crore,  Choultry,  Begum,  leave  his  lips  in  thunder. 

With  matchlefs  Pathos,  Mun  defcribes  the  Gag, 
Employ'd  by  that  vile  fon  of  Hyder  Naig, 
Nam'd  Tippoo.*— Gags  !  that  Britiflx  mouths  deteft  j 
Oocafion'd  partly  by  that  man  fo  fad, 


*  This  is  a  piece  offecret  Hijtery. 
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That  Haftings  !  0  !  deferving  all  that's  bad— 
That  villain !  Murd'rer  !  Tyrant:  Dog:  Wiidbeaft 

Poor  Edmund  fees  poor  Britain's  fetting  fun: 
Poor  Edmund  groans — and  Britain  is  undone  I 

Reader,  thou  haft,  I  do  prerume, 

(God  knows  tho')been  in  a  fnug  room, 
By  coals  or  wood,  made  comfortably  warm  : 

And  often  fancied,  that  a  ftorm  without, 

Hath  made  a  diabolical  rout — 
Sunk  fhips — tore  trees  up—  done  a  world  of  harm. 

Yes  :  thou  haft  lifted  up  thy  tearful  eyes, 

Fancying  thou  heard'ft  of  mariners,  the  cries  ; 

And  figh'd,  "  How  wretched  now  muit  thousands  be  ! 

"  O  '.  how  I  pity  the  poor  fouls  at  ft      " 

When,  lo  '  this  dreadful  tempeft,  and  his  io«r — 

A  Zephyr — in  the  key  hole  of  the  door  I 

Now,  may  not  Edmund's  bowlings  be  a  figh, 

Preffing  thro'  Edmund's  lungs,  for  loaves  and  fifties, 

On  which  he  long  hath  look'd,  with  lo7igi?i^  eye, 
To  rill  poor  Edmund's  not  o'er  burden'd  diihes  ? 

Give  Mun  a  fop — forgot  will  be  complaint, 

Britain  be  fafe,  and  Haftings  prove  a  Saint  1 


NOW  for  the  Draxving-room — O  Mufe,  fo  madding, 
TJelighted,  in  cligrefhon  to  be  gadding  : 
Hampden  and  Fortefcue  (brave  names  '.)  attended — 
The  laft,  in  catches  wonderfully  mended. 
The  lovely  Lady  Clarges  too  was  there, 

To  all  the  Graces,  as  to  Mufic,  born  ; 
Whofe  note,  fo  fweetly  melting,  foothes  the  ear  ! 

Soft  as  the  Robin's  to  the  blufh  of  morn  ! 

There,  too,  the  Viol  di  gamba,  Pratt, 
Whofe  fingers  fair  the  firings  fo  nicely  pat, 
And  bow,  that  brings  out  founds,  unknown  at  Babel  ; 
Tho'  not  fo,  fweet,  as  thofe  of  Mr.  Abel. 
Dear  Maid  !  the  daughter  of  that  Prince  of  Pratts, 
Who  mufic  cons,  as  well  as  law  ;  and  fwears, 
The  girl  ihzli/crub  no  foul's  but  Handel's  airs  ; 
To  whom,  he  thinks  our  great  Compofers,  Cats- 
id  eft,  Saccbini,  Haydn,  Bach,  and  Gluck, 
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AnJ  twenty,  more,  who  never  had  the  luck, 
To  pleafe  the  nicer  ears  offome  crown'd  folk  ; 
Ears,  that  like  other  people's,  tho'  they  grow, 
Poor  creatures  !  really  want  the  fenfe,  to  know 
Pfalm-tunes,  fo  mournful,  from  the  old  Black  Joke. 

That  mufty  Mufic  hunter  too — Muf,  D. 
Much  travell'd  Burney,  came  to  hear  and  fee  : 
He,  in  his  tour,  who  found  fuch  great  Protectors^- 
Kings,  (Queens,  Dukes,  Margraves,  Margravines,  Electors, 
Who  afk'd  the  Doctor  many  a  gracious  queftion, 

And  treated  him  with  wond'rons  hofpitality  ; 
Gueffing,  he  had  as  clever  a  digeltion. 

For  Meat  and  Drink,  as  Mufic  of  rare  quality. 

Not  with  much  glee  the  Doctor  heard  the  Ode  ; 
But  tum'd  his  difappointed  eyes  to  God  ; 
And  wifh'd  it  his  own  letting,  with  a  figh  : 

For,  ere  to  Sal'fbury-houfe  the  Doctor  came, 

To  get,  as  Ode-fetter,  enroll'd  his  name, 
Behold  1  behold  !   '  the  ■■wedding  was  gone  by!* 

Ah  !  how  unlucky,  that  the  Prize  was  loft  ! 

Parfons,  who,  daring,  dafli'd  thro'  thick  and  thin—* 
Eclipfe  the  fecond  ! — got,  like  lightning,  in, 

When  Burney  juft  had  reach'd  the  diftance-poft, 

Yet,  gentle  Mufe,  let  Candour  this  allow, 
That,  tho'  his  heart  was  mortified  enow, 
The  Doctor  did  his  Rival's  art  admire, 
And  own'dhis  maiden  Crotchets  !   full  of  fire  — - 
Crotchets  \   tho'  fweet, — alas  !   condem'd  to  lie 
Hid,  like  moft  royal  virtues,  from  our  eye  1 

Crotchets,  that  fongful  Mr.  Parfons  ties 

To  Tom's  big  phrafe,  to  makefublimer  cries  : 

Thrice  happy  union,  to  entrance  the  foul  \ 

How  like  the  notes  of  cats-— a  vocal  pair — 

By  boys  (to  catch  their  wild  and  mingled  air) 

Tied,  tail  to  tail,  and  thrown  acrofs  a  pole  ! 

But  where  was  great  Sir  Watkyn,  all  this  time  ? 
Why  heard  lie  not  the  air,  and  lofty  rhyme — 
The  ileek  Welfh  Deity,  who  mufic  knows--- 
The  Alexander  of  the  Tot'nham  troops,* 

*  Sir  Watkyn  is  a  Member  of  the  Ancient  Mufic  Concert  in 
Totteuham-Jh^t't,  and  much  attended  to,  both  for  his  Art  and 
Science. 


(     *3*    ) 

Who,tortur'd  by  his  ftampings,  nods  grunts,  whoops, 
Do  wond'rous  execution  with  their  boivs  .s 

Sir  Watkyn,  deep  in  difmal  dudgeon  gone, 
Far,  in  his  Cambrian  f  villa,  fat  alone  : 

To  Mrs.  Walfingham,f  he  fcrubb"d  his  bafs. 

Whilit  anger  fweil'd  the  volume  of  his  face, 
Flaming,  like  Suns  of  London,  in  a  fog. 

Or  Mrs,  Walfingham  he  fung,  with  ire — 
His  eyes  as  red  as  ferrets'  eyes  with  fire  ; 
His  mighty  foul,  for  vengeance,  all  agog. 

Achilles  thus,  affronted  to   the  beard, 

His  fledge  like  rift,  o'er  Agamemnon,  rear'd, 

And,  down  his  throat,  would  fain  his  words  have  ramm'd  : 
Who,  after  oaths — (a  pretty  decent  volley) — 
And  rating  long  the  Monarch,  for  his  foliy, 

Inform'd  the  '  King  of  Men,'  he  might  be  d— ran'd  ; 
Then  to  his  tent  majeltic  ftrode,  to  Itrum, 
And  fcrape  his  anger  out,  on  Tweedie-dum. 

"  He  moulds  his  harp  (quoth  Tom)to  Manners  mild  ;° 
To  Kings,  for  babe  like  manners,  fimple  ftyl'd, 

And  grac'cl  with  virtues,  that  would  fill  a  tun. 
By  him  the  poet  humbly  makes  a  leg, 
Who,  goofe-like,  brooding  o'er  tke  lav'rite  e^^ 

Of  Genius,  gives  the  Phoenix  to  the  Sun  : — 

To  him,  who  for  fuch  eggs  is  always  watching, 
And  never  more  delighted  than  when  hatching; 
Which  makes,  the  number,  offer'd  to  the  Sun, 
So  vaft  ? — why,  verily,  as  thick  as  peas — 
That  people  may  coliecF,  with"  equal  eafe. 
A  thoujand  noble  inilances,  as  one. 

What  numbers  Wifdom  to  his  care  hath  given  ! 

All  hatch 'd  '. — foroe  living — others  gone  to  heaven  ! 
Thus,  in  the  *  Pinnick's  neit  the  Cuckow  lays  ; 

Then,  eafy  as  a  Frenchman,  takes  her  flight  : 
Due  homage,  to  the  eggs,  the  Pinnick  pays, 

And  brings  the  little  lubbers  into  light. 

f  Wyne/lay. 

X  The  Quarrel  between  the  Knight,  and  the  Lady  tuas  a 
wonderful  one — Tantame  animis  cceleftibus  ine  ? 

*  A  Bird,fo  called,  infomc countries,  that  attends  upon  the 
Wife  Bird,  and  feeds  him. 
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The  modern  Poet  fmgs.  (quoth  Tom  again) 

Of  Monarch*  who,  with  economic  lury, 
Force  all  the  tuneful  world  to  Tot'n'am  Lane, 

And  lock  up  ail  the  doors  of  harmlefs  Drury. f 
Say,  why  this  curfe  on  Drury's  harmlefs  door, 

That  thus,  in  anger,  M— j — y  fliould  lock  it  ? 
Mufe,  are  the  Tot'n'am-Street  iubfcribers  poor  ? 

Will  Drury  keep  fome  pence  from  Tot'n'am's  pocket  ? 
Doth  threading  bankruptcy  extend  a  gloom, 
O'er  the  proud  walls  of  Tot'n'am's  regal  room  ? 
Ferchance,  'tis  Mara's  long,  that  gives  offence  '. 

Hinc  UUe  tacrymsa  .'— O  dear  '. — oh  dear  \ 
The  long,  that  once  could  charm  the  r — 1  fenfe,  « 

Delights,  alas  '.  no  more  the  royal  ear, 
Gods  \  can  a  guinea  deaden  ev'ry  note, 
And  make  the  .Nightingale's,  a  Raven's  Throat  ? 

But  let  me  give  his  M — j — y  a  hint, 

Frefh  from  my  brain's  prolific  mint — ■ 
Suppofe,  we  Amateurs  mould  in  a  fury, 

juit  take  in  our  John-Bull-heads  to  fay, 

(And  lo  !  'tis  very  probable  we  may) — 
"  We  will  have  Oratorios  at  Drury  i  " 

How  mult  he  look  ? — Blank — wonderfully  blank  ! 
And  think  fuch  Speech  an  Intuit  on  his  ivank. 
What  could  he  do  ? — Oppofe  with  iro-fo  hot  ? 
I  think  bis  -  1— j — y  had  better  nut  i 

Kings  fhould  be  never  in  the  wrong  * — 
They  never  are,  fome  wii  :-acres  declare — 
Po'n  I  fuch  a  fpeech  may  do  for  birth-ciay  Song  ; 
But  inai.es  E7>,  Fhilofophic  ?tuult,Jtare  ■' 
Vol.  I.  N 

f  Z$i?  Oratories  were  to  have  he  en  performed  at  Hrvry~lan% 
i?i  this  Tsar,  wider  the  conduct  of  Mr.  LLnley,  and  Li . 
Arnold.  Madam  Ma. -a  was  to,  have  exhibited  her  amazing 
Powers.  Thu  would  have  b.  ?n -a  Death-Jhoketo  the  Pigmy 
Performance  in  Totie?ibam-Coi,i  i  Road,  lion  'Jbcnld  the  tig. 
mybejaved  ? — By  killing  the  .  iant  \~-~ana  lo  :  his  Death- 
warrant  hath   been  Jigned,   By  what  Power   of  the  Conjli- 

tution  S    None  ! Can   the   Grand    Monarque  do    mote  ? 

Quicquid  delirant  Reges,  plecluntur  Achivi. 

*  Tett  let  us  give  an  Infiance    of  wrong  proceeding A 

certain  K~and  ^-~ ,  in/lead  of  having  Concerts  at  their  Pa- 
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I  know  a  certain  owner  of  a  C— n, 

Not  quite  a  hundred  miles  from  Windfor  Town, 

Who  harbour'd  of  his  neighbour,  horrid  notions 

A  Widow  Gentlewoman — who,  he  faid, 
Popp'd  from  her  Window  ev'ry  day,  her  head, 

Impertinent,  to  watch  his  royal  motions. 

"  What  ?  what  ?  ("quoth  M— j-  y)  I'll  teach  her  eyes, 

"  To  take  my  motions  by  furprife 

"  One  cannot  breakfaft,  dine,  drink  tea,  nor  fup, 

"  But,  whip  !  the  woman's  head  at  once  is  out,- 

"  To  fee,  and  hear,  what  we  are  all  about. 

"  I'll  cure  her  of  that  trick — and  block  her  up." 

Mad,  as  his  Military  Grace,* 
For  fortifying  ev'ry  place, 

From  dock- yards,  to  a  neceflary-houfe 

The  M ch  dreamt  of  nothing  but  the  Wall > 

The  faucy  Spit  in  petticoats  to  maul, 
And  make  her  eagle  Pride  crawl,  like  a  Loufe. 

Now,  workmen  came,  with  formidable  flones, 

To  block  up  the  poor  Widow  Jones— — 
Who  mark'd  this  dread  blockade,  and  with  a  frown, 

And  to  the  caufe  of  freedom  true 

One  of  the  old  hen's  chicks,  fo  blue, 
Faft  as  the  K —  built  up,  the  Pame  puli'd  down. 

lace,  in  the  Style  of other  Princes,  fiich  as  the  King  oj 'Trance \ 
the  Emperor,  the  Emprefs  of  Ruffia,  U?c.  have  entered  into-. 
a  private  fubfeription  for  a  Concert,  in  a  pit/fid  Street— - 
They  pay  their  Six  Guineas  a-piece  ;  and,  what  is  more  ex-% 
traordiuary,  get  in  their  children,  as  we  are  told,  gratis  ! 
IVhat  isjtill  more  extraordinary,  they  have  entered  into  a 
Bend  for  Borrowing  Two  Thonfand  Founds  for  putting  the 
Houfe  into  decent  Repair— ft  for  the  Reception  of  the  K — . 
ofthefirjt  Empire  upon  Earth.  Of  whom  has  this  Money 
been  borrowed  .s  Marvelling  Reader  .'  of  the  poor  Mufcians* 
Fund  ■' — which  Money  might  have  been  placed  out  at  a  much 
fuperior  Advantage.  Let  me  add,  that  the  Suhfcribers  order 
'u  formal  Rehearfal  previous  to  every  Concert  ;  fo  that,  in 
fail,  they  get  a  double  Concert  for  their  Money  ; — undoubt- 
edly, to  the  vajl  Satisfa&ion  of  the  Fingers  of  the  happy 
Cramer,  Borghi,  Shield  Ctrvetto,  i?c.  who,  in  this  luflancc, 
earn  their  money  not  very  mil  ike  1 he  patient  and  labourious 
■  tf  railed  a  Dray-korie.         *  Dtikc  of  Richmond. 
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*Twas  up — 'twas  clown — 'twas  up  again — 'twas  down 
Much  did  the  country  with  this  battle  ring, 
Between  the  valiant  Widow  and  the  K — , 

That  admiration  rais'd,  in  Windfor  Town  : 

The.  mighty,  battling  Broughtons,  and  the  Slacks, 

Ne'er  knew  more  Money  betted  on  their  Backs. 

Sing,  heav'nly  Mufe,  how  ended  this  affray  ! — 
Jiift  as  it  happens,  faith,  nine  times  in  ten, 
When  Dames,fo  fpirited,  engage  with  Men 

That  is — the  valiant  Widow  won  the  day. 

The  K —  could  not  the  Woman  maul  ; 

But  found  himfelf  mod  fhamefully  defeated  : 

Then,  very  wifely  he  retreated, 
And  very  prudently  gave  up  the  Wall. 

Now  ling,  O  Mufe,  the  warlike  Ammunition, 
Us'd  by  the  Dame,  in  her  befieg'd  condition, 

That  on  the  holt  of  vile  Invaders  flew  : 

Say,  did  no  God  nor  Goddefs  cry  out  *  Shame  '.' 
And  nobly  haften  to  relieve  the  Dame 

From  fuch  a  refolute  and  hoilile  crew  ? 

Yes — Neptune,  like  her  Guardian  Angel,  kind, 
Join'd  the  poor  Widow  Jones,  and  ran  up  flairs  ; 
There  fiercely  caught  up  certain  Earthen  Ware?, 

I  Leas'd  his  fav'rite  element  to  find, 
Bid,  or.  their  heads,  the  briny  torrents  flow, 
And  -.vafh'd,  like  Shags,  the  Combatants  below. 

The  Goddefs  Cloacina,  too,  10  hearty, 

d  to  the  Widow's  houfe,  and  join'd  the  party. 
But  fay,  what  Ammunition  fill'd  her  hand, 

Much  glory  for  the  Widow  to  acquire. 
And  give  to  public  fcorn  the  daring  band  ? 

What  xh&tjlrong  Ammunition  was,  the  bard 
Heard  as  a  fecret — therefore,  muft  not  tell  : 

Nor  would  ht,  for  a  thoufand  pounds  reward, 
To  Beaux  reveal  it,  or  the  fweeteft  Belle. 

Yet  Nature,  poffibly,  hath  made  afnout, 

Bleft  with  fagacity  to  fmell  it  out. 

Reader,  don't  ft  and,  fo  flaring  like  a  calf — 
Thy  gaping  attitude  provokes  my  laugh — 
Thou  think'fr,  that  Monarchs  never  can  act  ill : 
Get  thy  head  fuav'd,  thou  fool  '.  or  think  fo  ftill : 
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Whether  thou  deem'ft  my  ftory  fahe  or  true, 

I  value  not  a  Rufh. 
Wilt  have  another  ? — "  No.'* — Nay,  prithee  do. 

"  I  wont." — Thou  (halt,  by  Heav'ns  '.  fo  prithee  hufh, 

But  ere  I  give  the  Tale,  my  tuneful  bride, 
My  Lady  Mufe,  mall  talk  of  Kings  and  Pride. 
Some  Kings  on  Thrones  are  children  on  the  Lap — 

Children,  that  all  of  us  fee  ev'ry  day — 
Brats,  that  kick,  fquall,  and  quarrel  with  their  Pap, 

Tearing  and  fwearing,  they  will-have  their  way  : 
And  what,  too,  their  great  reputation  rifles, 
Kings  quarrel,  juft  like  children,  about  Trijles. 

Moreover — 'tis  a  terrible  affair, 

For  Kingly  Worfliip,  to  be  kick'd  by  Fellows, 
Who,  probably,  feed  half  their  time  on  air, 

Mending  old  Kettles,  or  old  Bellows. 

My  Lady  Pride's  a  very  lofty  Being, 

Much  pleas'd  with  people's  fcraping,  bowing,  kneeling, 

Fruitful  in  Egotifms,  and  full  of  brags — 

Her  Ladyfnip  in  nought,  can  brook  denial  ; 

And,  as  for  Iniult,  'tis  a  killing  Trial, 
And,  more  especially  from  men  of  Rags. 

For  Pride — (fuch  is  her  Statelinefs,  alas  !) — 
Rattier  than  feel  the  kickings  of  an  Afs, 
Would  calmly  put  up  with  a  Leg  of  Horje  ; 
Though  pelting  her  with  fifty  times  the  force  : 
Nay,  though  her  brains  came  out  upon  the  ground — 
Were  brains,  within  her  head-piece,  to  be  found. 


A    KING    AND    A    BRICK- MAKER. 

A      TALE. 

A  KING,  near  Pimlico,  with  Nofe  and  State, 
Did  very  much  a  neighb'ring  Erick-kiln  hate, 
Becaufe  this  kiln  did  vomit  nafty  fmoke  ; 

Which  fmoke — I  can't  fay  very  neatly  bred, 

Did  very  often  take  it  in  the  head, 
To  blacken  the  Great  houfe,  and  try,  the  K —  to  choke. 

His  facred  Majefty  would,  fputt'ring  fay, 
Upon  a  windy  day, 
"  I'll  make  the  Rafcai  and  his  Brick-kiln  hop — 
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«  P-x  take  the  fmoke— the  fulpbur  !— Zounds  \ 
"  It  forces  down  my  throat  by  pounds — 
"  My  belly  is  a  downright  blackfmith's  fliop." 

One  day,  he  was  fo  pelter'd  by  a  cloud, 

He  could  not  bear  it,  and  thus  bawl'd  aloud, 

"  Go,  (roar'd  his  M y  unto  a  Page — 

Work'd,  like  a  lion,  to  a  dev'lifh  rage) 

"  Go,  tell  the  Rafcal,  who  the  Brick-kiln  owns, 
u  That,  if  he  dares  to  burn  another  brick, 
M  Black  all  my  houfe  like  hell,  and  make  me  fick, 

"  I'll  tear  his  Kiln  to  rags,  and  break  his  bones." 

Gfr  fet  the  Page,  and  foon  his  errand  told  : 
On  which  the  Brick-maker — a  little  bold, 

Exclaim'd,  "  He  break  my  bones,  good  m after  Page  '. 
"  He  fay,  my  Kiln  fha'n't  burn  another  brick, 
"  Becaufe  it  blacks  his  houfe,  and  makes  him  fick  1 

"  Go — give  my  Compliments  to  Mafter's  rage, 
"  And  fay,  more  Bricks  I  am  refolv'd  to  burn  ; 
"  And — (it  the  Smoke  his  Worfhip's  ftomach  tun\) 

"  To  flop  his  Royal  Mouth  and  Snout — 

'•  Nay,  more,  good  Page- — His  M y  fliall  find, 

"  I'll  always  take  th'  advantage  of  the  wind, 

"  And,  dam'me,  try  to  fmoke  him  o?/f." 

Th.'s  \vas  a  dreadful  meffage  to  a  K 

From  a  poor  ragged  Rogue,  that  dealt  in  mud  : 
Yet,  though  fo  impudent  a  thing, 

The  Fellow's Rhet'ric  could  not  be  withftood. 
Stiff,  as  againft  poor  Haftings,  Edmund  Burke, 
This  Brick-maker  went,  tooth  and  uails  to  work, 

And  form'd  a  true  Vefuviu:  on  the  eye  : 
The  fmoke,  in  pitchy  volumes,  roll'd  alona;, 
Rufli'd  thro'  the  royal  dome,  with  fulpher  Itrong, 

And  then  afcending,  darken'd  all  the  iky. 

Thus  did  this  cloud  of  darknefs  daily  (hade 
The  building,  for  the  Lord's  Anointed  made, 

And  biacken'd  it,  like  Pails,  that  grace  a  burying  : 
Thus  was  this  Man  of  Mud  and  Straw  employ 'd, 
And,  at  the  thought  fo  wicked,  overjoy'd, 

Of  fmoking  his  Liege  Sov'reign  like  a  Herring  : 

Of  ferving  him,  as  we  do  parts  of  Swine, 
Thought,  with  green  peas,  a  difh  extremely  fine. 
N  2 
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But  lo  !  this  baneful  Rogue  of  Brick, 

Fell,  for  bis  Sov'reign  fotunately,  lick, 

And,  ere  the  wretch  could  pleafe  his  fpleen  and  piidc, 

Of  turning  Monarchs  into  Bacon — died. 


THE  modern  Bard,  (quoth  Tom)  fublimely  fings, 
Of  fharp  and  prudent  economic  Kings, 
Who  rams,  and  ewes,  and  lambs,  and  bullocks  feed, 
And  pigs,  oi  ev'ry  fort  of  breed  : 

— Of  Kings,  who  pride  themfelves  on  fruitful  fows  ; 

Who  fell  fkimm'd  milk,  and  keep  a  guard  fo  flout, 

To  keep  the  geefe,  the  thieviih  rafcals,  out, 
That,  ev'ry  morning,  us'd  to  fuck  the  *  Cows; 

— Of  Kings,  who  f  cabbages  and  carrots  plant, 

For  fuch,  as  wholelbme  vegetables  want ; — 
Who  feed,  too,  poultry,  for  the  people's  fake, 

Then  fend  it  tfcro'  the  villages  in  carts, 

To  cheer  (how  wond'rous  kind)  the  hungry  hearts, 
O:  f.icii  as  only  pay  for  what  they  take. 

The  Poet  now,  quoth  Tom's  rare  Lucubration, 
Singeth  Commercial  Treaties — Commutation — 
Taxes  on  Paint,  Pomatum,  Milk  of  Rofes, 

Olympian  Dew,  Gloves,  Sticking-Plafter,  Hats, 
Quack  Med'cines  for  fick  Chrifiians,  and  found  Rats9 
And  all,  that  charms  our  eyes,  or  mouths,  or  nofes. 

The  modern  Bard,  fays  Tom,  fublimely  fings, 

Of  virtuous,  gracious,  good,  uxorious  Kings, 
Who  love  their  wives,  io  conitant,  from  their  heart, 

Who,  down  at  Wind  for,  daily  go  a  mopping— 

Their  heads.,  fo  lovely,  into  houfes  popping, 
And  doing  wonders  in  the  haggling  art. 

.And  why,  in  God's  Name,  fhould  not  Queens  and  Kings, 
Porchafe  a  comb  or  corkfcrew,  lace  for  cloaks, 

Edging  for  caps,  or  tape  for  apron-firings, 
Or  pins,  01  bobbin,  cheap  as  other  folks  ? 

*  Is  it  pojibla  for  this  Story  to  be  true  ?  We  would  rather 
give  it  cis  apocryphal. 

f  M.  Wartonjayx  in  his  Ode,  "  Who  plant  the  Civic  Bay," 
— but  he  ajfuredly  meant  Cabbages  and  Carrots  :~the  Faft 
fro  ves  it. 
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Reader  '.  to  make  thine  eyes  with  wonder  Hare, 

Farthings  are  not  beneath  the  Royal  care  1 
Farthings  are  helplefs  children  of  a  guinea  : 

If  not  well  watch'd,  they  travel  to  their  coil  ; 
For  lo !  each  copper-vifag'd  little  Ninney, 

Is  very  apt  to  ftray,  and  to  be  loft. 
Extravagance  I  never  dar'd  defend — 
I'd  have  a  Monarch  lave  a  candle-end  ; 
Since  'tis  an  axiom  fure,  the  more  folks  fwoe, 
The  more,  indifputably,  they  mull  have. 
Crown'd  heads,  Qtfavirtg,  fliould  appear  examples  ; 
And  Britain  really  boalls  two  pretty  famples  ! 

The  modern  Poet  fings,  quoth  Tom  again, 
Of  fweet  Excifemen,  an  obliging  train, 

Who,  like  our  Guardian  Angels,  watch  our  boufes, 
And  add  another  civil  obligation, 
That  addeth  greatly  to  our  reputation — 

Hug,  in  our  abfences,  our  loving  fpoufes. 

Reader  !   when  tir'd,I'm  fond  of  taking  breath. — 
Now,  as  thou  doft  admire  the  true  fublime, 
And,  confequently,  my  immortal  rhyme, 

'Tis  clear,  thou  never  can'ft  dehre  my  death  : — 

Swans,  in  their  fongs,  moft  mufically  die — 
If  that's  the  cafe  then,  Reader,  fo  might  /. 
Let  me  then  join  my  wifhes — ftay  my  rapture, 
And  nurfe  my  lungs,  to  fing  a  fecond  chapter. 


Vjtr 


IN     CONTINUATION. 


ANT  me  an  honeft  Fame,  or  grant  me  none,' 
Says  Pope — (I  don't  know  where) — a  little  liar  ; 

Who,  if  he  prais'd  a  man,  twas  in  a  tone, 

That  made  hisPraife  like  bunches  of  Sweet  Briar, 

Which,  whilft  apleafing  Fragrance  it  beftows, 

Pops  out  a  pretty  prickle  on  your  noi'e. 

Were  fane  Folks  to  exclaim,  wdio  fill  a  throne, 

"  Grant  me  an  honeft  Fame,  or  grant  me  nene  1" 
Such  Prinzes  were  upon  the  'orlorn    hope — 

Soon,  very  focn,  tc  Reputation,  dead, 
Their  idle  Laureats,  faith,  might  fluit  up  fliop, 

And  bid  their  lofty  Genius  go  to  bed, * 


(     Ho    ) 
Mufe,  this  is  nil  well  faid  ;  but  not  t'offend  ye, 

rbeg  you  will  not  cultivate  digreffion — 
Piead  not  the  Poet's quidlibet  audendi  ; 

For  furely  there  are  limits  to  th'  expreffion, 
Then  ceafe  to  wanton  thus  in  Epifode, 
And  tell  the  World  of  Mr.  Wart  on' s  Ode. 

The  modern  Poet,  Laureat  Thomas  fays, 

To  Botany's  grand  111  and  tunes  his  lays, 
Fix'd  for  the  Swains  and  Damfels  or  St.  Giles, 

Whofe  knowledge  in  the  Hocus  Pocus  art. 

Bids  them  from  Britain  fpmewhat  fudden  ftart. 
To  teach  to  fouthern  climes,  their  myftic  wiles  : 

Improve  the  wifdom  of  the  Common-Weal, 
And  teach  the  fimple  natives  how  to  ileal, 
The  picklock  fciences,  fo  dark,  explain, 
And  to  ingenious  murder  turn  each  brain. 

Quoth  Tom  again — the  modern  Poet  fings, 
Of  fweet,  good-natur'd,  inofFenfive  Kings  ; 
Who,  by  a  miracle,  efcap'd  with  life — 
Efcap'd  a  damfel's  moll  tremendous  knife  : 
A  knife  that  had  been  taught,  by  toil  and  art, 
To  pierce  the  bowels  of  a  pie  or  tart. 

Thus,  having  giv'n  a  full  difplay, 
Of  what  our  Laureat  fays,  or  meant  to  fay  ; 
I'll  beg  of  Thomas  to  inftruc"l  my  ears, 
Why,  in  hh  verfes,  he  mould  call 
The  Knights  who  grae'd  the  high-arch'd  Hall, 
A  fet  of  *  Bears  ? 

Why  the  bold  fteel-clad  Knights  of  elder  days 

Are  not  intitled  to  a  little  praile, 
Who,  for  God's  caufe,  did  palace,  houfe,  and  hut  fell, 

As  well  as  Monarchs  of  the  prefent  date, 

Whofe  dear  Religion,  of  which  Poets  prate, 
Might  lodge,  without  much  fqueezing,  in  a  nut-fhell  \ 

*'  What  King  hath  fmall  Religion  ? — (thou  repiieft) — 
«'  If  G the  Th...  thou  meaneil— Bard,  thou  lieil." 

Hold,  Thomas — not  fo  furious — I  know  things, 
That  add  not  to  the  Piety  of  K — gs. 

*  Vide  the  word  Savage,  in  the  La  ur  cat's  Ode  for  the 
New  2  ear. 


(     t4x     ) 

Pve  feen  a  K — g  at  Chapel,  I  declare, 
Yawn,  gape,  laugh,  in  the  middle  of  a  pray  V 
When  inwards  his  lad  optics  ought  to  roll 
To  view  the  dark  condition  of  his  fcul ; 
Catch  up  an  opera  glafs,  with  curious  eye, 
(Forgetting  God)  iome  granger's  phiz  to  fpy  ; 
As  tho'  dellrous  to  obferve,  ii  Heav'n 
Had  Chriltian  features  to  the  vifage  giv'n  ; 
Then  turn  (for  kind  communication,  keen) 
And  tell  fome  new-found  wonders  to  the  Qj—  n. 

"  Ah  !  Peter,  Peter,"  Laureat  Thomas  cries, 
"  Thou  haft  no  Fear  of— Kings,  before  thy  Eyes  ; 
"  Great — Little — all,  with  thee,  are  equal  jokes, 
"  And  mighty  Monarchs,  merely  common  folks. 

"  Ah  !  wicked,  wicked,  wicked  Peter,  know" ■ 

Know  what  ? — "  That  Monarchs  are  not  merely  Sbd-w  i 

"  Souls  they  poflefs,  and  on  a  glorious  Scale." • 

To  this  I  anfwer,  Thomas,  with  a  Tale. 

A  Duke  of  Burgundy,  (I  know  not  which) 
Thus,  on  a  certain  time  addrei's'd  a  Poet — 

"  I'm  much  afraid  of  that  fame  fcribbling  Itch — 
"  You've  Wit — but  pray  be  cautious  how  you  ihow  it  ; 

"  Say  nothing  in  your  rhymes  about  a  iving — 

"  If  Praiie,  'tis  Lies — if  Blame,  a  dang'rous  thing," 

That  is,  the  Duke  believ'd  the  King,  uncivil, 
Might  kick  the  faucy  poet  to  the  Devil. 

T.  W. 
Feter,  there's  Odds  'twixt  flaring  and  ftark  mad— 

P.  P. 
"Who  dares  deny  it  ? — So  there  is  egad  ! 

T.  W. 
Thou  think'ft  no  Prince,  of  Common  Senfe  poffeft-r— 

P.  P. 

Thomas,  thou  art  miftaken,  I  proteft — 

On  Stanijlaus,  the  Mule  could  pour  her  ftrain, 

Who,  dying,  funk  a  Sun  upon  Lorraine: 

Too,  like  the  parted  Sun,  with  glory  crown'd — 

He  fill'd,  with  Blufhes  deep,  th'  Horizon  round. 

Fred'ric  the  Great,  who  died  the  other  day, 

Had  for  himfelf,  indeed,  a  deal  to  fay. 


(     M*     ) 

We  muft  not  touch  upon  the  King's  Belief — 
Becaufe  (I  fear)  he  feldom  faid  his  pray'rs — 

Nor  dare  we  fay,  the  Hero  was  no  Thief, 
Becaufe  he  plunder'd  ev'ry  Body's  Waies. 

I'm  told  the  Emperor  is  vafcly  wife — 

And  hope,  that  Madame  Fame  hath  not  told  Lies  : 

Yet  in  his  Difputatiuns  with  the  Dutch, 

The  Monarch's  Oratory  was  not  much  : 

Full  many  a  trope,  from  Bayonet  and  Drum 

He  threaten'd-^-but,  behold  !  'twas  all  a  Hum. 

Wife  are  our  gracious  jQj \fuberb  Relations, 

The  Pride  and  Envy  of  the  German  nations — 

People  ofFafhion,  Worfhip,  Wealth  and  State — 

Lo  !  what  demand  for  them,  in  Heav'n,  of  late  '. 

Lo  !  with  his  knapfack,  ev'n  juft  now  departed, 

As  fine  a  Soldier,  faith  as  ever  ftarted — 

Whom  Death  did  almoft  dread  to  lay  his  claws  on — 

Old  Captain — what's  his  Name  ?  *  Saxehilberghaufen  : 

For  whom  (with  zeal,  for  Folks  of  Worfhip,  burning) 

We  once  again  are  blacken'd  up  by  mourning; 

To  fhow,  by  glove,  cloth,  ribbon,  crape  and  fan, 

A  peck  of  trouble  for  th'  old  Gentleman. 

Good  lack-a-daife  then  '.  what  dozens 

Our  0—  hath  got  of  Uncles,  Aunts,  and  Coufins  I 
Egad,  if  thus  thofe  folks  continue  dying, 

Each  Briton,  doom'd  to  difmal  black, 

Mult  always  bear  a  hearfe-like  back, 
And,  like  Heraclitus,  be  always  crying. 

Great  is  the  Northern  Emprefs,  I  ronfefs ! 

Much,  in  her  humour  like  our  good  Queen  Befs  ; 
She  keeps  her  fair  Court-Dames  from  getting  j  drunk  ; 

And  all  fo  temperate   herfelf,  folks  fay, 

Sac  fcarctly  drinks  a  dozen  drams  a  day  ; 
And,  in  Love  matters,  is  a  CHieen  of fpunk  : 

And  when  on  Horfeback — lo  !  with  manljt  J 

This  brave  Semiramis  doth  fit  ajlride  ! 

*  Great  Uncle  to  our  mojl  gracious  Q--  He  died  in  the 
Emperor's  Service. 

f  At  an  Ajfembly.yfome  years  finte,  at  Pete rjburgh,  which 
was  honoured  with  the  Emprefs's  Prefence,  one  of  the  Rule* 
"  was,  "  That  no  Ladyjhould  come  drunk  into  the  Room." 


(    Hi  ) 

Yet  like  I  not  Inch  Woman  for  a  Wife — 
Such  Heroines,  in  a  matrimonial  ftrifo, 

Might  hammer,  from  one's  tender  head,  hard  notes  J 
I  own  my  delicacy  is  lb  great, 
I  cannot  in  difpute,  with  rapture  meet 

Women,  who  look  like  men  in  petticoacs. 

Oft,  in  a  learn'd  difpute  upon  a  Cap, 

By  way  of  An  fiver,  one  might  have  a  Slap  — 
F'rhaps  on  a  fimple  petticoat  or  gown — 

Nay  !   poffibly,  on  Madam's  being  hifid  .' 
And  really,   I  would  rather  he  knock'd  down, 

By  Weight  of  Argument,  than  Weight  of  Fiji* 

I  like  not  Dames,  whofe  converfation  runs 

On  battles,  lieges,  mortars,  and  great  guns — 
The  milder  beauties  win  my  feften'd  foul, 

Who  look  for  faihions  with  defiring  eyes ; 
Pleas'd,  when  on  nvigs  the  converfations  roll, 

Cork-rumps,  and  Merry  thoughts,  and  Lover's  fighs> 
JLo-ve  /  when  I  marry,  give  me  not  an  Ox— 
I  hate  a  Woman  like  a  Sentry-box  ; 
Nor  can  I  deem  the  Dame  a  charming  creature, 
Whole  hard  face  holds  an  oath  in  ev'ry  feature. 
In  Women — Angels  fweetnefs  let  me  fee — 
No  galloping  Horfe-Godmothers  for  me , 
I  own,  I  cannot  brool;  fuch  manly  Belles, 
As  Mademoifelie  ]J'£on,  and  Hannah  Snells. 
Yet  men  are  there,  (howitrange  are  Love's  decrees  !  \ 
Whom  vulgar  couife,  Jack-Gentlewoman  pleafe. 

How  different,  Sylvia,  from  thy  form  fo  fair  ! 

That  triumphs  in  a  love-mrpiring  air  ; 
Superior  beaming,  gv'n  where  tbouiands  fhine — 

Thy  form  !   where  all  the  tender  Graces  play, 

That,  blufliing,  fsem  in  ev'ry  fmile  to  fay, 
H  Behold!  we  boafl  an  origin   divine!"— 

See  to  the  Queen  of  France — a  Gem  I  ween  '. 

With  rev'rence,  let  me  hail  that  charming  <^ueen, 
Blifs  to  the  King,  and  luftre  to  her  race  ; 

Though  Venus  gave  of  beauty,  half  her  ftore, 

And  all  the  Graces  bid  a  world  adore — 
Ker  fmalleil  beauties  are  the  charms  of  Face, 

T.  W, 

Peav'xH  !  why  abroad  for  virtues  mufl  you  roam  ? 


p.  p. 

■ofe  I  cannot  find  them,  Tom,  athome. 
I  Keg  your  pardon — Yes — the  Prince  of  Wales, 
(Whole  actions  (mile  contempt  on  Scandal's  tales) 

Ranks  in  the  Mufcs  favour  high — 

I  will)  fome  folks,  that  I  could  name  with  eafe, 
Bleft  with  his  head — bis  heart — bis  pow'rs  to  pleafe- 

Thcn  Pity's  foul  would  ceafe  from  many  a  fi^h, 

The  crouching  Courtiers,  that  furround  a  throne. 
And  learn  to  fpeafc  and  grin  from  one  alone, 

Who  watch,  like  dancing-dogs,  their  Mallei's  nod, 
Are  ready  now,  if  horfe-whipp'd  from  their  places, 
At  Charlton-houfe  to  mow  their  fupple  faces, 

And  call  the  Prince  they  villify,  a  God. 

T.  W. 

Think'ft  thou  not,  Csefar  doth  the  Arts  poffefs  ? 

P.  P. 

Art>  in  abundance  ! — Yes,  Tom — yes,  Torn — yes  \ 

T.  W. 

Think'ft  thou  not,  Cafar  would  each  joy  forego, 
To  make  his  children  happy  ? 

P.  P. 

No,  Tom — no. 
T.  W. 

What  1  not  one  bag,  to  blefs  a  child,  beftow  ? 

P.  P. 

Heav'n  help  thy  folly  ! — No,  Tom — no,  Tom — no  ! 

The  fordid  fouls,  that  Avarice  enflaves. 

Would  gladly  grafp  their  guineas  in  their  Graves : 

Like  that  old  Greek — a  miferable  cur, 

Who  made  himfeif  his  own  executor. 

A  cat  is,  with  her  kittens,  much  delighted  ; 

She  licks  fo  lovingly  their  mouths  and  chins  : 
At  ev'ry  danger,  Lord  !  how  Pufs  is  frighted — 

She  curies  her  back,  and  fwelis  her  tail,  and  grins  : 
Rolls  her  v.  ill  eyes,  and  claws  the  backs  of  curs, 
Who  imeli  too  curious  to  her  children's  furs. 


(     *45     ) 
This  happens  whiiit  her  cats  are  young,  indeed  ; 

But  when gnwn  up,  alas  1  how  chang'd  their  luck! 
No  more  fhe  plays  at  bo-peep  with  her  breed, 

Lies  down,  and,  mewing,  bids  them  come  and  fuck. 

No  more  me  fports  and  pats  them,  frilks  and  purs  ; 
Plays  with  their  little  tails,  and  licks  their  furs; 
But  when  they  beg  her  bleifing  and  embraces, 
Spits,  like  a  dirty  vixen,  in  their  faces. 

Nay,  after  making  the  poor  lambkins  fly. 

She  watches  the  dear  babes,  with  fquinting  eye ; 

And  if  fhe  fpies  them  with  a  bit  of  meat, 

Springs  on  their  property,  and  fleals  their  treat — • 

No  more  a  tender  love  fhe  frems  to  feel — 

The  Dev'l,  for  her,  may  eat  'em  at  a  meal — 

With  all  her  foul — the  jade,  fo  wond'rous  faring, 

Cries,  "  Oft' ! —  you  now  are  at  your  own  beard-fharing.' 

So — to  fome  K — s  this  evil  doth  belong — 
Th'  intelligence  is  good,  I  make  ro  doubt — 

Who  really  love  their  offspring,  when  they're  young  ; 
But  lofe  that  fond  Affection,  when  they're  ftout  ; 

Far  ojT  they  fend  them  —  not  a  Sixpence  give — 

I  wonder,  Thomas,  where  luch  M chs  live  I 

Should  fuch  one,  Thomas,  come  acrofs  thy  way, 
And  for  thy  Flatt'ry  offer  butts  of  fack  ; 

Say  plainly,  that  he  would  difgrace  thy  lay  ; 
And  turning  on  him  thy  Pindaric  back, 

Bid  like  a  Porcupine,  thine  anger  briftle, 

Nor  damn  thy  precious  foul,  to  wet  thy  whiftle. 


CONCLUSION. 


THINK,  not,  Friend  Tom,  I  enty  thee  thy  rhyme, 
By  numbers,  I  allure  the-e,  deem'd  fublime ; 

Or  that  thy  Laureat's  place  my  fpleen  provokes : 
The  King  (good  Man  !)  and  I,  fliould  never  quarrel, 
E'en  though  his  royal  wifdom  gave  tke  laurel 

To  Mr.  Tom  a-Stiles,  or  John  o-Nokes. 

Old-fafhion'd,  a»  if  tutor'd  in  the  Ark. 
I  never  ligh'd  for  Glory's  high  degrees : 
Vol.  I.  O 


(     \A6    ) 

This  very  inftant,  fliould  our  Grand  Monarqu* 
Say,  "  Peter,  be  my  Laureat,  ffyoupleafe."-— * 

"  No,  pleafe  your  Majefty,"  fliould  be  my  anfwer, 
With  fweeteft  deffidence,  and  modeft  grace  : 

'*  The  office  fuits  a  more  ingenious^man,  Sir  ; 

"  In  God's  name,  therefore,  let  him  have  the  place 

"  Unlike  the  Poets,  'tis  my  vaft  affliction, 

"  To  be  a  referable  hand  at  Fittion. 

"  But,  Sir,  I'll  find  fome  Lyric  undertaker, 

**  Acroftic,  Rebus,  or  Canfcndrum-Maker, 

"  Who  oft  hath  rode  old  Pegaius,  fo  fiery, 

a  And  won  the  fweepftakes  in  the  Lady's  Diary  4 

"  Such,  Sire,  in  poetry  (hall  hitch  your  name, 

*•  And  do  fufficient  jaftice  to  your  fame." 


APOLOGETIC  POSTSCRIPT 

T  O 

ODE  UPON  ODE. 


Principibus  placuiffe  viris  non  ultima  laus  eft. 

HORACf. 

The  Bard  whofe  verfe  can  charm  the  Beji  cfKingst 
Performeth  mojl  extraordinary  things  1 


PETER  nobly  acknowledged  error,  fufpe&eth  an  interfer- 
ing devil,  and  fupplicateth  his.. reader — He  boafteth,  wit- 
tily parodieth,  and  moit  learnedly  quoteth  a  Latin  Poet- 
He  fheiveth  much  affection- for  Kings,  illuftrating  it  by  a 
beautiful  fimile — Peter  again  waxeth  witty — Refolution 
declared  for  rhyme,  in  confequence  of  encouragement  from 
our  two  Univerfities — Peter  wickedly  accufed  of  King- 
roafting  ;  fefuteth  the  malevolent  charge  by  a  moft  apt 
illuftration — Peter  criticifeth  the  blunders  of  the  ftars — 
Peter  replyeth  to  the  charges  brought  againft  him  by  the 
world — He  difplayeth  great  Bible  knowledge,  and  maketh 
a  ihrewd  obfervation  on  King  David,  Uriah,  and  the  fheep, 
fuch  as  no  commentator  ever  made  before — Peter  chal- 
lenged courtiers  to  equal  his  intrepidity,  and  proveth  his 
iuperiority  of  courage  by  giving  a  delectable  tale  of  dump- 
lings— Peter  anfwereth  the  unbelief  of  a  vociferous  world, 
— declareth  totis  veribvs  love  for  Kings — Peter  peepeth. 
into  futurity,  and  telleth  the  fortune  of  the  Prince  ofWalfs 
— He  defcanteth  on  the  high  province  of  the  ancient  Poets, 
and  difplayeth  clafiieal  erudition — Peter  holdeth  confer- 
ence with  a  Quaker — Peter,  as  ufual,  turneth  rank  egotift 
—He  telleth  ftrange  news  relating  to  Majefty  and  Pepper 
Arden — Peter  apologifeth  for  impudence  by  a  tale  of  a 
French  King — Peter,  imitating  Ovid,  who  was  tranfported 
t§r  Ms  impudent  ballads,  talketh  to  his  ode— Sugge&eth.a 


(     H«     ) 
rgyal  anfwer  to  (5de  and  ode-faclors — Happily  felcfieth  a 
ftory  of  King  Canute,  illustrating  the   danger  of  flopping 
the  mouths  of  Poets  with  halters,  See.   inftead   of  meat- 
Peter  coucludeth  with  a  wife  obiervation. 


R 


EADER,  I  folemnly  proteft, 
I  thought,  that  I  had  work'd  up  all  my  rhyme  ! 
What  ftupid  Demon  hath  my  brain  poffefs'd? — - 
I  prithee,  pardon  me  this  tiirte. 

.Afford  thy  patience,  through  more  Ode  ; 
'Tis  not  a  vaft  extent  of  road  ; 

Together  let  us  gallop  then  along  : 
Moft  nimbly  fh  all  old  Pegafus,  my  hack,  flir.— , 

To  drop  the  image —  prithee  hear  more  fong, 
Some, '  more  lajl  words  of  Mr.  Baxter*' 

A  wond*rous  fav'rite  of  the  tuneful  throng, 
Sublimely  great  are  Peter's  powr's  of  fong  : 
His  nerve  or"  futire,  too,  fo  very  tough, 
Strong  without  weaknefs,  without  foftnefs  rough. 

What  Horace  faid  of  ftreams  in  eafy  lay, 

The  marv'ling  world  of  Peter's  tongue  may  fay  ; 

His  fcongue  fo  copious,  in  a  flux  of  metre, 

"JuABITUR      ET      LaBETUR  '." 


ODE. 

WORLD,  flop  thy  mouth  !— I  am  refolv'd  to  rhyme  ; 
I  cannot  throw  away  a  vein  fublime. 

If  I  may  take  the  liberty  to  brag, 
I  cannot,  like  the  fellow  in  the  Bibie, 
'"Venting  upon  his  mafler  a  rank  lible, 

Conceal  my  talent  in  a  rag. 

Rings  mud  continue  Hill  to  be  my  theme— 

Eternally  of  Kings  I  dream  ; 
As  beggars,  ev'ry  night  (we  mud  fuppofe-) 

Dream  of  their  vermine  in  their  beds  ; 
Becaufe,  as  ev'ry  body  knows, 

Such  thing*  are  always  running  in  their  heads. 

Besides — were  I  to  write  of  common  folks, 

No  loul  would  buy  my  rhymes,  fo  ftrange  and  jokes : 


(    *49     ) 

Then,  what  becomes  of  mutton,  beef,  and  pork  ?-— 
Kow  would  my  mafticating  mufcles  work.  ? 

Indeed,  I  dare  not  fay,  they  would  be  idle  : 

Eat— like  my  Fegaius'  chops,  fo  ftout, 
Who  plays  and  wantons  with  his  bridle, 

And  nobly  flings  the  foam  about — 

So  mine  would  work — "on  what?"  my  reader  cries, 
With  a  flretch'd  pair  of  unbelieving  eyes. — 
Heav'a  help  thy  moil  un-penetrating  wit ! — 
On  a  hard  morfel— hunger's  iron  bit  ! 

By  all  the  rhyming  Goddeffes  and  Gods  '. 
I  will — I  miifl  perlift  in  Odes  ; 

And  not  a  power  on  .earth  fhall  hinder— 
I  hear  both  *  Univerfities  exclaim, 
"  Peter,  it  is  a  glorious  road  to  fame  : 

"  Exge,  Poet  a  magne  .' — well  laid  Pindar  '. 

Yet,  fome  approach,  with  apoftolic  face, 
And  cry,  "  O  Peter,  what  a  want  of  grace, 

"  Thus,  in  thy  rhyme,  to  roaft  a  King  1" — 
I  roajl  a  Ki?ig  '. — By  heav'ns,  'tis  not  a  fadl — ■ 
I  fcorn  inch  wicked  and  ditloyal  act — 

Who  dares  aitert  it,  fays  a  lland'rous  thing, 

&ear  what  I  have  to  fay  of  kings. — 

If  un-fublime  they  deal  in  childilh  things, 

And  yield  not,  of  reform,  a  ray  of  hope  ; 
Each  mighty  Monarch  ftraight  appears  to  me 
A  roafter  of  himfelf — Felo  deft- — 

1  only  acVas  Cook,  and  dijh  him  up. 

Reader  !  another  limile,  as  rare — 

My  verfes  form  a  fort  of  bill  of  fare, 

Informing  gueifs,  what  kind  of  flefli  and  lifli 

Is  to  be  found  within  each  difh  ; 

That  eating  people  may  not  be  miftaken, 

And  take,  for  ortolan,  a  lump  of  bacon. 

O  2 

*  Tije  violence  of  the  UniveVfities,  on  this  occafion,  may 
probably  arije  from  the  contempt  thrown  on  them,  by  his  Ma- 
jefiy's  fending  the  Royal  children  to  Gottingen  for  education  : 
but  have  not  their  Mhjeflfs  amply  made  it  up  to  Oxford,  by 
a  vi/it  to  that  celebrated  fetnihary — and  is  not  Cambridge  to 
receive  the  fame  honour  ,«" 


(     *5°     ) 
Whenever  I  have  heard  of  Kings, 

Who  place,  in  goflipings  and  news,  their  pride, 
And  knowing  family  concerns — mean  things  : — 
Very  judicicudy,  indeed,  I've  cried, 
"  I  wonder, 
"  How  their  blind  flars  could  make  fo  grofs  a  blunder  '. 
"  Inftead  of  fitting  on  a  throne, 

"  In  purple,  rich — of  ftate  fo  full — 
"  They  fliould  have  had  an  apron  on  ; 
•*  And  feated  on  a  three  legg'd  ftool, 
M  Commanding,  of  dead  hair,  the  lprigs, 
"  To  do  their  duty  upon  wigs, 

"  By  fuch  raiftakes,  is  Nature  often  foil'd- — 
'•  Such  improprieties  fhould  never  fpring. — 

w  Thus  a  fine  chatt'ring  Barber  may  be  fpoil'd, 
"  To  make  a  moft  indiff'rent  King." — 

"  Sir  !  Sir  !  (I  hear  the  world  exclaim) 
"  At  too  high  game  you  impudently  aim — 
"  How  dare  you,  with  your  jokes  and  gibes, 
"  Tread,  like  a  horie,  on  kingly  kibes  ?" — 

Folks,  who  can't  fee  their  errors,  can't  reform  : — 
No  plainer  axiom  ever  came  from  man  : 

And'tis  a  Chriftian's  duty  in  a  ftorm, 
Ttf  Cave  his  linking  neighbour,  if  he  can. 

'Thus  J,  to  Kings,  my  Ode  of  wifdem  pen  ; 

Becaufe  your  Kings,  have  fouls,  like  common  men, 

The  Bible  warrants  me  to  fpeak  the  truth  ; 

Nor,  mealy-mouth'd,  my  tongue  in  filence  keep,— 
Did  not  good  Nathan  tell  that  buckifh  youth, 

David  the  King,  that  he  Hole  fheep  ?. — 

Stole  poor  Uriah's  little  fav'rite  lamb — 
An  ewe  it  chane'd  to  be — and  not  a  ram — 
For  had  it  been  a  ram,  the  royal  glutton 
Had  never  meddled  with  Uriah's  mutton. 

What  modern  Courtier,  pray,  hath  got  the  faofe, 

To  fay  to  Majefty,  «'  O  King, 
'•  At  fitch  a  time,  in  fuch  a  place, 

4*  You  did  a  very  foclilh  thing  ? — 
What  Courtier,  not  a  foe  to  his  own  glory, 
Would  publi(h*of  his  King,  thisfimple  itory  ? — 


APPLE-DUMPLINGS  and  a  KING. 

ONCE  on  a  time,  a  Monarch,  tir'd  with  hooping-, 
Whipping,  and  fpurring, 
Happy  in  worrying 
A  poor,  defencelefs,  harmlefs  buck — 
The  horfe,  and  rider  wet  as  muck — 
From  his  high  confequence  and  wifdom  Hooping, 
Enter'd,  through  curioiity,  a  cot, 
Where  fat  a  poor  old  woman,  with  her  pot. 

The  wrinkled,  blear-ey'd,  good  old"  granny, 
In  this  lame  cot,  illum1d  by  many  a  cranny  ; 

Had  finiih'd  apple  dumplings  for  her  pot. 
In  tempting  row,  the  naked  dumplings  lay  ; 
When,  lo  the  Monarch,  in  his  ufual  way, 

Like  lightning  fpoke,  "  What's  this  ?  what's  this  ? 
"  what  ?   what  r" 

Then  taking  up  a  dumpling  in  his  hand, 
His  eyes,  with  admiration,  did  expand  : 

And  oft  did  Majefty  the  dumpling  grapple — 
"  'Tis  monftrous,  monftrous  haid  indeed  '."  he  cried. 
"  What  makes  it,  pray  lb  hard  ?" — The  dame  replied, 

Low  curt'fying,  "  Pleafe  your  Majefty,  the  apple." 

11  Very  aftonifhing,  indeed  ! — ftrange  thing  '.'* 

{Turning  the  dumpling  round,  rejoin'd  the  King) 

"  'Tis  moft  extraordinary,  then,  all  this  is — 

,r  It  beats  Pinetti's  conj'ring,  all  to  pieces — 

4<  Strange,  ljhould  never  of  a  dumpling  dream  !— 

»'  But,  Goody,  tell  me — where,  where,  where's  the   fearu  ?" 

"  Sir,  there's  no  feam,  (quoth  fhe  I  never  knew, 

u  That  folks  did  apple-dumplings  few." — 

"  No  cried  the  flaring  Monarch  with  a  grin— 

•*  How,  how  the  Devil,  got  the  apple  in  i" 

On  which  the  Dame  the  curious  fcheme  reveal'd 
By  which  the  apple  lay  fo  fly  conceal'd, 

Which  made  the  Solomon  of  Britain  ftart ! 
Who  to  the  Palace  with  full  fpeed  repair'd, 
And  Oueen,  and  Princefies  fo  beauteous,  fcar'd, 

All  with  the  wonders  of  the  Durnnjing  art  \ 


(  *$*  ) 

There  did  he  labour  one  whole  week  to  fhow 
The  wifdora  of  Apple-Dumpling  Maker  ; 

And  lo  1   fo  deep  wasMajefty  in  dough, 
The  Palace  feem'd  the  lodging  of  a  Baker 

READER,  thou  likeft  not  rtiy  tale — look'ft  blue— 
Thou  art  a  Courtier — roareft,  "  Lies  !  lies  1  lies  1"— 
Do,  for  a  moment,  ftop  thy  cries— 

I  tell  thee,  roaring  infidel,  'tis  true. 

Why  fhould  it  not  be  true  ? — The  greateft  men 
May  alk  a  foolifli  queftion,  now  and  then— 

This  is  the  language  of  all  ages — 
Folly  lays  many  a  trap — we  can't  cfcape  it  : 
Nemo  (fays  fome  one)  omnibus  horisjapit  ; 

Then  why  not  Kings,  like  Me,  and  other  iage*  ? 

Far  from  defpifing  Kings,  I  like  the  breed, 

Provided,  king-like  they  behave — 
Kings  are  an  inftrument,  we  need, 

Juil  as  we  razors  want — to  fhave  : 
To  keep  the  State's  face  fmooth — give  it  an  air- 
Like  my  Lord  North's — fo  jolly,  round,  and  fair. 

My  feme  of  Kings  tho'  freely  I  impart ; 

I  hate  not  Royalty — Keav'n  knows  my  heart- 
Princes,  and  PrinceiVes  I  like,  fo  loyal — 

Great  George's  children  are  my  great  delight  : 
The  fweet  Augufta,  and  fweet  Prince  fs  Royal, 

Obtain  my  love  by  day,  and  pray'rs  by  night. 

Yes  !  I  like  Kings  :    and  oft  look  back,  with  pride, 
Upon  the  Edwards.  Harrys,  of  our  Iile — 

Great  fouls  !   in  virtue,  as  in  valour,  tried  '. 

Whofe  actions  bid  the  cheek  of  Britons  fmile. — 

Mufe,  let  us  alfo  forward  look, 

And  take  a  peep  into  Fate's  book. 

Behold  !  the  Sceptre  young  Augujhis  fways  !-— 
I  hear  the  mingled  praife  of  millions  rife  ; 
I  fee,  up-rais'd  to  Heav'ri,  their  ardent  eyes, 

That,  for  their  Monarch,  aik  a  length  oFdajS. 

Bright  in  the  brjghteft  annals  of  renown, 
Behold  fair  Fame  his  youthful  temples  crown, 

With  laurels  of  unfading  bloom  ! 
Behold  Dominion  fv.ell,  beneath  his  care, 
And  Genius, "riling  from  a  dark  defpair, 

His  long-extinguifh'd  fires  relume  \ 


(     'S3     ) 
Such  are  the  Kings,  that  fait  my  tafte,  Io\tn— 

Not  thofe,  where  all  the  littlenefTes  join — 
Whofe  fouls   fliotild  ilart,  to  find  their  lot  a  throne, 

And  blufh  to  lhow  their  notes  on  a  coin. 

Reader — for  fear  of  wicked  applications— >v 
I  now  allude  to  Kings  of  foreign  nations. 

Poets,  (fo  un-impeach'd,  tradition  faysj 

The  fole  hiftorians  were,  of  ancient  days, 
Who  help'd  their  heroes,  Fame's  high  hill  to  clamber  ; 

Penning  their  glorious  acts,  in  language  ftrong ; 

And  thus  preferring,  by  immortal  fong, 
Their  names,  amidft  their  tuneful  amber. 

What  am  /doing  ? — Lord  1  the  very  fame— 

Preferring  many  a  deed  ctefervirig  fame, 
Which  that  old,  lean,  devouringfhark,  cail'd'Time, 

Would,  without  ceremony,  eat — 

In  my  opinion,  far  too  rich  a  treat — 
I  therefore  merit  ftatues,  for  my  rhyme. 

"  All  this  is  Uudable  (a  Quaker  cries) 

**  But  let  grave  Wifdom,  Friend,  thy  verfes  f  ule  : 
"  Put  on  thy  Irony's  two  fqninting  eyes — 

"  Defpife  thy  grinning  monkey,  Ridicule, 

What !  flight  my  fportive  monkey,  Ridicule, 

Who  acts  like  birch  on  boys  at  fchool, 
Neglecting  tenons — truant,  p'rhaps,  whole  weeks  !— 

My  Ridicide,  with  humour  fraught,  and  wit, 

Is  that  fatiric  friend,  a  gouty  fit, 
Which  bites  men  into  health  and  rofy  cheeks. 

A  moral  Mercury,  that  cleanfeth  fouls, 
Of  ills,  that  with  them  play  the  devil — 

Like  Mercury,  that  much  the  pow'r  contrculs 
From  prefents,  gain'd  from  ladies  over-civil. 

Reader,  I'll  brag  a  little,  if  you  plcafe — 

The  ancients  did  fo — therefore,  why  not  I  r— • 

Lo  '.  for  my  wond'rous  cures,  I  aik  no  fees, 
Whillt  other  Doctors  let  their  patients  die  ; 

That  is,  fuck  patients,  as  can't  pay  for  cure— 

A  very  felhih,  wicked  thing,  I'm  fure. 

Now,  though  I'm  foul-phyfici.tn  to  the  King, 
I  never  begg'd  of  him  the  fmalleft  thing, 
For  all  the  threihing  of  my  virtuous  brains : 


(    *54    ) 

Kay,  were  I  my  poor  pocket's  Hate  t'impart— 
So  "well  I  know  my  royal  patient's  heart — 

He  would  not  give  me  two,  pence  for  my  pains. 

But,  hark  !  folks  fay,  the  King  is  very  mad — 
The  news,  if  true,  indeed,  were  very  fad, 

And  far  too  ferious  an  affair  to  mock  it. 
Vet,  how  can  this  agree  with  what  I've  heard, 
That  fo  much,  by  him,  are  my  rhymes  rever'd — 

He  goes  a  hunting  with  them  in  his  pocket  ? 
And  when  thrown  out — which  often  is  the  cafe, 
In  bacon  hunting,  or  of  bucks  the  race — 

My  verfe  fomuch  his  Majefty  bewitches, 
That  out  he  pulls  my  honour'd  Odes, 
And  reads  them,  on  the  turnpike-roads — 

Now  under  trees  and  hedges —  now  in  ditches. 

Hark  !  with  aftoniihment,  a  found  I  hear, 

That  ftrikes  tremendous  on  my  ear 

It  fays,  great  Ardcn,  commonly  call'd  Pepper, 
Of  mighty  George's  thunderbolts  the  keeper, 
Juft  like  of  Jupiter  the  famous  Eagle, 
Is  ordered  out,-to  hunt  me  like  a  beagle. 

But,  eagle  Pepper  give  my  love 
Unto  thy  lofty  mafter,  Mr.  Jove  ; 
And  afk,  how  it  can  fquare  with  his  religion, 
To  bid  thee,  without  mercy,  fall  on, 
With  thy  ihort  fturdy  beak,  and  iron  talon, 
A  pretty,  little,  harmlefs,  cooing  pigeon  ? 

By  Heav'ns  \  I  difbelieve  the  fact 

A  Monarch  canndt  fo  unwifely  act. 

Suppofe,  that  Kings,  fo  rich,  are  always  mumping, 
Praying,  and  preffing  Miniffers,  for  money  ; 

Bidding  them,  on  our  hive  (poor  bees  I)  be  thumping, 
Trying  to  fhake  out  all  our  honey  ; 

A  thing  that  oft  hath  happen'd  in  our  iile  \ — 

Pray,  flian't  we  be  allow'd  to  fmile  ? 

To  cut  a  joke,  or  epigram  contrive, 

By  way  offolace,  for  our  plunder 'd  hive  ? 

A  King  of  France,  (I've  lofl;  the  Monarch's  name)' 
Who,  avaricious,  got  himfelf  bad  fame, 
By  moft  unmannerly  and  thievilh  plunges    ' 
Into  his  fubjects  purfes, 


(    Hi    ) 

A  deep  manoeuvre,  that  obtain'd  their  curfe£, 
Becaufe  it  treated  gentlefolks  likzfponges. 

To  mow,  how  much  they  relifh'd  not  fuch  fqucezingj 
Such  gcods-and-chattle-feizing, 

They  publifh'd  libels,  to  diiplay  their  hate, 
To  comfort,  in  fome  fort,  their  fouls* 
For  fuch  a  number  of  large  holes, 

Eat,  by  this  Royal  Rat,  in  eacheftate. 

The  Premier  op'd  his  gullet,  like  a  fliark, 
To  hear  fuch  fatires  on  the  Grand  Monarque, 

And  roar'd — "  Mellieurs,  you  foon  {hall  feel 
"  My  critkifm  upon  your  ballads, 
"  Not  to  your  tafte,  fo  fweet  as  frogs  and -fallads-*- 

u  A  ftrictu:^  cifti^al,  yclep'd  Baftile  !" 

Jut  firft  he  told  the  tidings  to  the  King, 

Then  fwore,/£r  JJieu,  that  he  would  quickly  bring, 

Unto  the  .jtindin,  -ftoiie,  theii    nofes  down — 
No,  not  a  foul  ox  'em  fhould  ever  thrive  ; 
Jle'd  flay  them,  like  Sr    Bartletiteiv,  alive — 

Villains  !  for  daring  to  infult  the  crown. 

The  Monarch  heard  IMonfieur  le  Pre.nier  out, 
And,  fmiling  en  his  loyalty  fo  ftout, 

Replied — "  Monfienr  le  Premier,  you  r.re  wrong  ; 
**  Don't  of  the  pieafure  let  them  be  debar'd — 
"  You  know  how  we  have  ierv'a  'em — faith  !  'tis  hard, 

H  They  fhould  not  for  their  money  have  a  Jong" 

Ovid,  fweet  ftory-teller  of  old  times, 

Unluckily  tranfported  for  bis  rhymes, 
Addrefs'd  his  boqk,  before  he  bade  it  walk  ; 

Therefore,  my  Worfhip,  and  my  Ode, 

In  imitation  of  fuch  claffic  mode, 
May,  like  two  Indian  nations,  have  a  Talk, 

**  Dear  Ode  1  whofe  verfe  the  true  fubltme  affords, 
*'  Go,  vifit  Kings,  Queens,  Parafites,  and  Loi-ds  ; 
**'  And  if  thy  modeft  beauties  they  adore, 
"  Inform  them,  they  mall  fpeedily  have  more.  ' 

Bnt  pofiibly  a  mighty  King  may  fav — 

«  Ode  1  Ode  !-~  What  !  What  ?— I  hate  ycuv  rhyme 
**  haranguing  ; 
rt  I'd  rather  hear  a  Jack-afs  bray  : 

"  I  never  new  a  Poet  worth  the  hanging. 


(    yi   ) 

"  T  hr^e, -abhor  them — but  I'll  clip  their  wings : 

"I'll  teach  the  faucyki  ; 

*•  Yes, .yes,  the  rhyming  rogues  theii  fcngsihajl  rue, 

**  A  ra  cw. 

*'  Yes,\'es.  the  Poets  fhall  my  pow'r  con! 

•«  I'll  maul  that  f      ■  thePrefe." 

Jf  furious  thus  exclaim  a  King  Df  glo  -\ 
Tell  him.  O  gentle  Mm"e,  this  pithy  fiery  : 


KING  CANUTE  and  his  NOELES. 

CANUTE  was  by  his  nobles  taught,  to  fancy, 
That,  by  a  kind  of  royal  necromancy, 

He  had  the  pow'r,  old  Ocean  to  controul — 
pown  rufli'd  the  Royal  Dane  upon  the  itrand, 
And  iiiued,  like  a  Solomon,  command — 
Poor  foul  1 

"  Go  back,  ye  waves,  ye  bluftering  rogues,  (quoth  he) 
M  Touch  not  your  Lord  and  Mailer,  Sea  ! 

"  For,  by  my  pow'r  almighty,  if  you  do" — 
Then  daring  vengeance,  out  he  held  a  flick, 
Vowing  to  drive  old  Ocean  to  old  Nick, 

Should  he  ev'n  wet  the  latchet  of  his  fiioe. 

The  Sea  retir'd — the  Monarch  fierce  rufh'd  on, 

And  look'd,  as  it'  he'd  drive  him  from  the  land- 
But  Sea  not  caring  to  be  pat  upon, 
Made,  for  a  moment,  a  bold  It  and : 

Not  only  made  zjland  did  Mr.  Ocean, 
But  to  nis  honeft  Waves  he  made  a  motion. 

And  bid  them  give  the  King  a  hearty  trimming  ; 
The  orders  leem'd  a  deal  the  Waves  to  tickle  : 
For  foon  they  put  his  Majcfty  in  pickle  ; 

And  fet  his  Royalties,  like  geefe,  a  fwinuiing. 

All  hands  aloft,  with  one  tremendous  roar — 
Soon  did  they  make  mm  wiih  himfeff  en  more ; 

His  head  and  ears  molt  handfomcly  they  dous'd — 
Tuft  like  a  porpoife,  with  one  general  moot, 
The  Waves  fo  tumbled  the  poor  King  about — 

No  Anabaptiil  e'er  was  halt  io  fous'd. 

At  length  to  land  he  craw  I'd,  a  half-drown'd  thing,- 
ludeetl  more  like  a  crab,  than  like  a  King; 


(     157     ) 

Avid  found  his  Courtiers  making  rueful  fac»s. 
But  what  faid  Canute  to  the  Lords  and  Gentry, 
Who  hal'cl  him  from  the  water,  on  his  entry, 

All  trembling  for  their  lives  or  places  ? 

u  My  Lords,  and  Gentlemen,  by  your  advice, 
"  I've  had  with  Mr.  Sea,  a  pretty  buftle  ; 

•*  My  treatment  from  my  foe  not  over-nice,— 
"  Tuft  made  a  jeft  for  ev'ry  fhrimp  and  mufele  : 

"  A  pretty  trick  for  one  of  my  dominion  ! 

"  My  Lords,  I  thank  you  for  your  great  opinion. 

"  You'll  fay,  perhaps,  I've  loft  one  game, 

11  And  bid  me  try  another — for  the  rubber— 

"  Permit  me  to  inform  you  all,  with  fhame, 

"  That  you're  a  fet  of  knaves,  and  I'm  a  lubber.' 

Such  is  the  ftory,  my  dear  Ode, 
Which  thou  wilt  bear— a  facred  load  ! 

Yet,  much  I  fear,  'twill  be  of  no  great  ufe  ;-— 
(Kings  are  in  gen'ral,  obftinate  as  mules; 
Thofe  who  furround  them,  moftly  rogues  and  fools) 

And  therefore  can  no  benefit  produce. 

Yet  ftories,  fentences,  and,  golden  rules, 
Undoubtedly  were  made  for  rogues  and  fools  ; 

But  this,  unluckily,  the  fimple  fact  is  : 
Thofe  rogues  and  fools  do  nothing  but  admire, 
And  all  Co  dev'liih  modeft,  don't  deflre 

The  glory  of  reducing  them  to  prattice. 
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INSTRUCTIONS,  &c, 

JL  OM,  foon    as  e'er  thou  ftrik'ft  thy  golden  lyre, 
Thy  brother  Peter's  mufe  is  all  on  fire, 

To  fiog  of  Kings  and  Queens,  and  fuch  rare  folk. 
Yet  midit  thy  heap  of  compliments  fo  fine, 
Say,  may  we  venture  to  believe  a  line  ? 

You  Oxford  wits  moil  dearly  love  a  joke 

Son  of  the  Nine,  thou  writeft  well  on  nought — 
Thy  thund'ring  ftanza,  and  its  pompous  thought, 

I  think,  muft  put  a  dog  into  a  laugh  ; 
Edward,  and  Harry,  were  much  braver  men, 
Than  this  new  chriften'd  hero  of  thy  pen  ; 

Yes,  laureil'd  Ode  man,  braver  far  by  half. 

Though  on  Elackheath,  and  Wimbledon's  wide  plaia, 
George  keeps  his  hat  oft",  in  a  fliow'r  of  rain  ; 
Sees  fwords,  and  bayonets,  without  a  dread  ; 
Nor  at  a  volley  winks,  nor  ducks  his  head  : 

Although,  at  grand  reviews,  he  feems  fo  blelt, 
And  leaves,  at  lix  o'clock,  his  downy  neft, 
(Dead  to  the  charms  of  blanket,  wife,  or  bolfters  ; 
Unlike  his  officers,  who  fond  of  cramming, 
And,  at  reviews,  afraid  of  thirft  and  famine, 
With  bread  and  cheefe  and  brandy,  fill  their  holders. 

Sure  Tom,  we  fliould  do  juftice  to  Queen  Eefs, — 
His  prefent  Majefty,  whom  Heav'n  long  tic-fs 
With  wifdom,  wit,  and  arts  of  choice^  quality, 
Will  never  get,  I  fear,  fo  fine  a  niche, 
As  that  old  Queen,  thou  often  cali'd  eld  b — ch, 
In  Fame's  coloflal  houfe  of  immortality. 
As  for  John  Dryden's  Charles — that  ELing, 
Indeed  was  never  any  mighty  thing — 
He  merited  few  honours  from  the  pen — 
And  yet  he  was  a  dev'lifti  hearty  fello^v, 
Enjoy 'd  his  girl  and  bottle — and  got  mellow- 
Ami,  mind  .' — kept  company  with  Gentlemen. 

For  (like  fome  Kings)  in  hobby  grooms, 
Knights  of  the  manger,  curry  combs,  and  brooms, 
Loft  to  all  glory,  Charles  did  not  delight — 
Nor  joVd  by  day  with  pages,  fervant  maids, 
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Large  red-poil'd,  blowzy,  hard,  two-handed  jades  : 
Indeed  I  know  not,  what  Charles  did  by  night. 

Thomas,  lam  of  candour  a  great  lover, 

In  fliort,  I'm  Candour's  felf  all  over  ; 

Sweet  as  a  candied  cake,  from  top  to  toe  ; 
Make  it  a  rule,  that  Virtue  fliall  be  prais'd, 
And  humble  Merit  from  her  bum  be  rais'd.— — 

What  think'ft  thou  of  Peter  now  ? 

Thou  crieft,  "  Oh  !  how  falfe  '.  behold  thy  King, 
"  Of  whom  thoufcarcely  fay'ft  a  handfome  thing  ; 
"  That  King  hath  virtues,  that  mould  make  thee  flare." 

Is  it  fo  ? — then  the  fin's  in  me — 

'Tis  my  vile  optics,  that  can't  fee — 
Then  pray  for  them,  when  next  thou  fay'ft  a  pray'r. 

But  p'rhaps,  aloft  on  his  imperial  throne, 
(So  diflant,  O  ye  Gods  '.  from  ev'ry  one  ) 
The  royal  virtues  are  like  many  a  ftar.* 
From  this  our  pigmy  fyftem  rather  far  ; 
Whofe  light,  though  flying  ever  fince  creation, 
Hath  not  yet  pitch'd  upon  oar  nation. 

Then  may  the  royal  ray  be  foon  explor'd — 

And,  Thomas,  if  thou'lt  fwear  thou'rt  nothumming, 

I'll  take  my  fpying-glafs,  and  bring  thee  word, 
The  inftant  that  I  behold  it  coming. 

But,  Thomas  Warton,  without  joking, 

Art  thou,  or  art  thou  tzot,  thy  fov'reign  finoking  ?" 

How  can'fl  thou  ferioufly  declare, 

That  George  the  Third 
With  CrefTy's  Edward  can  compare, 

Or  Harry  ? — 'Tis  too  bad,  upon  my  Word. 
George  is  a  clever  King,  I  needs  rauft  own, 
And  cuts  a  jolly  figure  on  the  throne. 

Now  thou  exclaim'ft,  "  G-d  rot  it,  Peter,  pray, 
•«  What  the  Devil  fliall  I  fing  or  fay  r" 
I'll  tell  thee  what  to  fay,  O  tuneful  Tom — 

Sing,  how  a  Monarch,  when  his  fon  was  dying, 

His  gracious  eyes  and  ears  were  edifying, 
By  Abbey  company  and  kettle  drum  : 
P  z 

*  Such  was  the  Jublime  opinion  of  the  Butch  njlronoimr 
Hvygent, 
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Leaving  that  fon  to  Death  and  the  Phyiiciaw, 
Between  two  fires — a  forlorn -hope  condition  ; 
Two  poachers  who  make  man  their  game, 
And,  fpecial  markfmen  !  feidommifs  their  aim. 
Say,  tho'  the  Monarch  did  not  fee  his  fon, 

He  kept  aloof,  through  fatherly  affection — 
EeterminM,  nothing  fliould  be  done, 

To  bring  on  ufelcfs  tears,  and  difmal  recollection. 

For  what  can  tears  avail,  and  piteous  fighs  ? 
Death  heeds  not  howls  nor  dripping  eyes  : — 
And  what  are  fighs  and  tears,  but  wind  and  water. 
That  fhow  the  leakinefs  of  feeble  nature  ; — 

(Tom  with  my  Jimile  thou  wilt  not  quarrel) — 
Like  air,  and  any  fort  of  drink, 
Whizzing  and  oozing  through  each  chink, 

That  proves  the  weaknefs  of  the  barrel  ? 

Say — for  the  Prince,  when  wet  was  ev*ry  eye. 
And  thoufands  pour'd  to  heav'n  the  pitying  iigh 

Devout ; 
Say,  how  a  King,  unable  to  diflemble, 
Order'd  dame  Siddons  to  his  houfe,  and  Kemble, 

To  /pout  : 
Gave  them  ice-,cream%  and  wines,  fo  dear  ! 
Who  ne'er  could  get,  till  then,  a  thimble  full  of  beer — - 
For  which  they've  thank'd  the  author  of  this  metre, 
Videlicet,  the  moral-mender,  Peter  ; 
Who,  in  his  Ode  on  Ode,  did  dare  exclaim, 
And  call  fuch  Royal  avarice,  a  fhame. 

Say — but  111  teach  thee  #ow  to  fay  and  Cde— ■ 
Thus  fhall  thy  labours  vifit  Fame's  abode, 
Jn  company  with  my  immortal  lay — ■ 
And  look,  Tom — thus  lfire  away  : — 


BIRTH     DAY     ODE. 


X  HIS  day,  this  very  day,  gave  birth, 
Not  to  the  brighteji  Monarch  upon  earth,— 
Becairfe  there  are  fome  brighter,  and  as  big, 
Who  love  the  arts,  that  man  exalt  to  hcav'u— • 
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George  loves  them  likewife  when  they're  giv'n 
To  four-legg'd  gentry,  chriften'd  Dog  and  Pig  ;* 
Whole  acts,  in  this  our  uncnlighten'd  nation, 
Have  much  improv'd  the  Briani  education. 

Full  of  the  art  of  brewing  beer. 

The  Monarch  heard  of  Mr.  Whitehead's  fame* 
Quoth  he,  one  day,  unto  the  Queen,  "My  dear, 

**  Whitbread  hath  got  a  marvellous  great  name  ; 
ik  Charly,  we  muft,  rault,  muft,.  fee  Whitebread  brew — 
'•  Rich  as  us,  Charly,  richer  than  a  Jew  : 
"  Shame,  fhame,  we  have  not  yet  his  brew-houfe  feen." — ■ 
Thus  fweetly  faid  the  King  unto  the  Queen. 

Red  liot  with  Novelty's  delightful  rage, 

To  Mr.  Whitbread,  forth  he  lent  a  page, 
To  fay,  that  Majejly  propos'd  to  view, 

(With  thirft  of  knowledge  deep  inflam'd) 

His  vats,  and  tubs,  and  hops,  and  hogflieads  fam'd, 
And  learn  the  noble  fecret,  how  to  brew. 

Of  fuch  unthought-of  honour,  proud, 

Molt  lowly  Mr,  Whitbread  bow'd  ; 

So  humbly — (fo  the  humble  ftory  goes) 

He  touch'd  ev'n  terra  firma  with  his  nofe  ; 

Then  faid  unto  the  page,  bight  Billy  Ramus, 

"  Happy  are  we,  that  our  great  King  fiiould  name  us, 

"  As  worthy,  unto  Majejly  to  iliow, 

M  How  very  dexterioufly  we  brew." 

Away  fprung  Billy  Ramus,  quick  as  thought  : 
To  Majeft;,  the  welcome  tidings  brought  ; 

Then  told,  how  Whitebread  itar'd  like  any  flake. 
And  trembled — then  the  ci\il  things  he  faid — 
On  which  the  King  did  lmile,  and  nod  his   head  ; 

For  Monarchs  love  to  fee  their  fubjects  quake. 

Such  horrors  unto  Kings  moil  pleafant  are, 

Proclaiming  rev'rence  and  humility — 
High  thoughts,  too,  all  thole  fliaking  fits  declare, 

Of  kingly  grandeur,  and  great  capability  '. 

People  of  worfhip,  wealth,  and  birth, 
Lo'. k  on  the  humbler  foos  of  earth  ; 

Indeed,  in  a  mod  humble  light  God  knows  ! 
High  llations  are  like  Dover's  tow'ring  cliffs, 

*   7he  dancing  dogs,  and  wife  pig,  have  formed  a  eon- 
filer  able  part  of  the  royal  amufemenU 
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Where  fnips  below  appear  like  little  ikifTs ; 
The  people,  walking  on  the  ftrand,  like  crows. 

'Mufe,  ling  the  ftir,  that  Mr.  Whitbread  made, 
Poor  gentleman,  molt  terribly  afraid, 

He  fbouLd  not  charm  enough  his  guefts  divine. 
His  maids  had  all  new  aprons,  gowns,  and  fmocks, 
And  lo  !  two  hundred  pounds  were  fpeni  in  frocks, 

To  make  th'  apprentices  and  draymen  fine  : 
Eufyas  horfes  in  a  field  of  clover, 
Dogs,  cats,  and  chairs,  and  (tools,  were  tumbled  over, 
Amidft  the  Whitbread-rout   of  preparation, 
To  treat  the  lofty  Ruler  of  the  nation. 

Now  mov'd  King,  Queen,  PrineefYes  lo  grand, 

To  vifit  the  firft  brewer  in  the  land — 

Who  fometime  drank  his  beer,  and  munch'd  his  meat, 

In  a  fnug  corner,  chriften'd  Chifwell-ftieet, 

But  oft'ner,  charm'd  with  fafhioaable  air, 

Amidft  the  gaudy  Great  of  Portrnan-Square. 

Lord  Aylefbury,  and  Denbigh's  Lord  alfo, 
His  Grace  the  Duke  of  Montague,  likewife, 

With  Lady  Harcourt,  join'd  the  raree-fhow, 
And  fix'd  all  Smithfield's  marv'ling  eyes — 

For  lo  '.  a  greater  fhow  ne'er  grac'd  thoie  quarters, 

Since  Mary  roafted,  juft  like  crabs,  the  martyrs. 

Arriv'd,  the  King  broad  grinn'd,  and  gave  a  nod 
To  Mr.  Witbread,  who had  God 

Come  with  his  angels,  to  behold  his  beer  ; 
With  more  refpecl:  he  never  could  have  met — 
Indeed,  the  man  was  in  a  fweat  ; 

So  much  the  Brewer  did  the  King  revere  ! 

Her  Majefty  contriv'd  to  make  a  dip — 
Light  as  a  feather  :  then  the  King  did  flap, 
And  aik'd  a  thouTand  queftions,  with  a  laugh, 
Before  poor  Whitbread  well  could  anfwer  half. 

Reader',  my  Ode  fhouldhave  a  fireile — 
Well?  in  Jamaica,  on  a  tam'rind  tree, 

Five  hundred  Pariot-,  gabbling  juft  like  Jews, 
1  faw — fuch  noife  the  feather'd  imps  did  make, 
As  made  ray  pericranium  ake — 

Afking  and  telling  parrot  news  : 

Thus  was  the  brewhoufe,  fill'd  with  gabbling  noife, 
Whilft  draymen,  acd  the  Brewer's  boys, 
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!bic!  eat  the  queftlons  which  the  King  dici  afk* 
In  difPrent  parties,  were  they  flaring  feen, 
Wond'ring,  to  think  they  faw  a  King  and  Queen  :«** 

Eehind  a  tub  were  fome,  and  ibme  behind  a  calk, 

Some  draymen  forc'd  themfelves,  (a  pretty  luncheon) 

Into  the  mouths  of  many  a  gaping  puncheon  ; 

And  through  the  bung-hole  wink'd,  with  curious  eye, 

To  view,  and  be  aflur'd,  what  fort  of  things 

Were  princefies,  and  Queens,  and  Kings  ; 
For  whofe  molt  lofty  ftation  thoufands  figh  I 
And  lo  I   of  all  the  gaping  puncheon  clan, 
Few  were  the  mouths,  that  had  not  got  a  man  ! 

Now  Majefty  into  a  pump  fo  deep, 
Did,  with  an  op'ra-glafs  of  Doliand,  peep, 
Examining  with  care  each  wonci'rous  matter, 
That  brought  up  water — 

Thus  have  I  feen  a  magpie,  in  the  ftreet, 
A  chatt'ring  bird  we  often  meet, 
A  bird,  for  curiofity  well  known, 

With  head  awry, 

And  cunning  eyej 
Peep  knowingly  into  a  marrcw-bone\ 

And  now  his  curious  M — j — y  did  floop, 

To  count  the  nails  on  ev'ry  hoop  . 

And  io  no  tingle  thing  came  in  his  way, 

That,  full  of  deep  refearch,  he  did  not  fay, 

*'  What's  this  ?  hse,  hse  ?  what's  that  ?  what's   this?  what's 

"  that  ?" 
So  quick  the  words,  too,  when  he  deign'd  to  fpeak, 
As  if  each  fy liable  would  break  its  neck. 

Thus  to  the  world  of  great,  whilfl  others  crawl, 
Our  Sov' reign  peeps  into  the  world  of /mall  : 
Thus  microfcopic  geniufes  explore 

Things,  that  too  oft  provoke  the  public  fcorn  : 
Yet  fwell  ofufeful  knowledges  the  (tore, 

By  finding  fyftems  in  a  pepper-corn. 

Now  Mr.  Whitbread,  ferious  did  declare, 
To  make  the  IVIajefty  of  England  flare, 
That  he  had  butts  enough,  he  knew, 
Piac'd  fide  by  fide,  would  reach  along  to  Kew. 

On  which  the  Ki?7g,  with  wonder,  fwiftly  cried, 
44  What  \  if  they  reach  to  Kew  then,  fide  by  fide, 
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**  What  would  they  do,  what,  what,  plac'tl  end  to  end  ?' 
To  whom,  with  knitted,  calculating  brow, 
The  Man  of  Beer  molt  folemnly  did  vow, 

Almoft  to  Windfor,  that  they  would  extend  ; 
On  which  the  King,  with  wond'nng  mein, 
Repeated  it  unto  the  wond'ring  Queen  : 

On  which,  quick  turning  round  his  halter'd  head, 
The  Brewer's  horfe,  with  face  aftoniih'd  neigh'd  ; 
The  Brewer's  dog,  too,  pour'd  a  note  of  thunder, 
Rattled  his  chain,  and  wagg'd  his  tail,  for  wonder. 

Now  did  the  King  for  other  beers  enquire  , 
For  Calvert's,  Jordan's,  Thrale's  entire — 
And  after  talking  of  thefe  difPrent  beers, 
Alk'd  Whitbread,  if  his  porter  equall'd  theirs  P 

This  was  a  puzzling,  difagreeirtg  queftion, 
Grating  like  arfenic  on  his  hoft's  digeflicn  ; 
A  kind  of  queftion  to  the  Man  of  Cahk, 
That  not  ev'n  Solomon  himfelf  would  afk. 

Now  Majeily,  alive  to  knowledge,  took 
A  very  pretty  memorandum-book, 
With  gilded  leaves  of  affes  ikin  fo  white. 
And  in  it  legibly  began  to  write — 

Memorandum* 

A  charming  place  beneath  the  grates, 
For  roafting  chefnuts  or  potates. 

Mem. 

'Tis  hops,  that  give  a  bitternefs  to  beer — 

Eops  grow  in  Kent,  fays  Whitbread,  and  elfewhere. 

Quare. 

Is  there  no  cheaper  fhifT  ?  where  doth  it  dwell  ? — 
Would  not  horfe-aloes  bitter  it  as  well  ? 

Mem. 

To  try  it  foon  on  our  fmall  beer, — 
'Twill  fave  us  fev'ral  pounds  a  year. 

Mem. 

To  remember  to  forget  to  afk 
Old  Whitbread  to  my  houfe  one  day — 
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Mem, 

Not  to  forget  to  take  of  beer  the  cafk, 
The  Brewer  offer M  me,  away. 

Now  having  pencill'd  his  remarks,  fo  lhrcwM-r- 

Sharp  as  the  point  indeed  of  a  new  pin, 
His  Majefty  his  watch  mod  fagely  view'd, 

And  then  put  up  his  affes  ikin. 
To  Whitbread  now  deign'd  Majefty  to  fay, 
"  Whitbread,  are  ail  your  horles  fond  of  hay  :" 

"  Yes,  pleafe  your  Majefty,"  in  humble  notes, 
The  Brewer  anfwer'd — "  alfo,  Sir,  of  oats. 

«'  Another  thing  my  horfes  too  maintains 

''  And  that,  an't  pleafe  your  Majefty,  is  grains.*'' 

f*  Grains  !  grains  I"  faid  Majefty,  "  to  fill  their  crops  ? 
"  Grains  !  grams  ! — that  come  from  hops  ?— yes,  hops,  hops, 
"  hops  ." 

Here  was  the  King,  like  hounds  fometimes,  at  fault — 
"  Sire,"  cried  the  humble  Brewer,  "  give  me  leave, 
"  Your  facred  Majefty  to  undeceive  : 
"  Grains,  Sire,  are  tever  made  from  hops,  but  malt." 
"  True  1"  faid  the  cautious  Monarch,  with  a  fmile  : 
V  From  malt  !  malt  !  malt  ! — I  meant  malt  all  the  while/* 
r  Yes,"  with  the  fweeteft  bow,  rejoin'd  the  Brewer, 
"  An't  pleafe  your  Majefty,  you  did,  I'm  fure." 
P  Yes,'"  anfwer'd  Majefty,  with  quick  reply. 
"  I  did,  I  did,  I  did,  I,  I,  I,  I.  ; 

Reader,  whene'er  thou  doft  efpy  a  nofe, 

That  bright,  with  many  a  ruby,  glows ; 

That  nofe,  thou  may'ft  pronounce,  nay,  fafely  fwear 

Was  nurs'd  on  fomething  better  thtnfrnall  beer. 

Thus,  when  thou  findeft  Kings,  in  brewing  wife 

In  Nat*ral  Hift'ry,  holding  lofty  ftation  ;t 
Thou  may'ft  conclude,  with  marv'ling  eyes, 

Such  Kings  have  had  a  goodly  education— 
Now  did  the  King  admire  the  bell  fo  fine, 
That  daily  afks  the  draymen  all  to  dine  : 
On  which  -the  bell  rang  out  (how  very  proper  :) 
To  (how  it  was  a  bell,  and  had  a  clapper. 
And  now,  before  their  Sov'reign's  curious  eye, 

Barents  an£  children,  fine,  fat,  hopeful  fprii 
AU  inuniing,  fquindng,  granting  in  their  ftyf 
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Appear'd  the  Brewer's  tribe  of  handfome  pigs  ; 
On  which,  th'  obfervant  Man,  who  fills  a  Throne, 
Dcclar'd  the  pigs  were  vaftly  like  bis  own. 

On  which  the  Brewer,  fwallpw'd  up  in  joys, 
Tears  and  aflonifhment  in  both  his  eyes, 
His  foul  brimful  offentiments  fo  loyal, 

Exclaim 'd — "  O  heav'ns  !  and  can  my  fwine 

"  Be  deem'd  by  Majefty  fo  fine  ? 
f*  Heav'ns  !  can  my  pigs  compare,  Sire,  with  pigs  royal  ?M 
To  which  the  King  alien  ted  with  a  nod  : 
On  which  the  Brewer  bow'd,  and  laid,  "  Good  God  I" 
Then  wink'd  fignificant  on  Mifs  ; 
Significant  of  wonder  and  of  blifs — ■ 

Who  bridling  in  her  chin  divine, 
Crofs'd  her  fair  hands,  (a  dear  old  maid,) 
And  then  her  lowefl  curt'fy  made 

For  fuch  high  honour  done  her  Father's  fwint, 

Now  did  his  Majefty,  fo  gracious,  fay, 
To  Mr.  Whitbread,  in  his  flying  way, 

"  Whitbread,  d'ye  nick  th'  Exciiemen  now  and  then  ? 
*'  Has,  Whitbread,  when  d'ye  think  to  leave  off  trade  ? 
*  Hje,  what  ?  Mifs  Whitbread,  ftill  a  maid,  a  maid  ? 

"  What,  what's  the  matter  with  the  men  ? 

"  D'ye  hunt  ?  has,  hunt  ? — No,  no,  you  are  too  old— 
"  You'll  be  Lord  May'r — Lord  May'r  one  day — 

f  Yes,  yes,  I've  heard  fo — yes,  yes,  fo  I'm  told  : 
"  Don"t,  don't  the  Fine  for  Sheriff  pay — 

"  I'll  prick  you  ev'ry  year,  man,  I  declare  : 

*'  Yes,  Whitbread — yes,  yes — you  mall  be  Lord  May'*. 

"  Whitbread,  d'ye  .keep  a  coach,  orjo^-one,  pray  ? 

"  J°h,  job,  that's  cheapeft — yes,  that's  beft,  that's  beft. 
f*  You  put  yourliv'ries  on  your  draymen — hge  ? 

"  Has,  Whitbread  ? — You  have  feather'd  well  your  nefh 
c<  What  is  the  price  now,  has,  of  all  your  ftock  ? 
•'  But  Whitbread,  what's  o'clock,  pray,  what's  o'clock  ?,* 

Now  Whitbread  inward  faid,  "  May  I  be  curft, 
"  If  I  know,  what  to  anfwer  firji." 

Then  fearch'd  his  brains,  with  ruminating  eye—* 
But  ere  the  Man  of  Malt  an  anfwer  found, 
Quick  on  his  heel,  lo,  Majefty  turn'd  round, 

Skipp'd  off,  and  baulk'd  the  pleafure  of  replf* 
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Kings,  in  inquifitivenefs,  mould  be  ftrong— 

From  curiofity  doth  wifdom  flow  : 
For  'tis  a  maxim  I've  adopted  long 

The  more  a  man  enquires,  the  more  he'll  know. 

Reader,  did'ft  ever  fee  a  water-fpout  ? 

' Tis  poiiible,  that  thou  wilt  anfwer,  No. 
V/ell  then  \  he  makes  a  molt  infernal  rout  : 

Sucks,  iike  an  elephant,  the  waves  below, 
With  huge  probofcis,  reaching  from  the  iky, 
As  if  he  meant  to  drink  the  ocean  dry  : 
At  length,  fo  full,  he  can't  hold  one  drop  more — 

He  burfts down  rufli  the  waters,  with  a  roar, 

On  fome  poor  boat,  or  floop,  or  brig,  or  fhip, 
And  almofl  finks  the  wand'rer  of  the  deep. 

Thus  have  I  feen  a  Monarch,   at  reviews, 
Suck,  from  the  tribe  of  officers,  the  news ; 
Then  bear  in  triumph  ofreach  wond'rous  matter, 
And  fcufe  it  on  the  Queen,  with  fuch  a  clatter  \ 

I  always  would  advife  folks  to  afk  queftions — 

For  truly  queftions  are  the  keys  of  knowledge  : 
Soldiers — that  forage  for  the  mind's  digeftions — . 
Cut  figures  at  th'  Old  Baily,  and  at  College  : 
Make  Chancellors,  Chief  Jultices,  and  Judges, 
£v'n  of  the  loweft  green-bag  drudges. 

The  fages  fay,  Dame  Truth  delights  to  dwell, 
Strange  manlion  '.  in  the  bottom  of  a  Well — 
Queftions  are  then  the  windlafs  and  the  rope, 
That  pull  tne  grave  old  Gentlewoman  up. 
Damn  *  jokes  then,  and  unmannerly  fuggeftions, 
Reflecting  upon  Kings,  for  alking    (Queftions  1 

Now  having  well  employ'd  his  royal  lungs, 

On  nails,  hoops,  ftaves,  pumps,  barrels,  and  their  bungs, 

The  King  and  Co.  fat  down  to  a  collation, 

Of  flelh,  and  6ih,  and  fowl,  of  ev'ry  nation. 

Dire  was  the  clang  of  plates,  of  l:nife  and  fork, 
That  merc'lefs  fell,  like  tomahawks,  to  work, 
Vol.  I.  Q^ 

*  This  alludes  to  the  late  Dr.  Johnfon's  laugh  on  a  Great 
Perfonag.,  for  a  laudable  curiojity  in  the  Queen's  Library, 
Jome  years  Jince* 
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An  1  fearlefs  fcalp'd  the  fowl,  the  fifli,  and  cattle  ; 
"Whilft  Whitbread,  in  the  rear,  beheld  the  battle. 

The  conqu'ring  Monarch,  flopping  to  take  breath, 
Amidft  the  regiments  of  Death, 

Now  turn  d  to  Whitbread,  with  complacence,  round, 
And  merry  thus  addrefs'd  the  Man  of  Beer — 
'•  Whitbread,  is't  true,  is't  true  ?  I  hear,  I  hear, 

"   You're  of  an  ancient  family — renown'd — 
"  What,  what  ?  I'm  told,  that  you  re  a  limb 
"  Of  Pym,  *  that  famous  fellow  Pym  : 
"  What,  Whitbread,  is  it  true,  what  people  fay  ? 
"  Son  of  a  Round-head  are  )ou  ?  hae,  hfe,  hx  ? 

"  I'm  told  that  you  fend  Bibles  to  your  votes— 

"  A  muffling,  round-headed  fociety — 
"  Pray'r-books,  inftead  of  cam-  to  buy  them  coats— 

"  Bunyans,  and  Practices  of  Piety. 
"  Your  Bedford  votes  would  wiih  to  change  their  fare  j 
"  Rather  fee  cafli — yes,  yes — tnan  books  of  pray'r. 
44  Thirtieth  of  January,  don't  you  feed  .? 
"  Yes,  yes,  you  eat  calf's  head,   you  eat  calf's  head." 

Now  having  wonders  done,  on  flefli,  fowl,  fifli, 
Whole  hofts  o'erturn'd — and  fiez'd  on  all  lupplies, 

The  royal  vilitors  exprefs'd  a  wiih, 

To  turn,  to  houfe  of  Buckingham,  their  eyes. 

But  firft  the  Monarch,  fo  polite, 

Aik'd  Mr.  Whitbread,  if  he'd  be  a  Knight, 

Unwilling  in  the  lift  to  be  enroll'd, 
"Whitbread  contemplated  the  Knights  of  Peg  ; 
Then  to  his  generous  Sov'reign  made  a  leg, 

And  faid,  "  He  was  afraid  he  was  too  old. 
"  He  thank'd  however  his  mod  gracious  King, 
"  For  offering  to  make  him  f*<b  a  THING." 

But  ah  !  a  different  reafon  'twas,  I  fear  '. 
It  was  not  age,  that  bade  the  Man  of  Beer, 

The  proffer'd  honour  of  the  Monarch  flaun. 
The  tale  of  Marg'ret's  knife,  and  royal  fright, 
Had  almoft  made  him  damn  the  name  of  Knight  : 

A  tale  that  farrow'd  fuch  a  world  of  fun. 

*  His  Majejly  here  made  a  mijlakc — Pym  was  bis  rJuift*J 
relation. 
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He  mock'd  the  pray'r  t  too,  by  the  King  apointect, 
Ev'a  by  hvnfelf,  the  Lord's  Anointed — 
A  foe  to  fajl  too  is  he,  let  me  tell  ye, 

And,  though  a  Prefbyterian,  cannot  think, 

Heav'n  (quarrelling  with  meat  and  drink) 
Joys  in  the  grumble  of  a  hungry  belly  1 

Now  from  the  table,  with  Caefarean  air, 

Up  rofe  the  Monarch,  with  his  laureli'd  brow, 

Wnen  Mr.  Whitbread,  waiting  on  his  chair, 

Exprefs'd  much  thanks,  much  joy,  and  made  a  bow* 

Mifs  Whitbread  now  fo  thick  her  curtfies  drops. 
Thick  as  her  honour'd  father's  Kentifh  hops, 
Which  hop-like  curtfies  were  return'd  by  dips, 
That  never  hurt  the  royal  knees  and  hips  ; 

For  hips  and  knees  of  Queens  are  facred  things, 

That  only  bend  on  gala  days, 
Before  the  beft  of  Kings, 

When  odes  of  triumph  found  his  praife. 

Now,  thro'  a  thund'ring  peal  of  loud  huzzas, 
Proceeding,  forae  from  *  bir*d,  fume  unbind  jaws, 

The  raree  fhow  thought  proper  to  retire  ; 
Whilft  Mr.  Whitbread,  and  his  daughter  fair* 
Survey'd  all  Chiiwell-ftreet,  with  lofty  air  ; 

For  lo  !  they  felt  themfelves  fome  fix  feet  higher  ! 

f  For  the  miraculous  efcape  from  a  poor,  innocent,  in  fane 
woman,  who  only  held  out  a  fmall  knife  in  a  piece  of  white 
paper,  for  her  Sovereign  to  view- 

*  When  his  Majefty  goes  to  a  playhoufe,  or  brewhoufe,  or 
parliament,  the  Lord  Chamberlain  provides  fome  pounds- 
worth  of  Mob  to  hwzna  their  beloved  Monarch.  At  the  Play- 
houfe about  forty  wide  mouth' d  fellows  are  hired  on  the 
night  of  their  Majeflies*  appearance,  at  two  /hillings  and  fix- 
pence  per  head,  with  the  liberty  of  feeing  the  play  gratis. 
Thefe  Stentors  are  placed  indifferent  parts  of  the  Thiatie, 
who  immediately  on  the  Royal  e?itry  into  the  Stage  Box,  fet  tip 
their  howl  of  Loyalty ;  to  whom  their  Majeflies,  with  the 
fweetcflfmiles,  acknowledge  the  obligation  by  a  genteel  bow, 
and  an  elegant  curtfy — Tbi^ congratulatory  nvife  of  the 
Stentors  is  fovked  on  by  many,  particularly  Country  Ladies 
and  Gentlemen,  as  an  infallible  Thermorneter,  that  afcertains 
the  warmth  of  the  National  Regard* 
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Such,  Thomas,  is  the  way  to  write  ! 
Thus  (hould'ft  thou  Birth-Day  Song  endite  ! 
Then  flick  to  earth,  and  leave  the  lofty  iky  : 
No  more  of  ti  turn  turn,  and  ti  turn  ti. 

Thus  fhould  bq  honejl  Laureat  write  of  Kings—* 

Not  praife  them,  for  imaginary   things  : 

I  own,  I  cannot  make  my  ftubborn  rhyme 

Call  ev'ry  King  a  character  fublime  : 

For  Confcieiice  will  not  luffer  me  to  wander, 

So  very  widely  from  the  paths  of  Candour. 

I  know  full  well,  fame  Kings  *  are  to  be  feen, 

To  whom  my  verfe  fo  bold,  would  give  the  lpleen, 

Should  that  bold  verfe  declare,  they  wanted  brains—* 
I  won't  fay,  that  they  never  brain  poffefs'd — 
Tney  may  have  been,  with  fuch  a  prefent  blefs'd, 

And  therefore  fancy  that  fame  JIM  remains  : 
For  ev'ry  weil-cxperiene'd  furgeon  knows, 

That  men,  who  with  their  legs  have  parted, 
Swear,  that  they've  felt  a  pain  in  all  their  toes^ 

And  often  at  the  twinges  jlartcd  : 
Thtnjiar'd  upun  their  caken  ftumps,  in  vain  1 
Fancying,  the  toes  were  all  come  back  again. 

If  men  then,  who  their  abfent  toes  have  mourn'd, 
Can  fancy  thole  fame  toes,  at  times  return'd  : 
So  Kmgs,  in  matters  of  intelligences, 
May  fancy,  they  have  tumbled  on  their  fenfes. 

Yes.  Tom — mine  is  the  way  of  writing  Cde — ■ 
Why  lifteft  then  thy  pious  eyes  to  God  ? 
Strange  difappointment,  in  thy  looks,  I  read  ; 

And  now  I  hear  thee,  in  proud  triumph,  cry, 
"  Is  this  an  action,  Peter  ?  this  a  deed, 

"  To  raife  a  Monarch  to  the  iky  ? 
u  Tabs,  porter,  pumps,  vats,  all  the  Whitbrcad  throng, 
**  Rare  things,  to  figure  in  the  Mufe's  fong  '." 

Thomas,  I  here  proteft,  I  want  no  quarrels, 

On  Kings  and  Brewers,  porter/pumps,  and  barrels — 

*  Foreign  Kings. 
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Far  from  the  dove-like  Peter,  be  fuch  ftrife  ! 
But  this  I  tell  thee,  Thomas,  for  a  tacl, 
Thy  Csefar  never  did  an  ac~t 
More  wife,  more  glorious,  in  his  life. 

Now,  God  preferve  all  wonder-hunting  Kings, 

Whether  at  Windfor,  Buckingham,  or  Kew-houfe  : 

And  may  they  never  do  more  foolilh  things, 

Than  vifiting  Sam.  Whitbread,  and  his  brew-houfe 


Qa 


BROTHER  PETER 

TO 

BROTHER  TOM. 

EXPOSTULATORY  EPISTLE. 


PETER  ftar'ngly  expoftulateth  with  Thomas,  on  his  unpre- 
cedented filence  on  the  Royal  perfections,  in  his  laft  New. 
Year's-Ode — Giveth  Thomas  a  Jobation — Inftructeth  Tho- 
mas in  his  trade — Talketh  of  Heralds,  Moles,  Field-mice, 
and  General  Carpenter — Telleth  a  ftrange  ftory  of  the  Gene- 
ral— Commendeth  Majefty,  and  laudeth  his  love  of  money, 
with  delicious  fimiles — Peter  informeth  Thomas,  how  he 
might  have  praifed  Majefty,  for  piety  and  economy — Peter's 
great  knowledge  of  Nature — He  talketh  of  her  diff'rent  ma- 
nufactures— Peter  praifeth  the  Royal  Proclamation  for  leav- 
ing off  fin,  and  reforming  fiddling  Courtiers,  and  others — Mrs. 
"Walfingham  not  able  to  fin  on  a  Sunday — nor  my  Lady 
Young — nor  my  Lord  of  Exeter — nor  my  Lord  Brudenell, 
whofe  excellence  in  attending  on  the  Rump  Royal,  Peter 
highly  extolleth — nor  the  Welfh  King,  Watkyn,  whofe  poor 
violincello  Peter  pitieth — nor  my  Lord  of  Salisbury — Peter 
intimateth  an  intended  reform  among  Cats,  Dogs,  Pigeons, 
Wrens,  Sparrows,  and  Poultry — Love  between  the  aforefaid 
animals  to  be  feverely  puniflied,  if  made  on  the  Lord's  day — ■ 
Monday  the  moll  decent  day — Sir  John  Dick  giveth  up  Sun- 
day Concerts  for  godlinefs — Sir  John's  ftar  his  great  hobby 
horie — Lords  Hampden  and  Cholmondelly  reproved,  for  pro- 
fining  the  Sabbath  by  a  full  orcheftra,  while  the  King  enjoy- 
eth  only  wind  inftruments — Peter  relateth  a  fad  tale  of  Ger- 
man Mufieians,  and  concludeth  with  a  pathetic  fimile  of  a 
"Woodcock — -Peter  returneth  from  digrefiion  to  Thomas — 
Peter  aiketh  flirewd  queftions  of  Thomas —  Telleth  a  delec- 
table little  hiftory  of  the  King  and  fcratch  wigs — Declareth 
love  for  Majefty— Praifeth  the  partnership  —Peter  denieth 
all  odium  towards  his  Sovereign,  lor  a  jealoufy  of  the  Prince 
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of  Wales,  for  his  rage  for  Handel,  and  enthufiafm  for  Mr. 
Weft — Peter  giveth  two  fimilies-  -Peter  telieth  a  taie — Pe 
ter  ftttl  infilteth  on  love  for  Majelty — Inflanceth  Royal  Mag- 
nanimity— ending  with  curiofity  and  national  advantage- 
Peter  fhoweth  the  King's  fuperiority  to  the  Prince,  in  the  ar- 
ticle of  books — The  Royal  Wardrobe's  fuperiority  to  the 
fhops  in  Monmouth-ftreet — Peter  expreffeth  more  love  for 
Majeity — A  tale — Peter  maketh  a  marvellous  difcovery  of 
the  caufe  of  Thomas's  filence  in  the  article  of  Royal  flattery 
— His  Majefty  too  much  bedaubed — The  King  fhutteth  up 
Thomas's  mouth—Peter  telieth  Thomas,  how  he  fliould  have 
managed — Peter  defcribeth  a  Devil— Enquireth  for  Modefty 
Findeth  her — Giveth  a  lovely  picture  of  Mifs  Morning — 
And  her  loyal  fpcech  to  Peter — Peter  cannot  exijt  nor  fiwjifl 
without  Kings — Peter  citeth  the  world's  opinion  of  him— 
Peter  finely  anfwereth  it — Peter  feemeth  glad — He  aiketh  a 
fly  queftion  about  Cartoons — Peter  telieth  an  uncommon  fiory 
-—Peter  continueth  talking  about  Cartoons —  learetb  that 
they  are  in  jeopardy — Peter  cuncludeth  with  fubiime  fimiles 
of  trout,  eels,  whales,  goats,  Iheep,  and  good  advice  to  Ina- 
mas. 

'Q 

OLIFE  !  Thomas,  what  hath  fwallow'd  all  the  praiie  ? 

Of  Royal  virtues,  not  the  flighteft  mention  1 
Strung,  like  mock  pearl,  fo  lately  on  thy  lays  ! 
Tell  me —  a  bankrupt,  Tom,  is  thy  invention  ? 

How  could'ft  thou  fo  thy  Patron's  fame  forget, 
As  not  to  pay  of  praiie,  the  annual  debt  ? 

Whitehead  and  Gibber,  all  the  Laureat  Throng, 
To  Fame's  fair  Temple,  twice  a  year  prefented 
Some  Royal  virtues,  real  or  invented, 

In  all  the  grave  fublimity  of  fong. 

Heralds,  fo  kind,  for  many  a  chance-born  wight, 
Creeping  from  cellars,  (juft  like  fnails  from  earth, 

Or  moles,  or  field-mice,  ftealing  into  light) 
Forge  arms  to  prove  a  loftinefs  of  birth  ; 

Tracing  of  each  ambitious  Sir  and  Madam, 

The  branches,  to  the  very  trunk  of  Adam. 

Then  why  not  thou,  the  Herald,  Tom,  of  rhyme, 
Still  bid  thy  royal   Matter  foar  fubiime  ? 
Bards  fhine  in  fiction  ;  then  how  flight  a  thing, 
To  make  a  coat  of  merit  for  a  King  1 
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Know,  Gen'ral  Carpenter  had  been  a  theme, 
For  furniihing  a  precty  lyric  dreun  ; 

Once  a  monopolifi  of  nod  and  fmile, 
Of  broken  fentences,  and  questions  rare, 
Of  lhipfnap  whifpers  fweet,  and  grin  and  {tare, 

I  or  which  thy  mufe  would  travel  many  a  mile. 

But  lo  !  the  Gen'ral,  for  a  crying  fin, 
Lou  broken  fentences,  and  nod,  and  grin, 

And  itare  and  fnipfnap,  of  the  belt  of  Kings; 
The  fin,  the  crying  fin  o:  rambling, 
Where  Ofoaburgh's  good  Lifhop,  gambling, 

Loft  forae  few  golden  feathers  from  his  wings  ; 

Which  made  th*  unlucky  Gen'ral  run  and  drown  ; 
Su  h  were  the  horrors  of  the  royal  frown  i 

Forlo  !  his  M y  molt  roundly  fwore, 

He'd  nod  to  Gen'ral  Carpenter  no  more. 

Oh  !  glorious  love  of  all-commanding  money  '. 
Dear  to  fome  Monarchs,  as  to  bruin,  honey  ; 
Deat,  as  to  gamblers,  pigeons  fit  to  pluck; 
Or  fhow'rs  to  hackney  coachmen,  or  a  duck  I 

Thomas,  thy  lyrics  might  have  prais'd  the  King, 
For  making  Tinners  mind  the  Sabbath  day, 

Bidding  the  idle  ions  of  pipe  and  firing, 

Inftead  of  (craping  jigs,  fing  pfalms  and  pray; 

Thus  pioufiy  (againft  their  inclination) 

Dragooning  fouls  unto  ialvation. 

The  Monarch  gave  up  Mr.  Joah  Bate, 
With  that  fweet  nightingale,  nis  lovely  mate, 
Wno  wich  the  organ,  and  one  fiddle, 
Made  up  a  concert  ev'ry  Sunday  night  : 
Thus  yielding  Majefties  tupreme  delight, 

Wno  reiiih  cheapness,  ev'n  in  tweedle  tweedle : 

For  Nature  formeth  oft  a  kind 
Of  money-loving,  fcraping,  fave-all  mind, 
That  happy  gioneth  in  the  nat  rai  thought, 
Of  getting  ev  ry  thing  for  nought  : 

From  Delni's  diamonds,  to  a  Eriflol  ftone  ; 

irorn  royal  eagles,  to  a  fqualling  panot; 
From  Luus  oi  Bafan,  to  a  marrow- bone    ; 

From  n-.-h  ananas,  to  a  mawkifh  carrot  , 
And  jetting  things  tor  nought,  I  needs  muft  fay, 
Ii  not  toe  noblett,  is  the  theapeft  way. 


(     '77    ) 

And  often  Nature  manufactures  (tuff, 

That  thinks  it  never  hath  enough 

Hording  up  treafure — never  once  enjoying— 

Such  is  the  compoixtion  oifome  fouls  ' 
Like  jackdaws,  all  their  cunning  art  employing* 

In  hiding  knives,  and  forks,  and  fpoons,  in  holes 

Lo  '.  by  the  pious  Monarch's  proclamation. 
The  courtier  Amateurs  of  this  fair  nation, 

On  Sundays,  con  their  Bibles — make  no  riot— » 
The  ftubborn  Uxbridge,  mufic  loving  Lord, 
Pays  dumb  obedience  to  the  royal  word, 

And  bids  the  intlrutnents  lie  quiet. 

Sweet  Miftrefs  Walfingham  is  fore'd  to  pray* 
And  turn  her  eyes  up,  much  a^ainft  her  will  ; 

Sand  which  lines  pialms  too  in  his  pious  way  ; 
And  Lady  Young  forbears  the  tuneful  trill  : 

And  very  politic  is  Lady  ¥oung — 

A  huiband  muft  not  fuller  for  a  fong. 

The  gentle  Exeter  his  treat  gave  up, 
Su  us"d  upon  the  fweet  repaitlo  lap  : 
As  eager  for  his  Sunday  s  quaver  dilli, 
As  cats,  and  rav'nous  Alderman,  for  Hfh* 

Lord  Brudenell,  too,  a  Lord  with  lofty  nofe, 
Bringing  to  mind,  a  verle  the  world  well  knows; 

Againft  fublimity  that  rather  Wars  ; 
Which  in  an  Almanack  all  eyes  may  fee  : 
M  God  gave  to  man  an  upright  form,  that  he 

"  Might  view  the  Stars,'' 

I  fay,  this  watchful  Lord,  who  boafts  the  knack, 
Behind  his  facred  Majcfty's  great  back, 

Of  placing  for  his  latter  e?id  a  chair, 
Beter  than  any  Lord,  (fo  fays  Fame's  trump) 
That  ever  waited  on  the  royal  rump — 

So  fwift  his  motion*  and  fo  fweet  his  air  : 

Who,  if  his  Majefty  but  cough  or  hichup, 

Trembles,  for  fear  the  King  Ihould  kick  up  ; 

Drops,  with  concern,  his  jaw — with  horror  freezes, 

Or  fmiles,  "  God  blefs  you,  Sire  :"  whene'er  he  fneezes  ; 

This  Lord,  I  fay  uprais'd  his  convert  chin, 

Ann  curs'd  the  concert,  for  a  crying  fin* 

King  Watkyn,  from  the  land  of  leeks  and  cheefe, 
With  fighs,  forbore  his  bafs  to  feize  ; 


(    178    ) 

With  huge  concern,  he  dropp'd  his  Sunday  air?, 
And  grumbled  out,  in  Welfli,  his  thanklefs  pray'rs, 

The  bafs  indeed,  Te  Dcum  fung, 

Glad  on  the  Willows  to  be  hung, 

And  really  'twas  a  verynat'ral  cafe — 

Poor,  inofFenlive  bafs  1 
For  when  King  Watkyn  fcrubbeth  him — alack  1 
The  mftrument,  like  one  upon  the  rack, 
Sends  forth  fuch  horrid  Inquiiition  groans  '. 
Lnough  to  pierce  the  hearts  of  ftones  '. 
Thus  though,  in  concert-politics,  the  Knight, 
Battled  with  Miftrefs  Walfingham  outright ; 
Yet  both  agreed,  to  lift  their  palms, 
Not  in  hoflilitics,  butfinging  pfalms, 

Sal'ib'ry  was  alfo  order'd  to  reform, 

Who,  with  my  Lady,  thought  it  vaftly  odd, 

Thus  to  be  fore'd,  like  failors  in  a  ftorm, 
Againft  their  wills,  to  pray  to  Godi 

Thus  did  the  royal  mandate,  through  the  town, 
Knock  nearly  all  the  Sunday  concerts  down  : 
Great  acl !  ere  long,  'twill  be  a  fin  and  mame» 
For  cats  to  warble  out  an  am'rous  flame"  ! 
Dogs  fliall  be  whipp'd,  for  making  love  on  Sunday, 
Who  very  well  may  put  it  off  to  Monday. 

Nay,  more  the  royal  piety  to  prove, 
And  aid  the  pureft  of  all  pure  religions, 
To  Bridewell  fhall  be  fentall  cooing  pigeons  ; 

And  cocks  and  hens  be  lafli'd,  for  making  love  ; 
Sparrows  and  wrens  be  fhot  from  barns  and  houfes, 
For  being  barely  civil  to  their  fpoufes* 

Poor  Sir  John  Dick  was,  lamb-like,  heard  to  bleat, 
At  loung  fuch  a  Sunday's  treat 

Sir  John,  the  happy  owner  of  a  ftar 

Which  radient  honour  on  Surtouts  he  flitches  ; 

Lamenting,  fafhion  doth  not  ftretch  lb  far, 
As  fewing  them  on  waiftcoats,  and  on  breeches  ; 
Which  thus  woiild  pour  a  blaze  of  fdver  day, 
And  make  the  Knight  a  perfect  milky-way. 

Yet  Hampden,  Cholmond'ley,  thofe  finful  (havers, 
Rebellious,  riot  in  their  3abbath  quavers  j 


Thus  flying  in  the  face  of  our  great  King, 
Proiane  Godrs  ceding  day  with  wind  and  luring-; 
Wh ilft  on  tne  Terrace,  'midft  his  German  band. 
On  Sunday  ev  nings  Geort.e  is  pleas  d  to  (land, 
Contented  wich  a  firaple  tune  aione, 
*'    ood  fave  great  George  our  King,"  or  Eobbing  Joan  J 
Whilft  Cherubs,  leaning  froin  tneir  xtarry  height, 
Wink  at  eav.li  other,  and  enjoy  tnc  fitfht  : 

And  Satan,  .rooi  a  lurking  hole, 
Foul  of  a  feeming-Toul.v  foul, 
His  eyes  and  earb  f_aree  aoie  to  believe, 
Laughs  in  nis  Ueeve. 

Stay,  Mule the  mention  of  the  German  band, 

Bringetn  a  ule  oppreffive,  to  my  iiand, 

Relating  to  a  tribe  of  vJenuan  boys, 

Wioie  horrid  fortune  made  ibine  little  npife  ; 

Sent  for,  to  take  of  Engilihmen    toe  place?, 

Who,  g4liM  by  luch  hard  treatment,  made  wry  faces? 

Sent  for  they  were,  to  feed  in  fields  of  clover, 
i'o  tea. i  upon  the  Coldftream  reg'ment's  fat  : 

Swii't,  with  their  empty  llomachs,  they  hew  over, 
And  wider,  than  a  xvevenhuller  hat. 

Buc  ah  .   tneir  Knives  no  veal  nor  mutton  carv'd  '. 

To  feasts  they  went  indeed,  but  went  and  ftarv'd  ! 

Their  Mailers,  raptur'd  with  the  tuneful  treat, 

Forgot,  malic ians  (like  themfelves)  could  ear. 

Thus  the  poor  woodcock  leaves  his  frozen  mores,, 

When  tyrant  Winter  'midil  his  tempeft  roars  : 

Invited  by  our  milder  (ky,  he  roves  ; 

Views  the  pure  ftreams  with  joy,  and  fhelt'ring  groves,^ 

And  in  one  hour,  Oh  !  fad  reverfe  of  fate  '. 

Is  fhot,  and  fmokes  upon  a  poacner's  plate  1 

Thus  ending  a  fweet  epifodic  flrain, 

I  turn,  dear  Thomas,  to  thy  Ode  again, 

What  make  a  difh,  to  baulk  thy  mailer's  gums  I 
A  pudding,  and  forget  the  plums  1 
Mercy  upon  us  !   what  a  cook  art  thou  ! 
Dry  e'en  already — what  a  fad  milch-cow  ! — 
Who  gav'lt,  at  firft,  of  Fame  fuch  flowing  pails  ! 
Say,  Thomas,  what  thy  lyric  udder  ails  ? 

Sjnce  truth  belongs  not  to  the  Laureat  trade, 

Tisitrange,  'tis  palling  ftrangc,  thou  didit  not  flatter; 


(       ISO      ) 

Speak — to  light  money,  were  thy  wages  paid  ? 

Or  was  thy  pipe  of  hick  half  fill'd  with  water  ? 
Or  haft  thou,  Tom,  been  cheated  of  thy  dues  ? 
Or  hath  a  qualm  of  conference  touch'd  thy  Mufc  ? 

Thoumight'ft  have  prais'd,  for  dignity  of  pride, 
Display 'd  not  long  ago  among  the  Cooks, — 
Searching  the  kitchen,  with  iagac.ious  looks, 

Wigs,  chvhten'dj'cratches,  on  their  heads  he  fpied? 

To  find  a  wig  on  a  Cook's  head, 

Juit  like  :he  wig,  that  grae'd  his  own, 
Was  verily  a  fight  too  dread  '. 

Enough  to  turn  a  King  to  ftone  1 
On  which,  in  language  of  his  very  beft, 
His  Majefty  his  royal  ire  exprefs'd  : 

*  How  1  how!  what  !  Cooks  wear /cratches, jiift like  me  \ 
■   Strange  1  ftrange  !  yes,  yes,  I  fee,  I  fee,  I  fee  1 
'  Fine  fellows,  to  wear  fcratches  !   yes,  no  doubt — 
''I'll  have  no  more — no  more,  when  mine's  worn  out— 
**  Hae  ?  pretty  .  pretty  !  pretty  too  it  looks, 
«'  To  fee  my  J cratches,  upon  Cooks  '." 

And  lo  !  as  he  had  threaten'd  all  fo  big, 

As  foon  as  ever  he  wore  out  the  wig, 

He,  with  &  pig-' ail,  deign'd  his  head  to  match  ! — 

No  more  profan'd  his  temples  with  a  fcratch  \ 

Thomas,  I  fee  rny  fong  thy  feelings  grate 

Thou  think'ft,  I'm  joking  ;  that  the  King's  my  hate. 

The  world  may  call  me  liar  :  but  finccrely 

I  love  him — for  a  partner,  Jove  him  dearly  : 

W  lilft  his  great  name   is  on  the  ferme,  I'm  fure, 

My  credit  with  the  public  is  fecure. 

Yes,  beef  fliall  grace  my  lpit,  and  ale  fhall  flow, 
As  lon^  as  it  continues  George  and  Co. — 
Thai  is  to  fay,  in  plainer  metre, 
George  ana  r'etcr. 

Yet,  as  fome  little  money  I  have  made, 

I've  thoughts  of  turning  'Squire,  and  quitting  trade  ; 

This  in  my  mind  I've  frequently  re volv'd  : 

And  in  fix   months,  or  fo, 

For  all  i  know, 
The  paunerfhip  maybe  diflblv'd. 


(      xSi     ) 

Whate'er  thou  think'ft — hovve'er  the  world  may  carp, 
Thomas,  I'm  far  from  hating  our  good  King  ; 

Yes,  yes,  or  may  I  thrum  no  more  my  harp, 

As  David  fwore,  who  touch'd  fo  well  the  firing — 

No,  Tom  ; — the  idol  of  thy  fweet  devotion 

Excites  not  hate,  whatever  elfe  th'  emotion. 

To  write  a  book  on  the  Sublime,  I  own, 

Were  I  a  bookfeller,  I  would  not  hire  him  ; 

Yet,  fhould  I  hate  the  man  who  fills  a  throne, 
Becaufe,  forlboth,  I  can't  admire  him  ? 

Kate  him,  becaufe,  ambitious  of  a  name, 
He  thinks  to  rival  e'en  the  Prince,  in  fame  ? 

A. prince  of  fcience in  the  arts  fo  chafte  ! 

A  giant  to  him,  in  the  world  of  tafte  ; 

Who,  from  an  envious  cloud,  one  day  fliall  fpring  ; 

And  prove,  thai  dignity  may  clothe  a  King; 

Who,  when  by  Fortune  fix'd  on  Britain's  throne, 
Wherever  merit,  humble  plant,  is  mown, 

Will  flied,  around  that  plant,  a  foft'ring  ray  ; 
Whofe  hand  fliall  ftretch,  thro'  Poverty's  pale  gloom, 
For  drooping  Genius,  finking  to  the  tomb, 

And  lead  the  blufliing  ftranger  into  day. 

Who  fcorns  (like  fome)  to  chronicle  a  milling, 
Once  in  a  twelvemonth,  to  a  beggar  giv'n — 

By  fuch  mean  charity  (Lord  help  'em)  willing 
To  go,  as  cheap  as  poflible,  to  Heav'n  1 

Hate  him,  becaufe,  untir'd,  the  Monarch  pores 

On  Handel'  smanuicript  old  fcores  : 

And  fchemes  fuccefsful  daily  hatches, 

For  faving  notes,  o'erwhelm'd  with  fcratches : 

Recov'ring,  from  the  blotted  leaves, 

Huge  cart-horfe  minims ,  dromedary  breves  ; 

Thus  faving-  damned  bars  from  juft  damnation, 
By  way  of  'bftght'ning  Handel's  reputation  I 
Who,  charm'd  with  ev'ry  crotchet  ^Handel  wrote 
Heav'd,  into  Tot'n'am  Street,  each  heavy  note  : 
And  forcing  on  the  houie  the  tunelefs  lumber 
Drove  half  to  doors,  the  other  half  to  flumber  ! 

Hate  him,  becaufe  the  works  of  Mr.  Weft  1 
His  eye  (in  wonder  loft)  uniated  views  '. 
Vol.  I.  K  •  -**-**" 
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Becaufe  his  walls,  with  taftelefs  trump'ry  dreft, 
Rob  a  poor  iign-poft  of  its  dues  ! 

Hate  him,  becaufe  he  cannot  reft, 
But  in  the  company  of  Weft  : 

JBecaufe  of  modern  works  he  makes  ajeft, 

Except  the  works  of  Mr  Weft : 
Who,  by  the  public,  fain  would  have  careft 

The  works  alone  of  Mr,  Weft  : 
Who  thinks,  of  painting,  truth  and  tafte,  the  teft, 

None  but  the  wond'rous  works  of  Mr.  Weft  1 
Who,  as  for  Reynolds,  cannot  bear  him  ; 
And  never  fuffers  Wiilbn's  landfcapes  near  him  : 
Nor,  Gainfb 'rough,  thy  delightful  girls  and  boyst 
In  rural  fcenes  lb  fweet,  amidlt  their  joys, 
With  fuch  iv.nplicity,  as  masiesusyZrt/tf, 
Forgetting  'tis  the  work  of  art. 

Which  wonder  and  which  care  of  Mr.  Weft, 
May  in  a  fimile  be  well  expreft. 


A     SIMILE. 


THUS  have  I  feen  a  child,  with  fmiling  face, 
A  little  daify,  in  the  garden,  pla.ce, 

And  ftrut  in  triumph  round  its  fav'rite  flow'r 
Gaze  on  the  leaves,  with  infant  admiration, 
Thinking  the  flow'r  the  fineft  in  the  nation  ; 

Then  pay  a  vifit  to  it,  ev'ry  hour, 
Lugging  the  wat'ring  pot  about, 

Which  John,  the  ga.rd'ner,  was  oblig'd  to  fill. 
The  child  fo  pleas'd,  would  pour  the  water  out, 

To  fliow  its  marv'lous  gard'ning  Ikill  ; 
Then  ftaring  round,  all  wild  for  praifes  panting, 
Tell  all  the  world,  it  was  its  own  fweet  planting  ; 

And  boaft  away — too  happy  elf  ! 

How  that  it  found  the  daify,  all,  itfelf ! 


ANOTHER    SIMILE, 


In  Simile,  if  I  may  fhine  agen 

Thus  have  I  fcen  a  fond  old  hen, 
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With  one  poor  miferable  chick, 
Buttling  about  a  farmer's  yard  ; 
Now,  on  the  dunghill,  lab'ring  hard, 

Scraping  away  through  thin  and  thick  : 
Flutt'ring  her  leathers — making  fuch  a  noife  1 
Cabling  aloud  fuch  quantities  of  joys  ! 

As  if  this  chick,  to  which  her  egg  gave  birth» 
Was  born,  to  deal  prodigious  knocks  ; 
To  ihine,  the  Broughton  of  game  cocks  ; 

And  kill  the  fowls  of  all  the  earth  I 


"E'en  with  his  painter,  let  the  King  be  bleft  ! 
Egad  !  eat,  drink,  and  deep  with  Mr.   Weft  \ 
Only  let  ?ne,  excus'd  from  fuch  a  gueft, 
Not  cat,  and  drink,  and  deep,  with  Mr.   Weft  : 
And,  as  he  will  not  pleafe  my  tafte — no,  never- 
Let  me  not  give  him  to  the  world,  as  clever — 
A  better  confcience  in  my  bofom  lies, 
Than  imitate  the  fellow  and  his  flies. 


THE    TOPER    AND    THE    FLIES. 

A  Group  of  topers  at  a  table  fat, 

With  punch,  that  much  regales  the  thirfty  foul  : 
Flies  foon  the  party  join'd,  and  join'd  the  chat, 

Humming,  and  pitching,  round  the  mantling  bowl. 

At  length  thofe  flies  got  drunk  ;   and,  for  their  fin, 
Some  hundreds  loft  their  legs,  and  tumbled  in  ; 
And  fprawling  'midft  the  gulph  profound, 
Like  Pharaoh  and  his  dariag  hoft,  were  drown'd. 

Wanting  to  drink- — one  of  the  men 

Dipp'd  from  the  bowl  the  drunken  hoft, 

And  drank — then,  taking  care  that  none  were  loft, 

He  put  in  ev'ry  mother's  ion  agen. 

Up  jump'd  the  Bacchanalian  crew,  on  this, 

Taking  it  very  much  amifs 

Swearing,  and  in  the  attitude  to  fmite  : 

■ '  Lord  \  (cried  the  man,  with  gravely-lifted  eyes) 

M  Though  I  don't  like  to  fwallow  flies, 
"  I  did  not  know  but  others  might. 


(     i«4    ) 


WHO  fays,  I  hate  the  King,  proclaims  a  lie  ! 
E'en  now  a  royal  virtue  ltrikes  my  eye  ! 
To  prove  th'  aflertioh,  let  me  juii  relate 
The  King's  fubmiflion  to  the  will  of  Fate. 
Whene'er,  in  hunts,  the  Monarch  is  thrown  out— 

(As  in  his  politics) — a  common  thing  '. — 
With  fearching  eyes,  he  Hares  at  firft  about  ; 

Then  faces  the  misfortune,  like  a  King ! 

Hearing  no  news  of  nimble  Mr.  Stag, 

He  fits,  like  Patience,  grinning  on  his  nag  ! — 

Now  wifdom  fraught,  his  curious  eye-balls  ken 

The  little  hovels,  that  around  him  rife  ; 

To  thefe  he  truts — of  hogs  furveys  the  flies  ; 
And  nicely  numbers  ev'ry  cock  and  hen  : 

Then  afks  the  farmer's  wife,  or  farmer's  maid, 
How  many  eggs  the  fowls  have  laid—  • 
What's  in  the  oven — in  the  pot — the  crock — 
Whether 'twill  rain  or  no — and  what's  o'clock— 
Thus,  from  poor  hovels,  glening  information, 
To  ferve  as  future  treafure  for  the  nation  ! 

There,  terrier-like,  till  pages  find  him  cut, 
He  pokes  his  moit  fagacious  nofe  about, 

And  feems  in  Paradife — like  that,  fo  fam'cl — 
Looking  like  Adam,  too  and  Eve  fo  fair  ; 
Sweet  limpletons  \   who,  though  fo  very  bare, 

"  Were  (fays  tlv;  Bible)not  ajham'd." 

No  man  binds  books  fo  well,  as  George  the  Third, 

By  thirrt  of  leather  glory,  fpurr'd — 

At  book  binders,  he  oft  is  (cen  to  laugh — 

And  wond'rous  is  the  King — injheep  or  calf. 

Eut,  fee  1   the  Prince,  upon  fuch  labour,  looks, 
Fiftidious  down  and  only  readeth  books  ! — 
Here,  by   the  Sire,  the  Son  is  much  fmpafs'd  ; 
Which  fame  fhould  publilh  in  her  loudeit  blaft. 

Tie  King  beats  Monmouth-ftreet.  in  cart-oft' riches- 
T hat  is,  in  coats,  in  waiitcoats,  and  in  breeches — 
Which,  rlruu^hted,  once  a  year,  for  foreign  ftatiens, 
Make  line  recants,  to  ferve  ibmc  ncac  relations. 


(     x8S     ) 

But,  Io  !    the  Prince  (fhame  on  him  !)  never  dreams 
Of  pretty,  Jewifh,  economic  fchcmes — 
So  very  proud,  (I'm  griev'd,  O  Tom,  to  tell  it) 
He'd  rather  give  a  coat  away,  than  fell  it  I 

Fairjuilice,  to  the  Monarch,  muft  allow 
Prodigious  fcience,  in  a  calf  or  cow  ; 

And  wifdom,  in  the  article  of  fwine  ! 
What  mod  unufual  knowledge,  for  a  King  ? 
Becauie  pig-ivifdom  is  a  thing, 

In  which  no  Sov'reigns  e'er  were  known  to  mine. 

Yet  who  will  think,  I  am  not  telling  fibs  ? 

The  Princf,  who  Britain's  throne,  in  time,  fhall  grace, 

Ne'er  finger'd,  at  a  Fair,  a  Bullock's  ribs, 
Nor  ever  ogled  a  Pig's  face  ! 

0  dire  difgrace  1 — Oh  !  let  it  not  be  known, 
That  thus  a  father  hath  excell'd  a  fon  1 

Truth  bids  me  own,  that  I  can  bring 

A  cloven,  who  admire  the  King  : 
And,  mould  he  dream  of  fetting  off  for  Hanover  ; 

(As  once  he  faid  he  would  to  fpite  Charles  Fox) 

Draw  all  his  little  money  from  the  ftocks  ; 
Shut  Ihop,  and  carry  ev'ry  pot  and  pan  over  ;— 

1  think — indeed,  Vmfure,  I  know, 
That  dozen  would  not  let  him  go  ; 

But,  in  the  ftruggle,  fpend  their  vital   breath, 
And  hug  their  idol  probably,  to  death  ; 
As  happen'd  to  a  Romifli  Prieft  a  tale, 
That,  whilft  I  tell  it,  almoft  turns  me  pale. 


THE    ROMISH     PRIES  T,— 
A     TALE. 

A  PARSON,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Rome, 
Some  years  ago — how  many,  I  don't  fay — 

Handled  fa  well  his  heav'nly  broom, 
He  brufli'd  like  cobwebs,  fins  away  ; 

Brighten'd  the  black  horizon  of  his  parifh; 
Gave,  to  the  Prince  of  darknefs,  fiich  hard  blows, 
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That  fatan  was  afraid  to  fliow  his  nofe, 
(Fxcept  in  hell)  before  this  prieft  fo  ivarriJJj. 

To  teach  folks,  how  to  fhun  the  path*  of  evil, 
And  prove  a  Match  for  Mr.  Devil, 
Was  confl  antly  this  pious  man's  endeavour  ; 
And,  as  I've  faid  before,  the  roan  was  clever. 

Red-hot  was  all  his  zeal — and  Fame  declares, 
He  gallop'd,  like  a  hunter,  o'er  his  prayers  ; 

Forever  lifting,  to  the  clouds,  his  forehead, 
Petition^  on  petitions  he  let  fly, 
Which  nothing  but  Barbarians  could  deny — 

In  lhort,  the  Saints  were,  to  compliance,  worried. 

Willi  fliouklers,  arms,  and  hands,  thisprieft  devout, 

So  well  his  evolutions  did  perform  : 
His  pray'rs,  thofe  holy  fmall-fhot,  flew  about 

So  thick  ! — it  feem'd  like  taking  heav'n  by  ftorm  '.. 
Without  one  atom  of  reflection, 
No  candidate,  at  an  election, 
Did  ever  labour  more,  and  fume  and  fweat, 

To  make  a  fellow  change,  his  coat, 

And  blefs  him,  with  the  cafting  vote, 
Than  this  dear  man,  to  get  in  heav'n  a  feat, 

For  fouls  of  childern,  women,  and  of  men — 

No  matter,  which  the  fpecies — cock,  or  hen  \ 

Thus  did  he— not  like  that  vile  Jefuit,  think, 
Who  makes  us,  all,  with  honor  flirink  — 

A  Knave,  high  meriting  hell's  hot  teft  coals  ! 
Who  wrote  a  dreadful  book,  to  prove, 
That  women,  charming  women,  form'd  for  love, 
Have  no  fouls  1 

Monfter  '.  to  think,  that  Woman  had  no  foul  !— 
Ha  1   haft  not  Thou  a  foul,  thou  peerlefs  Maid, 

Who  bid'ft  my  rural  hours  with  rapture  roll — 

Whofe  beauties  charm  the  ihepherd  and  the  fhade  \ 

Yes,  Cynthia  !   and  for  fouls,  like  thine, 
Fate  into  being  drew  yon  ftarry  fphere  : 

Then  kindly  lent  thy  form  divine, 

To  fliow,  what  wonu'rous  blifs  inhabits  there, 

In  fliort,  no  dray-lorfe  ever  work'd  fo  hard, 
I  rom  vaults  to  d.  ag  up  hor:  fiiead,  tun,  or  pipe, 

As  this  good  prieft,  to  drag  for  finall  reward, 
Tne  fouls  of  finners  from  the  Devil's  gripe. 
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Pleas'd  were  the  higheft  Angeh,  to  exprefs 
Their  wonder,  at  his  fine  addrefs, 

And  pow'r  againil  the  fiend,  who  makes  fuch  ftrife- 
Nay,  e'en  St.  Peter  faid, — (to  whom  are  giv'n 
The  Keys,  for  letting  people  intoheav'n) — 

He  never  got  more  half-pence  in  his  life. 

'Twas  added,  that  my  Namefake  did  declare — 
Peter,  the  porter  of  Heav'n's  gate,  fo  trufty — ■ 

That,  till  this  prieft  appear'd,  fouls  were  fo  rare, 
His  bunch  of  keys  was  abfolutely  ruily. 

Did  Gentlemen  of  fortune  die, 

And  leave  the  Church  a  good  round  fum — 
Lo  :  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye, 

The  P ar ion  frank' d  their  fouls  to  Kingdom-come. — 
A  letter  to  the  porter,  or  a  word, 
Infur'd  admittance  to  the  Lord. 

Nor  ftopp'd  thofe  fouls  an  inftant,  on  the  road, 

To  take  a  roaft,  before  they  enter'd  in  : 
For  had  they  got  the  plauge,  'twas  faid,  that  God 
Had  let  them  enter,  without  Quarantine. 

Well,  then  !   this  Par  fori  was  fo  much  admir'd, 
So  fought,  fo  courted,  and  fo  much  defir'd — 
Thoufands,  with  putrid  fouls,  like  putrid  meat, 
Came  for  his  holy  pickle,  to  be  fweet  : 
Juit  as  we  fee  old  hags,  with  jaws  of  carrion 

Enter  the  fhop  of  Mr.  Warren, 
Who  difappoints  that  highway  man,  call'd  Time, 
(Noted,  for  robbing  Ladies  of  their  prime) 
By  giving  Sixty  five's  pale,  wither'd  mein, 

The  blooming  roles  of  Sixteen. 

Such  vaft  impreffion  did  his  fermons  make, 

He  always  hept  his  flock  awake — 

In  fummer,  too  '. — hear,  Parfons,  this  ftrange  news, 

Ye,  who  fo  often  preach  to  nodding  pews  I 

A  neighb'ring  town,  into  whofe  peoples  fouls, 

Sin  like  a  rat,  had  ate  large  holes, 
Begg'd  him  to  be  their  tinker — their  hole  Hopper— 

For,  gentle  Reader,  Sin  of  fuch  a  fort  is, 

It  fouls  corrodeth,  juft  as  aqua  fortis 
Corrodeth  iron,  Lrafs,  or  copper. 

They  told  him,  they  would  give  him  better  pay, 
If  he'd  agree  to  change  his  quarters  j 
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Protefting,  when  his  foul  fliould  leave  its  clay, 

To  rank  his  bones,  with  thofe  of  Saints  and  Martyrs. 

This  was  a  handfome  bribe,  all  Papifts  know  ! 
But  ftop — his  parifh  would  not  let  him  go — 
Then  furly  did  the  other  parifh  look, 
And  fvvore,  to  have  the  man,  by  hook  or  crook  : 

So  feiz'd  him,  like  a  gracelefs  throng — 
The  prieft's  Parifhioners,  who  lov'ci  him  well, 

(Rather  than  to  another  Church  belong) 
Swore,  they  wrould  fooner  fee  him  lodg'd  in  hell — 
So  violent  was  their  objection  1 
So  very  ilrong,  too,  their  affection  ! 

The  Ladies,  too,  united  in  the  ftrife  ; 
Protefting,  that  "  they  lov'd  him,  as  their  life, 

"  So  fweetly  he  wrould  look  when  down  to  pray'r  ! 
M  So  happy  in  a  fermon  choice  ! 
"  And  then  he  had  of  nightingales  the  voice  '. 
*'   A.nd  holy  water  gave,  with  fuch  an  air  ! 
"  Lord  !  lofe  fo  fine  a  man  I — fo  great  a  treafure  ! 
"  Yielding  fuch  quantities  ofheav'nly  pleafure  i 
"  Forgiving  fins  fo  free,  too,  at  confeffion, 
•'  However  carnal  the  tranfgreffion, 
•'  In  fuch  a  charming,  love  condemning  ftrain  \ 
11  He  really  feem'd  to  fay,  •'  Go  fin  again  ; 
"  Hell  fliall  not  throw,  my  Angels,  on  your  fouls, 
«'  So  fweet,  a  fingle  fliovelful  of  coals." 

Now  in  the  fire  was  all  the  fat : — 
Tuft  as  two  bull-dogs  pull  a  cat, 
Both  parifhes,  with  furious  zeal,  contended — 
So  heartily  the  holy  man  was  hugg'd, 
So  much  from  place  to  place  his  limbs  wTere  lugg'd, 
That  very  fatally  the  battle  ended  ! — 

In  fhort,  by  hugging,  lugging,  and  kind  fqueezes, 
The  man  of  God  was  pull'd  in  fifty  pieces  ! 

This  work  perform'd,  the  bones  were  fought  for  ftoutly  ; 

And  fo  the  fray  continued  moft  devoutly  :— 

Lo  !  with  an  arm,  away  one  rafcal  fled  ; 

This,  with  a  leg  ;   and  that,  the  head — 

Off,  with  the  foot,  another  goes — 

Another  feizes  him,  and  gets  the  toes. 

Nay,  fome,  a  relick  fo  intent  to  crib, 
1'ought,  juftlike  maftiffs,  for  a  rib  : 
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Nay,  more, — (for  truth,  to  tell  the  whole,  obliges)- 
A  dozen  battled,  for  his  Os  Coccygis  /* 

Heav'n,  that  fees  all  things,  faw  the  dire  difpute, 
In  which,  each  parifh  acted,  like  a  brute  : 

Then  bade  the  dead  man,  as  a  Saint,  be  fought : 
Still  to  reward  him  more,  his  bones  enriches, 
With  pow'r  o'er  Evils,  Rheumatifms,  and  Itches, 

However  dreadful,  and  wherever  caught. — 
Thus,  by  the  grace  of  Him,  who  governs  thunder. 
His  very  toe-nail  could  perform  a  wonder  \ 


THUS  might  our  Monarch,  by  this  dczeri  fnen^ 
Be  hugg'd — and  then  !   and  then  !   and  then  !   and  then  ! 
*'  Then,  what  ?"— <-why,  then,  this  direful  ill  muft  fpring- 
I  a  good  Subject  lofe,  and  thou  a  King  i 

No,  Tom  !  no  more,  to  ftrike  us  with  amaze, 
Thy  courtly  tropes  of  adulation  blaze — 

A  fetting  fun  art  thou  ;   fo  mild  thy  beam  ! 
Thou — like  old  Ocean's  heaving  wave,  no  more, 
That  lifts  a  fliip,  and  fly,  with  equal  roar — 

Pour'ft,  from  thy  lyric  pipe,  a  fober  ftream. 

No  more,  we  hear  the  gale  of  Fame, 
Wild  bkifl'fing,  with  thy  mafcer's  name  ! 
No  more,  ideal  virtues  ride  fublime— 
Like  feathers-^-on  the  furge  of  rhyme. 

But,  lo  the  caufe  !  it  was  the  royal  Will, 
To  bid  the  tempeft  of  his  praife  be  ftill  ; 
No  more  to  let  his  virtues  make  a  rout, 
Blown  by  thy  blafts,  like  paper  kites,  about* 

Indeed,  thy  Sov'reign,  in  thy  verfe  fo  fine, 
Might  juftly  have  exclaim'd  at  many  a  line, 

"  In  peacock's  feathe  rs,  lo  !    this  knave  arays  me  '." 
And,  like  a  King  of  France,  of  whom  I've  read, 
Our  gracious  Sov'reign  alfo  might  have  faid, 

*'  What  have  I  done,  that   He  Jhculd -praife  me  j* 

"With  pity,  have  I-feen  thee,  Son  of  fong. 
Trundling  thy  lyric  wheel-barrow  along, 
Amidft  St.  James's  gapers  to  unload, 
The  motly  mafs  of  pompous  Ode  ; 

*  The  tip  cf  the  Rump. 
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And  wifh'd  the  Sack — (for  vcrfe,  the  annual  prize 

To  Poets  of  a  lefs  renown) — 
To  poor  Will.  Mafon,  w.io,  in  fecret,  fi^hs, 

To  ftrut  beneath  the  Laureat's  leaden  crown. 

Warm  in  the  praife,  thou  might'ft  have  been, 
Of  thy  great  King,  and  his  great  Queen  : 

But  not  fo  diabolically  hot 

A  downright  Devil,  or  a  pepper-pot. 

By  Dei>'l,  (without  thy  being  born  a  wizard) 
Thou  ought'ft  to  know,  I  mean's  a  turkey's  gizzard  } 
So  chriften'd  for  its  quality,  by  man, 

Becaufefo  oft  'tis  loaded  with  Kiau 

This  dev'l  is  fuch  a  red-hot  bit  of  meat, 

As  nothing  but  the  dev'l  himfelf  fhould  cat. 

A/poon  was  large  enough,  the  world  well  knows  ! 

Why  give  the  pap  of  praife  then  with  a  ladle  ? — 
Gently  thou  fhould'rt  have  rock'd  him  to  repofe — 

Not,  like  a  drUnken  nurfe,  o'erturn'd  the  cradle, 

I  do  not  marvel,  that  the  King  was  wroth, 
(Knowing  himfelf  no  bigger  than  a  lath) 
To  find  himfelf  a  tall,  gigantic  oak — 
'Twas  too  much  of  a  magic  lantern  ftroke. 

Ah  !  where  was  Modejly,  the  charming  maid  ? 

Where  was  the  rural  vagrant  ftraying, 
Not  to  admonifh  thee,  an  idle  jade, 
When  thou  thy  tuneful  compliments  wert  paying  ? 
Yet  why  this  queftion  put  I,  Tom,  to  thee  ? — 
Lord  !  how  We  Witt  forget — fhe  was  with  me* 

Dear  modefty,  (by  very  few  cared) 

Oft  condefcends  to  be  my  gueft  : 
From  time  to  time,  the  maid  my  rhyme  reviews, 
And  dictates  fweet  inftructions  to  the  Mufe. 

Yes,  frequent  deigns  my  cottage  to  adorn, 

Juft  like  that  bafhful  damfel,  call'd  Mifs  Morn — 

Who,  fmiling  on  the  dreary  caves  of  night, 
Moves  from  her  eaft,  with  filent  pace  and  flow 
O'er  yonder  fhadowy  mount's  gigantic  brow, 

And  to  my  window  fteals,  with  dewy  light  ; 
Then,  peeping  thro'  the  panes,  w.th  cherub  mein, 
Seems  to  afk  liberty  to  enter  in. 

Now,  vent'ringon  the  fables  of  my  room, 

She  iweeps  the  darknefs  with  her  ftar  clad  broom  : 
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Now,  pleasM  a  ftronger  fplendor  to  diffufe, 
Smiles  on  the  plated  buckles  in  my  fhoes  ; 
Smiles  on  my  breeches,  too,  ofhandfome  plufh, 

Where  George's  heads  once  made  no  gingling  found  j 
But  where,  amidft  the  pockets  all  was  hufh — 

Such  awful  filence  reign'd  around  !-^- 
Whofe  fob,  which  thieves  lb  oten  pick, 
Was  quite  a  ftranger  to  a  watch's  click. 

Now  rafting,  on  my  pen  and  ink,  a  ray, 

Seeming  with  fweet  reproof,  to  fay, 

"  The  lark,  to  Heav'n,  her  grateful  matins  fings  : 

"  Then,  Peter,  alfo  ope  thy  tuneful  throat  ; 

"  And,  happy  in  a  fafeinating  note, 
M  Rife  and  bewitch  the  beft  of  Kings  1" 

Howe'er  the  world,  t'abufe  me,  may  be  giv'n, 
I  cannot  do  without  Crown'd  Heads,  by  Heav'n  ! 
Bards  muft  have  fubjects,  that  their  genius  fuit — 
And  if  I've  not  crown'd  heads,  I  muft  be  mute. 

My  verfe  is  fomewhat  like  a  game  at  Whift  ; 

Which  game,  tho'  play'd  by  people  e'er  fo  keen, 
Cannot,  with  much  fuccefs,  alas  !  exift, 

Except  theii  hands  poflefs  a  King  and  Queen. 
I  own  my  Mufe  delights  in  royal  foik — 

Lead  /nines,  producing  many  pretty  pounds  ! 
Joe  Millars,  furnifhing  a  fund  of  joke  ! 

Lo  1  with  a  fund  of  jot:e,  a  court  abounds  ! 

At  royal  follies,  Lord  !  a  lucky  hit 

Saves  our  poor  brain  th'  expence  of  wit  ! 

At  Princes  let  but  Satire  lift  his  gun, 

The  more  their  feathers  fly,  the  more  the  fun. 

E'en  the  whole  world,  blockheads  and  men  of  letters, 

Enjoy  a  cannonade  upon  their  betters. 

And  vice  verfa,  Kings  and  Queens 
.  Know  pretty  well,  what  fcandal  means  ; 

And  love  it  too — yes.  Majefty's  a  grinner — 
Scandal,  that  really  would  difgrace  a  ftable, 
Hath  oft  beenbeckon'd  to  a  royal  table, 

And  pleas'd  a  princely  palate,  more  than  dinner. 

J  know,  the  world  exclaimeth,  in  this  guifc  :     ■■■  • 
"  Suppoie  a  King  not  overwife, 
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"  (A  vice  in  Kings,  not  very  oft  fufpected) 
♦'  Suppofe  he  does  this  childilh  thing,  and  this, 
"  If  folly  conftitutcs  a  Monarch's  blifs, 

'*  Shall  i'uch,  by  faucy  Poets,  Itand  corrected  ? 

'*  Bold  is  the  man,"  old  Parfon  Calchas  *  cries, 
**  Who  tells  a  Monarch,  where  his  error  lies," 
'    "  Grant,  that  a  King,  in  converfr,  cannot  fliine, 
*'  And  fliarp,  with  fhrewd  remark,  a  world  alarm  ; 

"  What  bufinefs,  Peter  Pindar,  is't  of  thine  ? 
•*  Grant  puerilities — pray,  where'sthe  harm  ?" 

To  this  I  anfwer,  "  I  don't  think  a  King 

"  will  go  to  hell,  for  ev'ry  childilh  thing — 

M  Yet  mind  !  I  think,  that  one,  in  his  great  Station, 

"  fliould  fliow  fubiime  example  to  a  nation  : 

"  And  when — an  eagle  ! — he  fliould  fpring, 

•'  To  drink  the  folar  blaze,  on  tow'ring  wing, 

u  With  daring  and  undazzled  eyes  ; 
*'  Not  be  a  fparrow  upon  chimnies  hopping, 
**  His  head  in  holes  and  corners  popping, 
"  For  flies." 

Tom,  I'm  not  griev'd,  that  thou  haft  chang'd  thy  note, 
And  op'd,  on  Windfor  wall,  thy  tuneful  throat  j 

For  verily  it  is  a  rare  old  mafs  ! 
Nor  angry,  that  to  Weji  thou  doft  defcend  ; 
The  King's  great  painting  oracle  and  friend, 

Who  teaching  Jcwcis,  how  to  fpoil  good  glafs. 

But,  fon  of  IJis,  fince,  amidfl:  this  Ode, 

Thou  talk'ft  of  painting,  like  an  ardent  lover. 
Of  panes  of  glafs  now  daubing  over, 

Pimming  delightfully  the  great  abode  ; 

Speak — know'ft  thou  aught  of  Raphael's  rare  Cartoons  $ 
I  have  not  feen  them,  Tom,  for  many  moons  ! 

Why  did'ft  thou  not,  amidfl:  thy  rhyming  fit, 
Of  thoie  molt  heav'nly  pictures  talk  a  bit 

For  which,  the  Nation  paid  down  ev'ry  feus  ? 
Rare  pictures  :  brought  long  fince  from  Hampton  Court, 
And,  by  zfelf-taught  Carpenter,  cut  fhort, 

To  fuit  the  pannels  of  the  Queen's  old  houfe. 

So  fays  report — I  hope  it  is  not  true— 
And  yet  I  verily  believe  it  too ; 

*  Vide  H$mcr, 
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It  is  fo  like  fome  People,  I  could  name, 
Whofe  Pericraniums  walk  a  little  lame, 

Beflirew  me,  but  it  brings  to  mind 

A  cutting  Hon,  much  of  the  fame  kind  '. 

It  happ'd,  at  Plymouth  town,  fo  fair  and  fweet, 
Where  vvand'ring  guttlers  wand'ring  guttlers  meet, 
Making,  in  fhow'rs  ofrain,  a  monft'rous  pother  ! 
Bart'nng,  like  Rag-Fair  Jews,  with  une  the  other, 
With  carrots,  cabbage-leaves,  and  breathlefs  cats, 
Potatoes,  turnip-tops,  old  rags  and  hats  : 

A  town,  that  brings  to  mind  Swift's  City  Shovv'r— 
Where  clouds,  to  wafh  its  face,  forever  pour — 
A  town,  where  Beau-traps,  under  water,  grin, 
Inviting  gentle  ftrangers  to  walk  in  ; 
Where  dwell  the  Lady  Naiads  of  the  flood, 
Prepar'd  to  crown  their  vifitors  with  mud. 

A  town,  were  Parfons  for  the  Living  fight, 
On  ev'ry  vacancy,  with  godly  might, 

Like  wreftlers,  forlac'd  hats  and  buckfkin  breeches ; 
Where  oft  the  prieft,  who  belt  his  lungs  employs, 
To  make  the  rareft  diabolical  noife, 

With  lure  ft  chance  of  vicVry  preaches : 
Whole  empty  founds  alone  his  labour  blefs  ; 
Like  cannon,  rir'd  by  velfels  in  diftrefs. 

A  town,  where,  exii'd  by  the  Higher  Pow'rs, 
The  Royal  Tar,  with  indignation,  lours  ; 
Kept,  by  his  Sire,  from  London  and  from  fin, 
To  fay  his  catechifm  to  Miirrefs  Wynn. 


THE     PLYMOUTH     CARPENTER     AND 
THE     COFFINS. 

IN  the  laft  war,  French  Pris'ners  often  died, 
Of  fevers,  colds  and  more  good  things  befide — 

Prefents  for  valour,  from  damp  walls  and  chinks, 
And  nakednefs,  that  feldom  lees  a  fhirt  ; 
And  vermine,  and  all  forts  of  dirt ; 

And  multitudes  of  motley  ftmks, 
That  might  with  fmells  oi  any  clime  compare, 
That  ever  fought  the  nofe,  or  fields  of  air. 
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As  coffins  arc  deem'd  neceflary  things, 
Forming  a  pretty  Tort  of  wooden  w  ings, 

For  wafting  men  to  graves, for  t'other  world; 
Where  anchor'd,  (cloom'dto  make  no  voyages  more} 
Xhe  rudders  of  our  fouls  are  put  afliore, 

And  all  the  fails  for  ever  furl'd. 

A  carpenter,  firft  coufin  to  the  May'r, 
Right  Mafter  Screw,  a  man  of  reputation, 

Cot  have,  thro'  borough  tnt'reft,  to  prepare 
Good  wooden  lodgings,  for  the  Gallic  nation — ■ 

1  mean,  for  lucklefs  Frenchmen,  that  were  dead  ; 

And  very  well  indeed  Screw's  contract  fped. 

His  good  friend,  Death,  made  wonderful  demands, 

As  if  thev  play'd  into  each  other's  hands  ; 
As  if  the  Carpenter  and  Death  went  (hacks 

Wilhing  to  make  as  much  as  e'er  they  could, 

By  this  fame  contract  coffin  wood, 
For  fuch  as  Death  had  thrown  upon  their  backs. 

This  Carpenter,  like  men  of  other  trades, 
Whom  Confciencc  very  eafily  periuades, 

To  take  from  neighbours  ufeleis  fuperfluity  ; 
Refolv'd  upon  an  economic  plan, 
Which  fhows,  that,  in  the  character  of  man,  • 

Economy  is  not  an  incongruity. 
Iknow,  fome  Monarchs  fay  the  fanaf*— whofe  pulfes 
Beat  high,  for  iv'fy  chairs,  and  beds,  and  buifes. 
For,  lo  !   this  man,  of  economic  fort, 
Made  all  his  coffins  much  too  fhort, 
Yet  fnugly  he  accommodates  the  dead, 
Cuts  off,  with  much  Jan  $  J  r  oici,  the  head, 
And  then,  to  keep  it  fafe  as  well  as  warm, 
He  gravely  puts  it  underneath  the  arm  ; 
Making  his  dead  man  quite  a  Paris  beau  1— - • 
Hugging  his  jowl  en  bras  chape ait. 


Put,  Thomas,  now  tothofe  Cartoons  of  fame — 
Do  aik  thy  Sov'reign,  in  my  flame, 

What's  to  he  dene  with  thofe  rare  pictures  next? 
Some  months  ago,  b\  Dighfc,  they  tra\ell'd  down, 

To  the  vutcn'ihouic,  in  Wirtdtol-  town; 

At  which  the  London  folks  were  vaiily  vex'd, 
For  ifthofe  hue  Cartoons,  as  hilt'ry  fays, 
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Were,  much  to  this  great  nation's  praife) 
Bought,  tor  the  nation's  fole  infpecfcion  ; 
tfnq/k'd,  to  fuflfer  any  man  to  feel  'em, 
Or  fuffer  any  forward  dame  to  iteal  'em, 
Would  be  a  national  reflection. 

Tom,  afk,  to  Strelitz  if  their  doom'd  to  go  ; 
Became  the  walls  are  naked  there,  I  know ■ 

Strelitz  a  moufe-hole,  is,  all  dark  and  drear  ; 
And,  ihould  the  pictures  beinclin'd  to  ftrny, 
Not  liking  Strelitz,  they  may  Iofe  their  way. 

And  ramble  to  feme  Hebrew  auctioneer  : 

Where,  like  poor  captnr'd  negroes  in  a  knot, 

The  holy  wand'rers  may  be  made  a  lot 

And,  like  the  goods  at  Garraway's  we  handle. 
Chrilt  and  the  Saints  be  fold,  by  inch  of  candle. 

Dearly  beloved  Thomas,  to  conclude  ! 

(I  fee  thee  ready  to  bawl  out,  "  Amen  .'" 
Joking  apart — don't  think  me  rude, 

For  wilhing  to  inftruct  thy  lyric  pen, 

Whether,  like  trout  and  eels,  in  humble  pride, 

Along  the  fimple  dream  ofprbfe  we  glide  ; 

Or,  ftirring  from  below  a  cloud  of  mud, 

Like  whales,  we  flounder  through  'the  lyric  flood  ; 

Or — (if  a  paft'ral  image  charm  thee  more) — 
Whether  the  vales  of  profe  our  feet  explore, 
Or,  rais'd  fublime  on  Ode's  aerial  deep, 
We  bound,  from  rock  to  rock,  like  goats  and  fheep 

Whether  we  dine  with  Dukes,  on  fifty  diflie^, 
Or  Poet-like,  againft  our  wifhes, 
On  beef,  or  pork,  an  economic  crumb, 
(Perchance  not  bigger  than  cur  thumb) 
Turn'd,  by  a  bit  of  packthread,  at  the  tire, 
To  fatisfy  our  hunger's  keen  delire  ; 

A  good  old  proverb  let  us  keep  in  view ■ 

Yvx*  Thomas  "  give  the  dev'l  his  due.*' 

Whether  a  Monarch,  ifiuinghigh  command, 
Smiles  us  to  court  and  fliakes  us  by  the  hand  ; 
Or,  rude  bumbailiits  touch  us  on  the  fhouldcr, 
And  bid  our  tuneful  harps  in  prifon  moulder  ! 
Sell  not  (to  meannefs  funk)  one  golden  line — 
The  Mule's  incenfe — for  a  sill  of  wine. 
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This  were  a  poorexcufe  of  thine,  my  friend 
•'  Few  are  thole  people,  that  my  Ode  attend  : 

"  I'm  like  a  country  clock,  poor,  lonely  thing, 
44  That  on  the  ftaircale,  or  behind  the  door, 
*'  Cries,  *  Cuckow  !  Cuckow  1'  juft  at  twelve  and  four, 

"  And  chimes  that  vulgar  tune,'  God  lave  the  King  Is 

Oh  !   if  deferting  Windfor's  lofty  tow'rs, 
To  fave  a  fixpence  in  his  barrack  bow'rs, 
A  Monarch  muffles  from  the  world  away, 
And  gives  to  Folly's  whims  the  buflling  day  ; 
From  f neb  low  themes,  thy  promis'd  praife  recall, 
And  ling  more  wonders  of  the  old  Mud  Wall. 


PETER'S    PENSION, 

A 

SUBLIME    EPIS  TLE 

TO 

A    VERY    SUBLIME    PERSONAGE. 


My  Hearc  is  inditing  a  good  Matter: — I  fpeak  of  the  Things 
'  :h  I  have  made,  unto  the  Ki/rj."         Psalm  xlv. 
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ARGUMENT. 


A  GRAND  Exordium,  containing  news  from  Jericho — 
Peter  inibrmeth  Majefty  of  the  great  noife  on  their  respective 
accounts — and  talketh  of  Sampfon  and  Daiilah — the  London 
Coftee-Houfes,  and  the  Royal  Exchange — Peter  explainech 
the  caufe  of  the  great  noife,  and  ejaculateth — talketh  of  pre- 
parations at  the  Palace,  for  his  difgrace  and  murder — Peter 
informeth  Majefty,  of  what  Majefty  hath  been  informed — - 
complaineth  that  he  hath  been  pictured  a  downright  Devil — 
beggeth  that  a  proper  inquiry  may  be  inftituted — Peter  pro- 
nounceth  himfelf  no  Devil — Peter  write  th  foft  Sonnets,  to 
prove  that  he  hath  not  a  hard  heart. 

Peter  talketh  of  Courtiers  and  Court  matters — of  what  the 
world  wickedly  fayeth  of  him — Peter  cannot  convince  the 
world — mentioneth  the  defponder.ee  of  the  Newipapers,  Ma- 
gazines and  Reviews — alio  the  famine  in  poetry — Peter  ex- 
culpateth  Majefty — Peter  refufeth  modeftly — hinteth  at  Roy- 
al misfortunes,  Diamonds,  Nabobs,  and  an  action  of  Trover — 
Peter  prophelieth  mournfully— giveth  thehiltory  of  Nebuchad- 
nezzar's grafs  diet — Peter  affordeth  good  reafons  for  refuling 
a  Pennon — relateth  an  anecdote  of  a  dead  Archbifhop — form- 
eth  a  fcheme  for  univerial  Happinefs,  by  difcovering  Sin  and 
Shame  to  be  a  pair  of  Impojlors,  and  for  making  mournful 
Sunday  merry — Peter  outdoeth  old  Poets  in  egotifm — con- 
demned Millrefs  Darner,  the  great  fhe-ftatuary,  for  attempt- 
ing our  molt  fublhne  Sovereign — Peter,  like  many  authors, 
'  S  % 
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exhibiteth  prodigious  acquaintance  with  ancient  Literature,, 
by  mentioning  the  names  of  Jupiter,  Phidias.  Praxiteles, 
Virgil,  and  Auguftus  Ccvjar — Peter  puneth  again — Peter  pro- 
duceth  a  Tale  about  Majefty,  Mr  Robinfon,  Alderman  Skin- 
ner, and  choaked  Sheep — alio  a  Tale  of  Majefty  and  Parfon 
Young,  whofe  neck  was  unfortunately  unhinged  at  a  hunt. 

Peter  (till  hankereth  after  Penfions — declaimeth  on  the 
powers  of  poetry,  as  alio  on  his  own  miraculous  powers — 
Peter  profelleth  independency  and  great  capability  of  making 
a  hearty  mutton-bone  dinner,  like  Andrew  Marvel — Peter* 
diftrufteth  his  fortitude — quoteth  oppofition-men  for  pitiful 
defertion  of  Principle  ;  and  deicanteth  on  money— rPeter  tcl- 
letlv  sua  appafite  Tale  of  Lady  Huntington's  Farfon,  a  Dog, 
and  a  Squire. 

Peter  quoteth  the  Wind  and  Mr.  Eden — exhibiteth  more 
fymptoms  of  Penlion-love — concludeth  in  a  foam  againft. 
knighthood. 


D. 


HEAD  Sir,  the  rams'  horns,  that  blew  down 
The  walls  of  Jericho's  old  town, 

Made  a  moft  monftrous  uproar',  all  agree — 
But  Io  !   a  louder  noife  around  us  rages, 
About  two  rnoft  important  perfonages — 

No  lei's,  my  Royal  Liege,  than  Toil  and  Me  * 

In  flicrt,  not  greater  the  Philiftines  made, 
When  Dalilah,  a  little  artful  jade, 
(Indeed  a  very  pretty  girl) 
Snipp'd  off  her  lover  Mr.  Sampfon's  curl, 
"Who  Avell  repaid  the  clamors  of  the  bears, 
By  pulling  down  the  houie  about  their  ears. 

Prodigious  is  the  ftiake  around  ! 
Still  London  keeps  (thank  God  !)her  ground —  ■ 
Yet.  how  th'  Exchange,  and  Ccftee-Hcufes.  ting  1 
Nothing  is  heard,  but  Peter,  and  the  King  : 
The  hand fomc  bar-maids  ftare,  as  mute  as  fifties  ; 
And  fallow  waiters,  frighten'd,  drop  their  dime*  I 

At  firft  'twas  thought  the  triumph  of  the  Jews, 
On  fome  great  vict'ry  in  the  boxing  way  : 

The  news,  the  very  anti-chriftian  news, 
Of  liVaei's  Hero'  *  having  won.  the  day  I 
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And  Humphries,  a  true  Chriftian  boxer,  beat- 
Enough  to  give  all  Chriilendom  a  iweat. 

Again,  'twas  thought  great  news  of  the  Grand   Turk 
Who  on  his  hand  had  got  forrie  ferious  work. 

•Twas  fancied,  he  had  loll  the  day  ; 
That  ev'ry  Muflulman  was  kill'd  In  battle, 
A  fate  molt  proper  for  fiich  heathen  cattle, 

Whe  do  not  pray  to  God,  our  way. 

But  lo  !  unto  the  lofty  ikies, 

Of  found  this  wonderful  afcenfion, 
Doth  verily,  my  Liege,  from  this  arife  : 

That  you  have  giv'n  the  gentle  Bard  a  pennon  ! 

Great  is  the  fliout  indeed,  Sir,  all  abroad, 

That  you  have  order'd  me  this  handfome  thing  ; 

On  which,  with,  lifted  eyes,  I've  laid,  "  Good  God  ! 
"  Though  great  my  merits,  yet  how  great  the  K 

And  yet,  believe  me,  Sir,  I  lately  heard, 
That  all  your  doors  were  doubly  lock'd  and  barr'd 
Againit  the  Poet,  for  his  tuneful  art ; 

And  that  the  tall,  iliiT,  ftatcly,  red  machines, 
Your  Grenadiers,  the  guards  of  Kings  and  Queens, 
Were  order'd  all  to  ttab  me  to  the  heart 

That  if  to  Houfe  of  Buckingham  I  came, 
Commands  were  giv'n  to  Miftrefs  Brigg, 

A  comely,  flout,  two-handed  dame, 
To  box  my  ears,  and  pull  my  wig  : 

The  Cooks,  to  fpit  me curry  me,  the  Grooms, 

And  Kitchen  ^iceans,  to  baite  me  with  their  brooms. 

You're  told,  that  in  my  ways  I'm  very  evil  ! 

So  ugly  1  fit  to  travel  for  a  fhow  ; 

And  that  I  look  all  grimly,  where  I  go, 
Juft  like  a  devil, 
With  hums,  and  tail,  and  hoofs,  that  make  folks  dart 
And  in  my  breail,  a  mill-Hone  for  a  heart  '. 

This  cometh  from  a  certain  Painter,  Sire — 
Bid  ftory-moufing  Nicolay  inquire, 

Your  Page,  your  Mercury,  with  cunning  eyes  ; 
Who  jumping  at  each  found*  fo  eager  opes 
His  pretty  wither'd  \r.ur  of  Cbi/iefe  chops, 

Like  a  Dutch  dog,  that  leaps  at  butteiiiies. 
He,  Sire,  will  look  me  o'er,- and  will  not  fail 
To  iwcar,  that  I've  no  horns,  nor  hoofs,  nor  tail. 
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Lord  !  Lord  '.  thefe  fayings  grieve  me,  and  farpriie  1 
Dread  Sir,  don't  fee  with  other  people's  eyes — 

No  dev'l  am  I,  with  horns,  and  tail,  and  hoofs — 
As  for  the  likenefs  of  my  heart,  to  (lone — 
Nu,  Sir — 'tis  full  as  tender,  as  your  own — 

Accept,  my  Liege,  fome  iimple  love-lick  proofs  ! 


TO  AN  UNFORTUNATE  BEAUTY. 

SAY,  lovely  Maid,  with  downcaft  eye, 

And  cheek,  with  fiient  furrow,  pale  ; 
What  gives  thy  heart  the  lengthen'd  figh, 

That  heaving  tells  a  mournful  tale  ? 

Thy  tears,which  thus  each  other  chafe, 
Befpeak  a  breaft  o'erwhelm'd  with  woe  : 

Thy  fighs,  a  ftorm,  that  wrecks  thy  peace, 
Which  fouls  like  thine  fhould  never  know. 

Oh  !  tell  me,  doth  fome  favour'd  Youth 

Too  often  bleft,  thy  beauties  flight ; 
And  leave  thofe  thrones  of  love  and  truth, 

That  lip,  and  bofom  of  delight  ? 

What  tho'  to  other  Nymphs  he  flies, 

And  feigns  the  fond,  impaflion'd  tear  ; 
Breaths  ail  the  eloquence  of  fighs. 

That  treach'rous  won  thy  artlefs  ear  ? 

Let  not  thofe  Nymphs  thy  anguifli  move, 
Tor  whom  his  heart  may  feem  to  pine — 

*tbat  heart  fhall  ne'er  be  bleft  by  Love, 
Whole  guilt  can  force  a  pang  from  thine. 


TO     CYNTHIA. 


AH  !  tell  me  no  more,  my  dear  girl,  with  a  figh, 

That  a  coldnefs  will  creep  o'er  my  heart ; 
That  a  fallen  indiff'rence  will  dwell  on  my  eye, 

When  thy  beauty  begins  to  depart. 
Shall  thy  graces,  O  Cynthia,  that  gladden  my  day, 

And  brighten  the  gloom  of  the  night, 
(Till  life  be  extinguiib'd)  from  memory  ftray, 

Which  it  ought  to  review  with  delight  ? 


(       2CI       ) 

Upbraiding,  mall  Gratitude  fay,  with  a  tear*, 
"  That  no  longer  I  think  of  thofe  charms, 
"  Which  gave  to  my  bolbm  fuch  rapture  fincere, 
•'  And  faded  at  length  in  my  arms  :" 

Why,  yes  !  it  may  happen.'-'thou  Darafel  divine  ! 

To  be  honeft — I  freely  declare, 
That  e'en  aoiv  to  thy  con-verfe  fo  much  I  incline*, 

I've  already  forgot,  thou  vet  fair. 


TO     LAURA. 


HOW  happy  was  my  morn  of  love, 
When  tirlt  thy  beauty  won  my  heart ! 

How  guiitlefs  of  a  with  to  rove  1 

Ideem'dit  mare  than  death,  to  part  1 

Whene'er  from  thee  Ichanc'dto  ftray, 
How  fancy  dwelt  upon  thy  mien, 

That  lpread  with  flow'rs  my  diftant  way, 
And  fnowVd  deiight  on  ev'ry  fcene  '. 

But  Fortune,  envious  of  my  joys, 

Hath  robb'd  a  lover  of  thy  charms » 

From  me  thy  fweeteft  fmile  decoys, 
And  gives  thee  to  another's  arms. 

Yet,  though  my  tears  are  doom'd  to  flow, 
May  tears  be  never  Laura's  lot  1 

Let  love  protect  thy  heart  from  woe  ; 
His  wound  to  -mine  fhall  be  forgot. 


HYMN    TO    MODESTY. 

0  '.  MODESTY,  thou  fhy  and  bluflmig  Maid, 
Don't  of  a  urnple  Shepherd  be  afraid  ; 

Wert  thou  my  Lamb,  with  fweeteft  grafs  I'de  treat  thee- 

1  am  no  Wolf,  fo  lavage  that  mould  eat  thee  ! 

Then  halte  with  me,  O  Nymph,  to  dwell, 
And  give  a  Goddefs  to  my  cell. 

Thy  fragrant  breaft.  like  Alpine  Inows  fo  white, 
Where  all  the  nettling  Loves  delight  to  lie  i 

Thine  eyes,  that  fhed  the  milder  light 

Of  Night's  pale  Wand'rer  o'er  hercloudlefs  Iky, 
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O  Nymph,  my  panting,  wifhing,bofom  warm, 
And  beam  around  me,  what  a  world  of  charm  ! 

Then  hafie  with  me,  0  Nymph,  to  dwell,  . 

And  give  a  Goddei's  to  my  cell  ! 

Thy  flaxen  ringlets,  that  luxuriant  fpread, 
And  hide  thy  bofom  with  an  envious  fliade  : 
Thy  polifh'cl  check,  fo  dimpled,  where  the  rofe, 
I%all  the  bloom  of  rip'ning  fummer,  blows  : 
Thy  lucious  lips,  that  heav'nly  dreams  infpire, 
By  Eeauty  form'd,  and  loaded  with  Befire  ; 
With    forrow,  and  with  wonder  la  !  I  lee 
(What  melting  treasures  1)  thrown  away  on  thee'* 

Then  halte  with  me,  O  Nymph,  to  dwell, 

And  give  a  Goddcfs  to  my  cell  ! 

Thou  knoweft  not  that  bofom's  fairdefign  ; 
And   as  for  thofe  two  pouting  lips  divine, 

Thou  think'ft  them  form'd  alone  for  ample  chat- 
To  bill,  fo  happy,  with  thy  fav'rite  dove, 
And  playful  force,  with  fweetly-fondling  love, 
Their  kifles  on  a  lap-dog,  or  a  cat. 

Then  hafte  with  me,  meek  Maid,  to  dwell, 
And  give  a  gcddefs  to  my  cell  ! 

Such  thoguhts  thy  fweet  fimplicity  produces  1 
But  I  can  point  cut  far  fublimer  ufes  ; 

Dies,  the  very  beft  of  men  efteem 

Of  which  thine  innocence  did  never  dream  : 

Then  hafte  with  me,  meek  Maid,  to  dwell, 

And  give  a  Goddefs  to  my  cell !    - 

Oh  !  fly  from  Impudence,  the  brazen  rogue, 
Whole  flippant  tongue  hath  got  the  Irilh  brogue  ; 
Whole  hands  would  pluck  thee,  like  the  faireft  flow'r, 
Thy  cheeks,  eyes,  forehead,  lips,  and  neck,  devour  : 

Shun,  fliun  that  Caliban,  and  with  me  dwell  ; 

Then  come,  and  give  a  Goddcfs  to  my  cell  \ 

The  world,  O  Ample  Maid,  is  full  of  art, 

Would  tuin  thee  pale,  and  till  with  dread  thy  heart, 

Did'ft  thou  perceive  but  half  the  fnares, 

The  Dev'l  for  charms,  like,  thine  prepares  ! 

Then  hafte  O  Nymph,  with  me  to  dwell, 

And  give  a  Goddefs  to  my  cell  ! 

From  morn  to  eve,  my  kifs  of  fpeechlefs  love, 
Thy  eves'  rniid  beam  and  blufhes  (hall  improve  j 
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And  lo  !  from  our  fa  innocent  embrace, 
Young  Mocicities  fliail.fpring,  a  num'rousraca  ! 
Theblufhing  girls,  in  ev'ry  thing  like  Tbee, 
The  bafhful  boys,  prodigioufly  like  Me  ! 

Then  hafte  with  me,  ONymph,  to  dwell, 
And  give  a  Goddefs  to  my  ceil  1 


IS  not  this  pretty,  Sir  ?  can  aught  be  fvveeter  •? 
Initead  of  that  vile  appellation,  'Devil,' 
So  blackguard,  io  unfriendly,  fo  uncivil; 

Should  I  not  be  baptiz'd,  ihtgcuile  PeU-r  ? 

Great  is  the  buz  about  the  Court, 
As  at  th*  Exchange,  where  Jews,  Turks,  Chriftans  meet, 

OrSmithfield  fair,  where  beafts  of  ev'ry  fort, 
Pigs,  Sheep,  Men,  Bullocks,  all  fa  friendly  greet. 

Bufy  indeed  is  many  a  fly  court-lee  h  '. 

Afraid  to  trait  each  other  with  a  fpeechi - 

In  hems,  and  hahs,  and  half-words,  hinting  : 

Some  whifp'ring,  lift'ning,  fip-toe-'walking,  fquinting— ~ 

For  lo  1   fo  warily  each  Courtier  fpeaks, 

They  feem  to  talk,  with  halters  round  their  necks. 

Some  praife  the  King  for  noblenefs  of  fpirit, 
For  everftudying  how  to  find  out  merit  ; 
Whilft  from  its  box  their  heart  doth  ilily  peep, 

And  afkthe  tongue  with  marv'liqg  e)es, 
How  can  it  bear  to  tell  a  heap 

Of  fucJb  unconscionable  ,  bare-facM  lies? 
"  How  are  the  mighty  fall'n  1"  the  people  cry — ■ 

Meaning  m£ 

11  Another  hog  of  Epicurus'  fty  ! 

"  This  vile  apoftate  bends,  to  Baal,  the  knee  ; 
u  Lo  !  for  a  little  meat  and  guzzle, 
"  Thisfneaking  cur,  too,  takes  the  muzzle. 

"  In  lyric  fcandal,  loon  will  be  a  chafrn 

"  lie  wrote  for  bribes,  'tis  plain;  arid  now  he  has  'em* 
*'  I  his  mighty  war-hone  will  be  foon  in  hstnd, 

"  By  means  of  mea,t,  the  price  of  venal  notes, 
"  Calm   as  a  hackney  coach-hone  on  his  (land, 

"  Toiling  about  his  nofe-bag  and  his  oats. 

'•  Whatever  he  hath  faid,  he  dares  unfay, 

"  In  native  impudence  fo  rich ■ 

"  Bxplakj  the  plaineft  things  away, 
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"  And  call  his  Mufe  n  forward  b j 

*  Treat  fire  of  friendly  promiles  as  fmoke, 
*'  And  laugh  at  truth  and  honour  as  a  joke  !" 
Such,  Sir,  is  your  good  people's  howl, 
As  thick  as  fniail, birds  pelt'ring  a  poor  owl. 

In  vain  I  tell  the  world  around, 
That  I  have  not  a  per.fion  found  ; 

Which  fpeech  of  fimple  truth  the  mob  enrages. 
"  Pettr,  this  is  an  arrant  lie — 
*'  The  fact  is  clear,  too  clear:"  they  cry — 

"  Thou  halt  already  touch' d  a  quarter's  wages. 

**  Varlet  1  it  always  was  thy  vile  intention — 

*'  Thou  halt,  thou  haft,  thou  liar,  got  a  penfion  1" 

Still  to  fupport  my  innocence,  I've  laid, 
Moft  finfully,  I  own— "  I  han't,  by  G-d  •" 
Yet,  had  I  fworn  my  eyes  out  of  my  head, 
They  never  had  believ'd — How  vaftly  odd  \ 

The  morning  and  the  ev'ning  papers, 
Struck  by  tiie  found,  are  in  the  vapours, 

And  mourn  and  droop,  to  think  I'm  dead— - 
Stunn'd  by  the  unexpected  news, 
The  Magazine  and  the  Reviews, 

For  grief,  can  fcarcely  lift  their  head. 

"  Nothing  but  poor  mechanic  ftuff,"  theycry, 
*'  Shall  now  be  quoted  for  the  public  eye ; — 

"  Nothing  original  in  long — 
"  No  novelty  of  images  and  thought, 
♦*  Before  our  fair  Tribunal,  lhail  be  brought  :— - 

"  But  trifling  tranfpofitions  of  our  tongue: 
*'  The  fonneteers  mui  now  be  callM  to  rave, 
"  And  we  mull  pay  them  too  for  ev'ry  ftave, 
*•  Forth  from  their  garrets  high,  or  cellars  low, 
t*  To  us  they  run,  as  loon  as  this  they  know  ; 
«'  Buckle  and  pipe  makers  now   will  dine-, 
M  And  once  more  boaft  their  porter  and  furloin. — 
*'  Penury,  avaunt  1   their  pockets  now  may  chink, 

«•  And  future  gazetters  afford  them  drink. 

«'  The  papers  thus  deferred,  in  a  flurry, 
«'  Print  all  their  paltry  nonfenfe  in  a  hurry  ; 
«'  For  ltill  the   public  mult  be  footh'd  with  fong, 
**  However  weak  or  fooiifh,  right  or  wrong. 

M  Nought,  but  a  folemn  pomp  of  words, 

"  Bearing  a  lifelefs thought,  iha.ll  readers  meet— 
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"  The  pi&ure  of  a  fun'ral  that  affords  ; 

*'  So  folemn  marching  through  the  ftaring-ftreet. 

**  Where  flags,  and  horfe,  and  foot,  a  fcrrow  ape, 
*«  With  all  the  dread  difmality  of  crape, 
«'  Near  the  poorcorpfe — perhaps  a  puny  brat, 
n  Or  dry  oid  maid,  as  meagre  as  a  cat.  " 

No,  Sir  !  you  never  offer'd  me  a  penfion — 
But  then  I  guefs,  it  is  your  kind  intention — 
Yes,  Sir,  you  mean  a  fmall  douceur  to  proffer  ; 
But,  give  me  leave,  Sir,  to  decline  the  offer. 

I'm  much  oblig'd  t'ye,  Sir,  for  your  good  will  ; 

But  Oratorios  have  half  undone  you  : 
'Tis  whifper'd,  too,  that  thieves  have  robb'd  the  Till, 

Which  kept  your  milk  and  buttter  money. 

So  much  with  laving  wifdom  are  you  taken, 
Drury  and  Covent-Garden  feem  forfaken — 
Since  coji  attendeth  thofe  theatric  borders, 
Content,  you  go  to  Richmond-Houfe  with  orders.* 
Form'd  to  delight  all  eyes,  all  hearts  engage, 
When  lately  the  fweet  Princefsf  came  of  age, 
Train  oil,  inftead  of  wax,  was  bid  t'illume 
The  goodly  company,  and  dancing-room  ! 
This  never  had  been  done,  I'm  very  lure, 
Had  not  you  been,  fome  way  or  other  poor. 

You  now  want  guineas,  to  buy  live  flock,  Sir, 

To  graze  your  Windfor  hill  and  vale  ; 
And  farmers  will  not  let  their  cattle  ftir, 

Until  the  money's  down  upon  the  nail. 

I'm  told,  your  fheep  have  died  by  dogs  and  bitches, 
And  that  your  fowls  have  fuffer'd  by  the  fitches  ; 
And  that  your  man-traps,  guards  of  goofe  and  duck, 

And  cocks  and  hens,  have  had  but  Jo  fo  luck 

Scrace  fifty  rogues,  in  chafe  of  fowls  and  eggs, 
Have,  in  thofe  loving  ergines,  ioft  their  legs. 

The  Bulfe,  Sir,  on  a  vifit  to  the  Tow'r, 
Howe'er  the  Royal  Vifage  may  look  four, 
Tot.  I.  T 

*  tickets,  to  admit  the  bearer  to  the  playhoufe,  gratis. 
f  The  Prirlcefs  royal. 
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Howe'er  an  object  of  a  deep  devotion, 
Muft  crofs  once  more  the  eaftern  Ocean  * 

Indeed  I  hope,  the  di'monds  will  be  of, 
Or  fcandal  on  us  rolls  in  floods 

Some  Nabob  may  be  vile  enough, 
To  bring  an  action  for  ftol'n  goods — 

An  action  (to  fpeak  lawyer-  like)  of  Trover  ; 

And  Heav'n  forbid,  it  fliouid  come  over  1 

For  money-matters,  I  am  fure, 

The  Abbey  mufic  was  put  off; 
Became  the  Royal  pune  is  poor, 

Plagu'd  with  a  dry  coniumptive  cough  ; 
Yet,  in  full  health,  again  that  purfe  may  riot, 
By  God's  grace,  and  a  fkim-milk  diet. 

Clofe  as  a  vice,  behold  the  nation's  fift  ! 
Vain  will  be  mouths  made  up  for   civil  lift  ; 
And  humble  pray'rs,  fo  very  ftale, 
Will  all  be  call'd  an  old  wife's  tale. 

Your  faithful  Commons,  to  your  cravings, 

Will  not  give  up  the  nation's  favings 

Yourfav'rite  Minifter,  (I'm  told)  runs  rejliff, 
And  growls  at  fuch  petitions,  like  a  maftiff. 

What  if  my  good  friend, Haftings,  goes  to  pot  ? — 
Adams  and  Anftruther  have  flung  hard  ftones — 

He  finds  his  fituation  rather  hot — 
Burke,  Fox,  and  Sheridan,  may  break  his  bones. 

As  furely  as  ive  faw  and  felt  the  bulfe, 
Haftings  hath  got  a  very  awkard  pulfe  ; 

Therefore  in  Jeopardy  the  culprit  ftands  ! 
Like  patients,  whole  diforders  Doctors  flight 
Too  often,  he  may  bid  us  all  good  night  ; 

And  flip,  poor  man,  between  our  hands. 

Then,  Sir  !   Oh  1  then,  as  long  as  life  endures, 
Nought  but  remembrance  of  the  bulfe  is  ours  ; 
And  to  aftomach,  that,  like  ours,  digefts, 
Slight  is  the  dinner  on  remember'dfea&s. 

I  think,  we  cafes  underftand,  and  ken 
Symptoms,  as  well  as  moft  ingenious  men  ; 
But,  Lord  !  how  oft  the  wifeit  are  miftaken  ! 
Therefore  I  tremble  for  his  badger'd  bacon- 
We  may  be  out,  with  all  our  fkill  fo  clever, 
And  what  we  think  an  ague,  prove  jail  f even 
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Nebuchadnezzar,  Sir,  the  King, 
As  facred  HilVries  fweetly  fing, 
Was,  on  all-fours,  turn'd  out  to  grafs, 
Juft  like  a  horfe,  or  mule,  or  afs. 

Heav'ns  !  what  a  fall  from  kingly  glory  ! 
I  hope,  it  will  not  fo  turn  out. 
That  we  fnall  have  (to  make  a  rout) 

A  fecond  part  of  that  old  ftory  ! 

This  penfion  was  well  meant,  O  glorious  King, 
And  for  the  Bard  a  very  pretty  thing  ; 

But  let  me,  Sir,  refufe  it,  I  implore 

i"  ought  not  to  be  rich,  whilft  you  are  poor  ; 
No,  Sir,  I  cannot  be  your  humble  hack  ; 
I  fear  your  Majefty  would  break  my  back. 

I  dare  refufe  you,  for  another  reafon — 

We  differ  in  religion,  Sir,  a  deal  ; 
You  fancy  it  a  fin  ally'd  to  treafon, 

And  vaftly  dang'rous  to  the  commonweal, 
For  fubjects,  minuets  and  jigs  to  play, 
On  the  Lord's  day. 

Now,  Sir,  I'm  very  fond  of  fiddling — 

And  in  my  morals,  what  the  world  calls  middling, 

I've  alk'd  my  confeience,  that  came  ftrait  from  Heav' 

Whether  I  flood  a  chance  to  be  forgiv'n, 

If,  on  a  Sunday,  from  all  fcruples  free, 

I  fcrap'd  the  old  Black  Joke,  and  Chere  Atnie. 

"Ah!  fool!  (exclaim'd  my  confeience)  know 

"  God  never,  againft  mafic  made  a  rule  : 
•'  On  Sundays,  you  may  fafely  take  your  bow — 

"  And  play  as  well  the  fiddle  as  the  fool." 

A  late  Archbifhop,  *  too,  O  King, 

Who  knew  mod  fecrets  of  the  fkies, 
Said,  Heav'n  on  Sundays  relifh'd  pipe  and  firing, 

Where  founds  on  founds  uncealing  rife 

And  afk'd  as  Sunday  had  its  mufic  there, 
Why  Sunday  fhould  not  have  its  mufic  here  ? 

In  confequence  of  this  divine  opinion, 

That  Prince  of  Parfons  in  your  great  dominion, 

Inform'd  his  fafliionable  wife, 
That  flie  might  have  her  Sunday  routs  and  cards, 

*  Cornivallis. 
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-And  meet  at  lafi:  with  Heav'ns  rewards, 
When  Death  fliould  take  her  precious  life. 

Thus  dropping  pious  qualms,  religious  doubts, 
His  lady  did  enjoy  her  Sunday  routs  ! 
Upon  Good  Friday,  too,  that  awful  day, 
Lo  I  like  Vauxhall,  was  Lambeth  all  fo  gay  ! 

Now,  if  his  prefent  Grace,  with  fharpen'd  eycst 

Could  fquint  a  little  deeper  in  the  fkies, 

He  might  be  able  to  inform  his  dame, 

Of  two  impoftors,  p'rhaps,  call'd  Sin  and  Shame, 

Who  many  a  pleaiure  from  our  grafp  remove, 

Pretending  to  commilTions  from  above. 

Like  this,  a  fecret,  could  his  Grace  explore, 
What  a  proud  day  for  Us,  and  Miflrels  Moore  ! 
For  lo  1  two  greater  foes  we  cannot  name, 
To  this  world's  joy,  than  Meffieurs  Sin  and  Shame. 

Then  might  we  think  no  more  of  praife  and  pray'r, 
But  leave,  at  will,  our  Maker  in  the  lurch  : 

Sleep,  racket,  lie  a  bed,  or  take  the  air, 
And  order  owls  and  bats  to  go  to  church. 

Sunday,  like  other  days,  would  then  have  life  : 
Now  prim,  and  ftarch,  and  lilent,  as  a  Quaker— 

And  gloomy  in  her  looks,  as  if  the  wife, 
Or  widow,  of  an  Undertaker. 

Happy  fliould  I  have  been,  my  Liege, 

So  great  a  Monarch  to  oblige  : 

And,  Sir — between  you,  and  the  pod, 

And  me — you  don't  know  what  you've  loft— 

The  lofs  of  me,  fo  great  a  Bard, 

Is  not,  O  King,  to  be  repair'd. 

My  verfe,  fuperior  to  the  hardeft  rock, 

Nor  earthquake  fears,  nor  fea,  nor  fire, 
Surpafling,  therefore,  Miftrefs  Darner's  block, 

That  boafts  fo  ftrong  a  likenels  of  you,  Sire. 
That  block,  fo  pond'rons,  mufl  with  age  decay, 
And  all  the  lines  of  wifdom  wear  away  1 
I  grant  the  Lady's  loyalty  and  love, 
Yet,  "  none  but  Phidias  fliould  attempt  a  Jove." 

The  Macedonian  Hero  grae'd  the  flone 
Of  fam'd  Praxiteles  alone  \ 


C     *°9     ) 

Forbidding  others  to  attempt  his  nob, 
It  was  fo  great  and  difficult  a  job. 

Auguftus  fwore  an  oath  fo  dread, 

He'd  cut  off  any  Poet's  head, 

But  Virgil's,  that  mould  dare  his  praife  rehearfe, 

Or  mention  ev'n  his  name  in  verfe. 

Then,  Sir,  if  I  may  be  a  litttle  free, 
My  art  would  fuit  your  merits  to  a  T. 

Lord  !  in  my  adamantine  lays, 
Your  virtues  would,  like  bonfires,  blaze — 
So  firm  your  tuneful  jeweller  would  fet  'em, 
They'd  break  the  teeth  of  Time,  to  eat  'em. 

Wrapp'd  in  the  fplendor  of  my  golden  line, 
For  ever  would  your  Majefty  be  fine  \ 
Appear  a  gentleman  of  firft  repute, 
And  always  glitter  in  a  birth-day  fuit. 

Then  to  all  ftories  would  I  give  the  lie, 

That  dar'd  attack  you,  and  your  fame  devour  ; 

Making  a  King,  a  ninepin  in  our  eye, 

Who  ought,  like  Egypt's  pyramids,  to  tow'r— 

Such  as  the  following  fable,  for  example, 

Of  impudence,  unprecedented  fample  1 


THE    ROYAL    SHEEP- 
SOME  time  ago,  a  dozen  lambs, 
Two  rev'rend  patriarchal  rams, 
And  one  good  motherly  old  Ewe, 
Died  on  a  fudden,  down  at  Kew  ; 

Where,  with  the  fweeteft  innocence,  alas  I 

Thofe  pretty,  inoffenfive  lambs, 

And  rev'rend,  horned,  patriarchal  rams, 
And  motherly  old  Ewe,  were  nibbling  grafs  ; 
All  the  fair  property  of  our  great  King — 
Whofe  deaths  did  much  the  Royal  bofom  wring. 
'Twas  faid,  that  dogs  had  tickled  them  to  death  ; 
Play'd  with  their  gentle  throats,  and  ftopp'd  their  breath. 

Like  Homer's  heroes,  on  the  enfanguin'd  plain, 
Stalk'd  Mr.  Robinfon  *  around  the  flain  j 
T  * 
*  The  Hind, 
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And  never  was  more  frighten'd  in  his  life. 
So  fliock'cl  was  Mr.  Robinfon's  whole  face, 
Not  ftronger  horrors  could  have  taken  place. 

Had  Cerberus  devour'd  his  wife  '. 

With  wild,  defpairing  looks,  and  fighs, 

And  wet,  and  pity-afking  eyes, 

He  trembling,  to  the  royal  prefence  venturd — 

Whire  as  the  whiteft  napkin,  when  he  enttr'd  ! 

White  as  the  man,  who  fought  King  Priam's  bed, 

And  told  him  that  his  warlike  fon  was  dead. 

"  Oh  1  pleafe  your  Majefty" — he,  blubb'ring  cried — 

And  then  ftopp'd  fliort — 
"  What  ?  what  ?  what  ?  what  ?   (the  flaring  King  replied) 
'*  Speak,  Robinfon,  fpeak,  fpeak,  what,  what's  the  hurt  ?" 

14  0  Sire,"  faid  Robinfon  again— 

"  Speak — (faid  the  King) — put,  put  me  out  of  pain — 

"  Don't,  don't  in  this  fufpence,  a  body  keep" — 

"  O  Sire,"  cried  Robinfon,  "  the  iheep  1  the  lheep  '." 

"  What  of  the  fheep,"  replied  the  King,  "pray,  pray — 
"  Dead,  Robinfon  ?   dead  ?  dead  ?   or  run  away  ?" 
"  Dead,  anfwer'd  Robinfon,  "  dead  \  dead  !  dead  !  dead  '." 
Then,  like  a  drooping  lily,  hung  his  head  '. 

"■  How  ?  how  ?"  the  Monarch  afk'd,  with  vifage  fad. 
"  By  dogs,"  faid  Robinfon,  "  and,  likely,  mad  :" 

"  No,  no,  the  can't  be  mad  '.  they  can't  be  mad  !— 
"  No,  no,  things  ar'n't  fo  bad  !   things  ar'n't  fo  bad  I" 
Rejoin'd  the  King — 

"  Off  with  them  quick  to  market— quick,  depart;— 
"In  with  them,  in,  in  with  them,  in  a  cart— 

"  Sell,  fell  them,  for  as  much  as  they  will  bring." 

Now  to  Fleet-Market,  driving  like  the  wind. 
Amidft  his  nlurder'd  mutton,  rode  the  Hind, 

All  in  the  royal  cart  fo  great, 
To  try  to  fell  the  royal  meat. 

The  news  of  this  rart  batch  of  lamhs, 

And  ewe  and  rams, 
Defign'd  for  many  a  London  dinner, 
Reach'd  the  fair  ears  of  M after  Sheriff  Skinner, 
Who  with  a  hammer,  and  a  conference  clear, 
Gets  glory,  and  ten  thcufand  pounds  a  year  : 
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And  who,  if  things  go  tolerably  fair, 

"Will  be  one  day  proud  London's  proud  Lord  Mayor. 

The  Alderman  was  in  his  pulpit  fhining, 

•IVfidft  Gentlemen,  with  nightcaps,  hair  and  wigs; 

In  language  mod  rhetorical,  denning 
The  ilerliag  merit  of  a  lot  of  pigs  : 

When  fuddenly  the  news  was  brought, 

That,  in  Fleet  Market,  were  unwholefome  fhcep  ; 
Which   made  the  preacher  from  his  pulpit  ieap, 
As  nimble  as  a  tailor,  or  as  thought. 

For  juftice  panting,  and  unaw'd  by  fears, 
This  King,  this  Emperor  of  AucTionecrs, 
Set  off a  furious  face  indeed  he  put  on 

Like  lightning,  did  he  gallop  up  Cheapiide  ! 

Like  thunder,  down  thro'  Ludgate  did  he  ride, 
To  catch  the  man,  who  fold  this  dreadful  mutton. 

Now  to  Fleet  Market,  full  of  wrath,  he  came  ? 

And  with  the  fpirit  of  an  ancient  Roman, 

Exceeded,  I  believe,  by  no  man 
The  Alderman,  fo  virtuous,  cried  out,  "  Shame  \** 
"  Damme  '   (to  Robinfon,  faid  Mailer  Skinner) 
u  Who,  on  fuch  Mutton,  Sir,  can  make  a  dinner  :" 

"  You,  if  you  pleafe," 
Cried  Mr.  Robinfon,  with  perfect  eafe. 
«'  Sir  I"  quoth  the  read-hot  Alderman  again — 
4*  You''  quoth  the  Hind,  in  juft  the  fame  cool  ftrain. 

•'  Off  !  off  !   (cried  Skinner  )with  your  carrion  heap  ; 

u  Quick,  d — mme,  take  away  yournafty  lheep  '. 

"  Whilll  I  command,  not  e'en  the  King 

"  Shall  fuch  vile  ftuff  to  market  bring, 

"  And  London  ftalls  fuch  garbage  put  on — 

"  So  take  away  your  (linking  mutton." 

"  You  (replied  Robinfon)  you  cry  out  '  Shame  I* 
•'  You  blaft  the  Sheep,  good  Mailer  Skinner,  pray  I 

"  You  give   the  harmlefs  mutton  a  bad  name  1 
"  You  impudently  order  it  away  '. 

"  Sweet  Mailer  Alderman,  don't  make  this  rout : 
"  Clap  on  your  fpectaeies  upon  your  fnout, 
"  And  then  your  keen  furveying  eyes  regale, 

"  With  thofe  fame  fine  large  letters  on  the  cart, 
"  Which  brought  this  blafled  mutton  here  for  fale." 

Poor  Skinner  read,  and  read  it  with  a  ftart  ! 


C    m    ) 

Like  Hamlet,  frightened  at  his  father's  Ghoft, 
The  Alderman  ftood  flaring,  like  a  port  ; 
He  law  G.  R.  inferib'd  in  handfome  letters, 
Which  prov'd,  the  fli?ep  belong'd  unto  his  betters. 

The  Alderman  now  turn'd  to  deep  reflection ; 
And  being  bleft  with  proper  recollection, 
Exclaim'd — "I've  made  a  great  miftakc-  Oh!  fad  ; 
*'  The  flieep  are  really  not  fo  bad, 

u  Dear  Mr.  Robinfon,  I  beg  your  pardon  ; 

'*  Your  Job-like  patience  I've  borne  hard  on  ; 

"  Whoever  fays,  the  mutton  is  not  good, 

"  Knows  nothing,  Mr.  Robinfon,  of  food. 

"  I  verily  believe,  I  could  turn  glutton, 

"  On  fuch  neat,  wholefome,  pretty-looking  mutton— 

"  Pray,  Mr.  Robinfon,  the  mutton  fell — 

"  I  hope,  Sir,  that  his  Majefty  is  well." 

So  faying,  Mr.  Robinfon  he  quitted, 

With  cherubimic  fmiles,  and  placid  brows, 

For  fuch  embarrafling  occafions,  fitted 

Adding  juft  five  and  twenty  humble  bows^ 
To  work  went  Robinfon,  to  fell  the  flieep, 
But  people  would  not  buy,  except  Dog-cheap  ; 
At  length  the  flieep  were  fold — without  the  fleece, 
And  brought  King  George  juft  half-a-crown  a-piece. 

Now  for  the  other  laughing,  faucy,  lying  ftory, 
Made,  one  would  think,  to  tamifh  Kingly  glory. 


THE    K***    AND    PARSON    YOUNG. 

THE  K***  (God  blefs  him  !)  met  old  Parfon  Young, 
Walking  on  Windfor  Terrace,  one  fair  morning — 

Delightful  was  the  day — the  fcent  was  ftrong — 
A  heavenly  day,  for  howling  and  for  horning  \ 

For  tearing  farmers'  hedges  down — hallooings — 

Shouts,  curfes,  oaths,  and  fuch  like  pious  doings. 

"  Young,"  cried  the  K***,  "  d'ye  hunt,  d!ye  hunt  to-day  -' 
"  Yes  !  yes  ! — what,  what  ?  yes  :  yes  !  fine  day,  fine  day  1 

Low,  with  a  rev'rent  bow,  the  Pried  replied, 
"  Great  King  !  I  really  have  no  horfe  to  ride ; 
"  Nothing,  O  Monarch,  but  my  foundred  mare, 
"  And//je,  my  Liege,  as  blind  as  flie  can  ftare." 


(       213       ) 

«  No  horfe  !"  rejoin'd  the  K***,  "  no  horfe,  no  horfe  l*» 

11  Indeed,"  the  Parfon  added,  "  I  have  none  : 
"  Nothing,  but  poor  old  Dobbin — who  of  courfe, 
*  "  Is  dang'rous — being  blinder  than  a  done." 
"  Blind  ?  blind,  Young  ?  never  mind — you  muft,  muft  go!- 
M  Muft  hunt  !  muft  hunt !  Young  '. — ftay  behind  ? — no  I 
"  no!" 

What  pity,  that  the  King,  in  his  difcourfe, 
Forgot  to  fay,  "  I'll  lend  you  Young  a  horfe  J** 

The  K***,  to  Young,  behaving  thus  fo  kind, — 
What'er  the  danger,  and  howe'er  inclin'd, 

At  home,  with  politefe,  Young  could  not  ftay— 
So  up  his  Rev'rence  got  upon  the  mare, 
Refolv'd,  the  Chace  with  Majefty  to  (hare, 

Whate'er  the  dangers  of  the  day. 

Rous'd  was  the  deer  ! — the  King  and  Parfon  Young, 

Caftor  and  Pollux  like,  rode  fide  by  fide  ; 
When,  lo  !   a  ditch  was  to  be  fprung  ! 

Over  leap'd  G.  the  Third  with  kingly  pride. 

Over  jump'd  Tinker,  Towzer  Rocknvood  Tcirlert 
Over  jump'd  Mendall,  Brujhivood,  Jnbal,  Joiulert 
Trimbujb,  and  Lightning,  Mufic,  Ranter  Wonder, 
And  fifty  others,  with  their  mouths  of  thunder — 
Great  names  !  whofe  pedigrees  fo  fair, 
With  thofe  of  Homer's  heroes  might  compare. 

Thus,  glorioufly  attended,  leap'd  the  King, 
By  all  thofe  hounds,  attended  with  a  fpring  !— 
Not  Caefar's  felf  a  fiercer  look  put  on, 
When,  with  the  holt,  he  pafs'd  the  Rubicon  ! 

But  wayward  fate  the  Parfon's  palfrey  humbled, 

And  gave  the  mare  a  fudden  check — 
Unfortunately  peor  blind  Dobbin  tumbled, 

And  broke  his  Reverence's  neck. 

The  Monarch,  gaping,  with  amaze  look'd  round, 

Upon  his  dead  companion  on  the  ground— 

"  What,  what  ?  (he  cried)  Young  dead  !  Young  dead  L 

•'  Young  dead  ! — 
"  Humph  1 — take  him  up,  and  put  him  home  to  bed  iw 

Thus  having  finifh'd with  a  cheerful  face^ 

Nimrod  the  fecond  join'd  the  jovial  chace. 


(     "4    ) 


A     MORAL    REFLECTION. 

FOOLS  would  have  ftopp'd,  when  Parfon  Young  was 
kili'd, 
And  giv'n  up  ev'ry  thought  of  hound  and  deer  ; 
And  with  a  weaknefs,  call'd  Companion,  fill'd, 
Had  turn'd  Samaritan?,  and  dropp'd  a  tear. 

But  better  far  the  Royal  Sportfman  knew — 
He  guefs'd  the  confequence,  beyond  a  doubt — ■ 

Full  well  he  guefs'd,  he  fhould  not  have  a  view — 
And  that  he  fhould  be  fhamefully  thrown  out. 

P'rhaps,  from  the  royal  eye,  a  tear  might  hop  ; 
Yet  Pages  fwear,  they  never  law  it  drop. 

But  Majefty  may  fay — "  what,  what,  what's  death  ? 
"  Nought,  nought,  nought,  but  a  little  lofs  of  breath. 

To  Parfon  Young,  'twas  more,  I'm  very  clear — 
He  loft,  by  death,  lome  hundred  pounds  a  year. 
A  great  deal,  my  dear  Liege,  depends 

On  having  clever  Bards  for  friends 

What  had  Achilles  been,  without  his  Homer   ?— 
A  tailor,  woollen-draper,  or  a  comber  ! 
Fellows,  that  have  been  dead  a  hundred  year, 
None,  but  the  Lord,  knows  how  or  where — 

In  Poetry's  rich  grafs,  how  virtues  thrive  ! — 
Some,  when  put  in,  fo  lean,  fcarce  feem  alive  ; 

And  yet,  fo  fpeedily  a  bulk  obtain 

That  ev'n  their  owners  know  them  not  again. 

Couid  you,  indeed,  have  gain'd  my  mufe  of  fire, 
Great  would  your  luck  have  been,  indeed,  great  Sire  ! 

Then  had  I  prais'd  your  noblenefs  of  fpirit  ! — 
Then  had  I  boafted,  that  myfelf, 
Right  Peter,  was  the  firft  bleft,  tuneful  elf, 

You  ever  gave  a  farthing  to,  for  merit. 
Though  money  be  a  pretty  handy  tool  ; 
Of  Mammon,  lo  !   I  fcorn  to  be  the  fool  ! 
If  Fortune  calls,  file's  welcome  to  my  cot, 
Whether  fhe  leaves  a  guinea  or  a  groat ; 
Whether  fhe  brings  me,  from  the  butcher's  fliop, 
The  whole  fliecp',  or  a  fingle  chop, 

For  lo  !   like  Andrew  Marvel,  I  can  dine. 
And  deem  a  mutton-bone  extremely  fine — 


(      «i      ) 

Then,  Sir,  how  difficult  the  talk,  you  fee, 

To  bribe  a  moderate  gentleman,  like  Me. 

I  will  not  fwear,  point  blank,  I  mall  net  alter — 

A  Saint — my  name-fake,  e'en  was  known  to  faulter.' 

Nay  more — fome  clever  men  in  Oppolition, 
Whofe  fouls  did  really  feem  in  good  condition  ; 

Who  made  of  Pitt,  fuch  horrible  complaint, 
And  darnn'd  him,  for  the  worft  of  knaves ; 
Alter'd  their  minds — became  Pitt's  abject  flaves, 

And  publilh'd  their  new  Patron,  for  a  Saint. 

And  who  is  there,  that  may  not  change  his  mind  ? 
Where  can  you  folks  of  that  defcription  find, 
Who  will  not  fell  their  fouls  for  calh, 
That  moil  angelic,  diabolical  trafli  ! 

E'en  grave  Divines  fubmit  to  glitt'ring  gold  ! 
The  belt  of  confidences  are  bought  and  ibid  : 
As  in  a  tale  I'll  flibw,  moil  edifying, 
And  prove  to  all  the  world,  that  I'm  not  lying. 


THE    PARSON,    THE    SQJJIRE,    AND 

THE    SPANIEL. 

A     TALE. 

A  GENTTEMAN  polTefs'd  a  fav'nte  fpaniel, 
That  never  treated  maid  nor  man  ill  : 
This  dog  of  whom  we  cannot  too  much  fay, 
Got,  from  his  godfather  the  name  of  Tray. 

After  ten  years  of  fervice,  juft, 

Tray,  like  the  race  of  mortals,  fought  the  duft — 
That  is  to  fay  the  fpaniel  died 

A  coffin  then  was  order'd  to  be  made — 

The  dog  was  in  the  church-yard  laid; 
And  o'er  his  pale  remains,  the  mailer  cried, 

Lamenting  much  his  trufty,  fur-clad  friend, 
And  willing  to  commemorate  his  end, 
He  rais'd  a  fmall  blue  ftone,  juft  afier  burial, 
And  weeping,  wrote  on  it  this  i'weet  memorial  : 


(     aitf     ) 


TRAY's    EPITAPH. 

HERE  refts  the  relics  of  a  friend  below, 

Bleft  with  more  fenfe  than  half  the  folks  I  know  ; 

Fond  of  his  eafe,  and  to  no  parties  prone, 

He  damn'd  no  feci:  ;  but  cairn  ly  gnaw'd  his  bone  : 

Performed  his  functions  well,  in  ev'ry  way — 

Blulh,  Christians,  if  you  can,  and  copy  Tray  ! 


THE  Curate  of  the  Huntingtonian  Band- 

Rare  breed  of  gofpel-hawks,  that  fcour  the  land, 
And  fierce  on  fins,  their  quarry,  fall — 
Thofe   locufts  that  would  eat  up  all : 
Men,  who,  with  new  invented  patent  eyes, 
See  Heav'n,  and  all  the  angels  in  the  fkies  ; 
As  plain,  as  in  the  box  of  fliowman  Swifs, 
For  little  Maiter  made,  and  curious  Mifs, 
We  fee,  with  huge  delight,  the  King  of  France, 
With  all  his  Lords  and  Ladies,  dance- — 

This  Curate  heard  th'  affair,  with  deep  emotion  ; 
And  thus  exclaim'd  with  infinite  devotion  ! 
'•  O  Lord  !  O  Lord  !  O  Lord  !  O  Lord  1  O  Lord  I 
**  Fine  doings  thefe,  upon  my  word  1 

*'  This,  truly,  is  a  pretty  thing  '. 

"  What  will  become  of  this  raoft  flocking  world? 
"  How  richly  fuch  a  rogue  deferves  to  fwing, 

"  And  then  to  Satan's  hottelt  flames  be  hurl'd  ', 

fi  Oh  !  by  this  damned  deed,  how  I  am  hurried  1 
*'  A  dog,  in  Chriitian  ground,  be  buried  I 

M  And  have  an  Epitaph,  forfooth,  (o  civil  !— 
"  Egad  I  Old  Maids,  will  presently  be  found, 
"  Clapping  their  dead    ram  cats  in  holy  ground, 

"  And  writing  verfes  on  each  mouling  devil." 

Againft  fuch  future  cafualty,  providing, 

The  Prieft  fet  off,  like  Homer's  Neptune,  ftriding, 

Vowing  to  put  the  culprit  in  the  Court, — 
He  found  him,  at  the  fpaniei's  humble  grave  ; 
Not  praying,  neither  finding  of  a  Have  ; 

And  thus  began  Vabuje  him — not  exhort — 
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'  Son  of  the  Dev'l,  what  haft  thou  done  t 
'■'  Nought,  for  the  action,  can  atone — 

"  I  Ihould  not  wonder,  if  the  great  All  wife 
"  Quick  darted  down  his  lightning,  all  fo  red, 
"  And  clauYd  to  earth  that  wretched  head, 

"  Which  dar'd  fo  foul,  fo  bale  an  ad;  devife  ! 

"  Bury  a  dog,  like  chru'Han  folk  ! 

"  None,  but  the  Devil,  could  provoke 

u  A  man,  to  perpetrate  a  deed  fo  odd  ! 
"  Our  inquifition  foon  the  tale  lhall  hear ; 
"  And  quickly  your  fine  fleece  lliall  lhear — 

u  Why,  fuch  a  villain  can't  believe  in  God  !" 

*'  Softly  !  my  rev'rend  Sir,"  the  fquire  replied — 
44  Tray  was  as  good  a  dog,  as  ever  died— 

"  No  education  could  his  morals  mend — 
"  And  what,  perhaps,  Sir,  you  may  doubt, 
*'  Before  his  lamp  of  life  went  out, 

"  He  order 'd  you  a  legacy,  my  friend." 

"  Did  he  ? — poor  dog  !"  the  foften'd  Prieft  rejoin'd, 

In  accents  pitiful  and  kind  ; 
u  What  1  was  it  Tray  ?  I'm  forry  for  poor  Tray  : — 

"  Why  truly,  dogs  of  fuch  rare  merit, 

"  Such  real  noblenefs  of  fpirit, 
*'  Should  not,  like  common  dogs,  be  put  away 

"  Well  !  pray  what  was  it,  that  he  gave, 
■**  Poor  fellow  !  ere  he  fought  the  grave  ? 

"  I  guefs,  I  may  put  confidence,  Sir,  in  ye." 
u  A  piece  of  gold,"  the  gentleman  replied — 
"  I'm  much  oblig'd  to  Tray,"  the  Parfon  cried  ; 

So  left  God's  caufe,  and  pocketed  the  guinea. 


YET,  fliould  I  imitate  the  fickle  wind, 

Or  like  Mr.  Patriot  Eden — change  my  mind ; 

And  for  the  Bard,  your  Majefty  Ihould  fend, 

And  fay,  "  well,  well,  well,  well,  my  tuneful  friend, 

"  I  long,  I  long,  to  give  you  fomething,  Peter — 

"  You  make  fine  verfes — nothing  can  be  fweeter 

"  What  will  you  have  ?  what,  what  ?  fpeak  out — fpeak 

"  out — 
"  Yes,  yes,  you  fomething  want—no  doubt,  no  doubt." 
Vol.  I.  U 
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Or  mould  you  like  fomc  men  who  gravely  preach, 

Forfake  your  ufual   fhort-hand  mode  ol  fpeeeh, 

And  thus  begin — in  bible-phrafe  fublime  : 

"  What  lhatl  be  done,  tor  our  rare  fon  of  Rhyme  I 

'*  The  Bard,  who  full  of  wifdom  writeth  ? 

«'  The  Bard,  in  whom  the  King  delighteth  ?" 

Then  would  the  Poet  thankfully  reply, 

With  falt'ring  voice,  low  bow,  and  marv'ling  eye, 

All  meeknefs  ;  fuch  a  fimple  dove-like  thing! 
**  Blelt  be  the  Bard,  who  verfescan  indite, 
"  To  yield  a  fecond  Solomon  delight  ! 

"  Thrice  blelt,  who  findeth  favour  with  the  King  1 

"  Since  'tis  the  royal  Will>  to  give  the  Eard, 
"  In  whom  the  King  delighteth,  forne  reward, 
"  Some  mark  cf  royal  Bounty,  to  requite  him  1 
'"  O  King  do  any  thing,  but  knight  him.'1 


THE 

TEARS    OF   ST.   MARGARET: 

ALSO, 

ODES  OF  CONDOLENCE 

TO     THE 

HIGH  AND   MIGHTY  MUSICAL  DIRECTORS, 

ON    THEIR    DOWNFALL. 


Delirant  Reges,  plcclunture  Achivi. 

The  King  was  wroth  ;  and  fmelling  matters  out, 
He  put  the  Grand  Directors  to  the  rout. 


TO    THE    READER. 


THE  frequent  complaint  of  ignorance,  partiality,  profufi- 
©n,  See.  exhibited  againft  the  Mofi  Noble  Mujical  Directors, 
together  with  their  quarrels  with  the  principal  Singers  and 
Performers,  having  brought  them  into  unpopularity;  and 
what  feemed  word  of  all,  the  Mojl  Noble  Directors  having 
imprudently  made  a  public  declaration,  without  his  Majejly's 
confent,  that  there  was  an  end  of  Abbey  Commemoration,  fuch 
a  favourite  hobby-horfe  of  Majejly  ;  the  King  relblved  on 
their  difmiffion  from  all  and  every  interference  at  the  Orato- 
rio to  be  performed  at  St.  Margaret's-  Church.  The  imme- 
diate confequence  of  the.  Royal  annunciation  was  the  difplea- 
fureof  the  Directors,  and  was  alio,  of  confequence,  the  difplea- 
fure  of  the  Lyric  Bard,  who  fighed  on  the  mournful  occafion, 
and  took  up  the  cudgels  in  their  defence.  Great  has  been  the 
cry  againft  them,  that  they  feafted  at  the  Saint  Albarfs 
Tavern,  at  the  expence  of  the  Mufical  Fund.  Although  I  do 
not  credit  fuch  rumour,  I  have  taken  the  fact  for  granted, 
that  (like  their  Deputies,  who  actually  did  feaft  at  different 
times  at  the  Saint  Alb  art's  Tavern,  at  the  expence  of  the  Fund) 


(     aio    ) 

the  Noble  Directors  did  condefcendingly  fliev;  the  example  ; 
and  I  have  hinted  that  thofe  Mojl  Noble  Lireclors  had  as  fair 
;t  right  to  be  rewarded  with  dinners  as  Parijh-Officers,  and 
their "ends,  who  to  frequently  have  a  jovial  meeting,  to  eat 
and  tipple  eleemojynary  on  the  birth  of  a  Bajiard. 


PROLOGUETOTHEODES 

O  R, 

SHE  TEARS  OF  SAINT  MARGARET. 


M, 


OW  Night,  the  negro  reign'd — "  Paft  one  o'clock," 
The  drowfy  watchman  bawl'd — from  murky  vaults, 
The  dough-fae'd  Iptcires  crowded  forth — the  eye, 
The  funk,  the  wearied  eye  of  Toil,  was  clos'd  : 
Mute,  Nature*!  bufied  voice,  her  brawl  and  hum  ; 
While  Horror,  creeping  on  the  world  of  gloom, 
Breath'd    her  dark  fpirit  through  the  death-like  hour— 
Now  from  her  fdver-fringed  eaft  the  Moon 
Feep'd  on  the  Vafl  of  made— up  mounting  How, 
In  folemn  ftilnefs,  till  her  lab'rir.g  orb, 
Freed  from  the  caves  of  Darknejs,  gain 'd  its  fphere, 
And  mov'd  in  fplendid  folitude  along. 
At  this  blank  hour  of  awe,  amid  her  fane, 
That  caught  a  partial  radiance  on  its  walls, 
A  radiance  ftealing  on  the  fhadowy  tombs, 
Illuminating  death, — the  pious  Maid, 
"Whofe  flefli  did  wonders  in  its  days  of  bloom, 
And  bones  work'd  marvels  when  lhe  fmil'd  no  more— 
The  penfive  Margclretta  ftalk'd,  and  paus'd, 
And  paus'd  and  ftalk'd,  and  ftalk'd  and  paus'd  agen  ; 
Now  nailing  to  the  twilight  floor  her  eye  ; 
Now  gazing  on  the  holy  windows  dim  ; 
Now  motionlefs,  and  now  with  hurrying  ftep 
Along  the  hollow-founding  aide  flie  pafs'd  ; 
And  leaning  lorn  at  murder'd  Raleigh's  tomb, 
Of  Silence  wak'd  the  pale  and  facred  deep, 
With  plantive  accent,  thus 

MARGARET'S  LAMENTATION. 

WHY  ftiould  yon  old  Abbey,  flioukl'ring 
My  poor  Fane  with  Gothic  pride, 


(  "I  ) 

Cracking,  finking,  falling  mould'ring, 
On  the  back  of  Marg'ret  ride  ? 

What  is  that  huge  Ruin's  merit  ? 

Only  fit  for  houfing  rats.  '  W 

Be  her  gueits,  with  all  my  fpirit, 

Hooting  owls,  and  horrid  bats  ! 

Why  am  /  to  be  defpis'd, 

Why  am  i"  to  be  kept  under  ; 
I  who  once  by  Kings  was  priz'd  ? 

What's  the  meaning  on*t  I  wonder  ? 
/  whofe  pow'r  could  agues  charm, 

Fits  and  tooth-achs,  cramps  and  evils  ; 
Satan* s  wicked  felf  difarm  ; 

Him,  the  great  proud  Prince  of  Devils. 

Lo,  that  Abbey  for  pad  years, 

At  each  grand  Commemoration, 
For  Directors  boafted  Peers — 

Peers  the  glory  of  the  Nation  '. 

Who  were  my  Directors  ?  Lo, 

Doctor  Parfons,  Jujlic*  Collie  ; 
Arnold  and  Depuis  and  Co. 

What  a  very  pretty  frolic  I 

But  'tis  faid  the  KING  commanded, 

And  the  Grand  Directors  fell  : 
By  the  KING  were  they  difDandcd  ? 

Fame  will  blulh  the  tale  to  tell. 

Soon  I'll  go  (for  what  fhould  hinder  ?) 

To  the  rirft  of  rhiming  men  ; 
To  that  Giant  Peter  Pindar— 
He  fliall  hear — and  then,  and  then  I  I 

Peter  in  his  wrath  fliall  rife, 

And  the  fcythe  of  verfe  prepare  ; 
Lo,  I  fee  his  lightning  eyes  \ 

Lo,  his  arm  of  vengeance  bare  I 

Backs  of  Monarchs  fliall  he  flice, 

As  he  fcorns  them  {ojincerely — 
Woman  need  not  aik  him  twice  ; 

Peter  loves  the  ladies  dearly. 

U2 


(      .222       ) 

Thus  fpoke  the  Saint! — When  Momhev  blufhes 
fpread, 

To  Covent-Garden's  fquare  fhe  wing'dher  flight, 
And  drew  the  curtains  of  the  Poet's  bed, 

Who  fortunately  flept  alone  that  night. 

To  him  die  told  her  ftory  o'er  and  o'er  ; 

When  Peter,  rous'd  by  Margaret's  fad  narration, 
Pull'd  of  his  night-cap,  and  devoutly  fwore 

He'd  roajl  a  certain  Ruler  of  a  nation. 

Saint  Margaret  thank'd  the  Bard  with  iwetfteft 

fmilcs, 
And  Pete r  thunder'd  on  the  King  of  IJles, 


ODES    OF    CONDOLENCE,    £>Vv 


ODE        I. 

The  Poet  breaketh  mournfully  out  on  the  fall  of  the  noble 
Directors — Threatens  to  expostulate  with  the  King— La- 
ments the  lofs  of  direclion-importance,  boxes,  white  wands, 
and  dinners  at  the  St.  Alban's  Tavern,  &c.  &c. 

JL    O  O  R  Leeds  !  poor  Uxbridge  !  and  poor  Joah  Bates  ! 
And  all  ye  other  poor  ones,  of  hard  fates  1 

'Tis  a  ftrange  man  this  King  of  ours  indeed — 
There's  reafon,  to  be  fure,  in  roafting  eggs  ! 
What  '■  raife  an  Oratorio  at  Saint  Peg's, 

And  fet  a  thing  a.  foot  without  a  bead  .' 
What  '.    could  the  King  have  mufic  in  a  church, 
And  leave  the  great  Directors  in  the  lurch  ? 
£v'n  fn  ; — but  lo,  I'll  parley  with  the  King, 
And  fuch  a  peal  into  his  ears  I'll  ring  ! 
Thus  will  I  fay,  howe'er  it  may  difguft— 
*•  An't  pleafe  your  Majeily,  you  are  u??jujl." 

"  How,  Low  ?"  the  Iving  will  cry,  with  wild  rapidity-    — ■ 
<♦  Yes,  Sire j  the  grand  Directors  take  it  ill  ; 
«»  Deeming  themfelves  all  .nen  of  tuneful  fkill, 

*;  And  having  all  for  crotchets,  hawk-avidity  ; 


(       223       ) 

"  That  they  fhoulcl  lofe  the  lead  in  this  affair, 
"  Which  really  makes  them  marvel,  and  fo  itare, 
"  Not  knowing  what  offence  they  have  committed  ; 
"  Eeing  a  let  of  very  clever  men, 
"  Softuff'd  with  crotchet-knowledges,  and  then 
"  For  Oratorios  fo  nicely  fitted  '. 

**  Behold  !  no  boxes  for  Directors  !  no  I 
u  Who  at  the  uibbey  form'd  a  raree-fliow, 

"  With  nice  kid  gloves,  madallions,  wands  fo  white  ! 
*'  Tagrag  and  bobtail  now  condcmn'd  to  join  ; 
"  What's  ten  times  worfe,  condemn'd  to  pull  out  coin  ; 
"  Men  fo  unus'd  to  pay  a  fingle  doit  1 

u  When  proud  to  view  of  Royalty  the  rays, 
"  Your  Subjects  had  their  bellies  full  of  gaze, 

"  Amid  the  Abbey'' s  glory  for  pail  years  ; 
"  Then  would  they  ponder  on  the  white-flick  row, 
"  Of  Uxbride,  Grey  de  IViltoti,  Leeds,  and  Co. 

"And,  next  to  JWajeJty,  admire  the  Peers. 

*  Who's  that  Aim,  whey-fac'd  Gentleman,  and  thin, 
'  With  fome  old  Gentlewoman's  nofe  and  chin  ? 

'  And  he  fo  furly,  with  a  fable  face  ?' 
M  Would  gaping  ftrangers  all  fo  curious  cry  ; 
"  When,  all  fo  folemn,  I  have  made  reply, 

'   That  Lord  is  Leeds's  very  noble  Grace. 

'  With  lath-like  form,  whey  face,  and  cheeks  fo  thin, 
'  And  good  old  Gentlewoman's  nofe  and  chin — 

*  And  he  who  lours  as  though  he  meant  to  bite, 
'  Is  Earl  of  Uxbridge,  with  his  face  of  night.' 

il  And  then  I've  told  the  names  of  all  the  reft  ; 
11  At  which  the  ftrangers  have  been  all  fo  blejl, 
"  Bow'd,  curtfy'd  low,  fo  grateful — I  don't  doubt  it, 
"  They  told  their  dear  relations  all  about  it  .' 

M  No  more  Directors  challenge  admiration  ! 
*'  No  more  the  tuneful  rulers  of  a  nation  ! 

"  Unknown  in  vulgar  feats  they  bite  their  thumbs  ; 
"  Now  half  awake  they  nod,  and  now  they  fleep, 
And  now  theyfigh,  and  now  in  dreams  they  weep, 

"  And  mumble  much  difpleafure  'midft  their  gums. 


(     "4     ) 
«  Heav'ns  !  with  what  huge  delight  their  eyes  would  hail 
«'  The  breeches  *  blazing  at  Saint  Margaret's  tail, 
«'  In  {lead  of  Stephen,  who,  to  all  belief, 
«'  Poor  fellow,  mull  have  travell'd  with  a  brief  f  I 

"  But,  Sir,  this  is  not  all — for  in  your  ear, 

"  Something  more  horrible  brings  up  the  rear  ! 

"  No  longer  on  the  tiveedel-dum  account, 
"  At  yon  fair  tavern  in  Saint  A/ban's  llreet, 
"  Thofe  men  of  tafte  and  mufic  joyful  greet, 

"  And  load  their  flomachs  to  a  large  amount  ; 
"  All  for  the  good  of  the  poor  Fund,  lb  kind  1 
"  Now  this  is  dreadful  to  my  fun  pie  mind  ; 

"  To.  think  thofe  titled  Men,  whole  valiant  jaws, 
"  And  ftomachs  all  i'o  keen,  and  deep  as  lacks, 
"  And  teeth  fo  valorous  in  feaft  attacks, 

*'  So  bravely  battled  in  tehe  tuneful  caufe, 
«'  Should,  by  the  royal  word  fo  hard  commanded, 
«'  Difgracefully  be  turn'd  adrift — difbanded  1 

"  I  hear,  I  hear,  the  angry  Lords  exclaim, 

*  Thus  to  be  ail  difcarded  !   'tis  a  fhame — 

*  The  royal  mandate  will  be  cruel  ftyl'd — 

*  Behold  Churchwardens,  O'verfeers  fo  fleek  I 
'  Read  their  card-invitations  ev'ry  week — 

'  Sir,  you're  defird  to  come  and  eat  a  child.' 
«  One  child  a  week  they  conftantly  devour — 

*  Sometimes  they  eat  two  children — fometimes  four — 

*  If  thofe  fellows  live,  the  lazy  drone.-, 

«  Lords  of  a  charity  may  pick  the  bones  ; 

«  Yes,  as  provifions  are  fo  very  dear, 

«  Eat  nfewjidlers  once  or  twice  a  year.' 

"  Such  is  the  language  Lords  employ,  O  King, 
"  Enough  the  hearts  of  Savages  to  wring, 

"  And  make,  I  hope,  your  royal  confcience  ache — 
•*  Such  reasonings  are  indeed  extremely  deep  ! 
"  Why  fhould  of  Lords  the  teeth  and  ftomachs  fleep, 

"  Whilil  thofe  of  keen  Churchnvarde?is  are  awake  ?" 

Thus  to  the  King  of  Nations  will  I  cry 

But  what  will  be  his  Majejly's  reply  ?— 

*  Poor  Saint  Stephen  had  a  very  warm  pair   of  breeches 
clapped  to  his  ....  lately  ;  but  the  Saint  luckily  /hook   them 

iff- 

\  Tofolicit  charity,  like  many  others  whofujfer  byfre. 


(    *H    ) 

"  Thank,  thank  ye,  Peter,  for  fupporting  ftratvs— 
"  Good  advocate — good,  good,  in  a  bad  caufe  : 
"  I'll  have  no  more  luch  doings,  let  me  tell  ye — » 
"  No,  no,  no  eating  calves  in  the  cow's  belly." 


ODE     TO     ST.     CECILIA. 

The  Poet  very  loyally  calls  upon  St*  Cecilia,  the  great  Pa« 
tronefs  of  Mufic,  by  way  of  juftice  of  peace,  confiabie,  and 
comforter,  to  come  down  from  Heaven  to  the  noble  Di- 
rectors, iflue  a  proclamation  for  diliblving  focieties  of  mu- 
lical  inftruments  ;  taking  them  up,  and  knocking  them 
to  pieces,  as  alfo  the  heads  of  the  muiicians  againft  each 
other. — The  Poet  concludes  with  a  prophecy  of  returning 
power  to  the  Directors. 

DIVINE  Cecilia,  pray,  from  Heav'n  ftep  down  j 

Molt  wondrous  are  the  doings  in  this  town  ! 

Behold,  behold  a  tunefuhrevolution  ! 

Directors  banifh'd,  but  no  execution  ! 

Thank  God,  no  grinning  heads  of  Lords,  poor  fouls, 

Amid  the  mob,  furvey  the  itreets  on  poles. 

The  fiddles  fcreech  with  rapture  one  and  all  ;' 
The  flutes  and  hautboys  whittle  at  the  fall  : 

The  pompous  organ,  for  rebellion  ripe  1 
Glad  of  the  long-winVd  overthrow,  he  opes, 
To  fhew  the  world  his  pleafure,  all  his  ftops. 

And  pours  his  thunders  through  each  giant  pipe  ; 

Whilft  all  his  pigmies,  trilling,  fqueaking,  fqualling, 
Like  mad  things,  every  one  his  tune,  are  bawling  : 

The  hoarfe  balloons  their  nafai  twang  employ 

And  hog-like  baffes  grunt  the  fong  of  joy. 

Wild  fcreams  the  trumpet's  brazen  note  fo  clear  ; 

And  on  th'  occafion  (corning  to  be  mum, 
Like  cannon  foundeth  on  the  loaded  ear, 

At  folemn  intervals,  the  double  drum. 

The  various  inftruments  of  wind  and  firing, 

Thus  to  the  world  in  faucy  triumph  ling 

"  What  are  thofe  Lord-Directors  ? — arrant  fools, 
"  Mean  mongrels — never  bred  in  Mufic's  fchook— 
"  With  juit  as  much  of  fcienee  as  a  pig  ; 
"  Who  fcarcely  know  a  p&hfc-tuxe  tVcm  a  jig. 


(  «rf  ) 

"  Are  thefe  the  men  to  lead  us — Mnjic  fwears", 
14  And  to  the  pill  iy  recommends  their  ears." 

And  lo.of  MuTic  the  choice  bands, 

Delighted,  clap  their  madding  hands  ; 

And,  railing  to  the  ftars  their  eyes  devout, 

"  Thank  heav'n,"  thiey  roar,  "  thole  fellows  are  turn'd  out* 

*'  No  longer  lhall  their  tyranny  impofe, 

"  And  lead  the  King  oi  Nations  by  the  nofe," 

Then  fvveet  Cecilia,  leave  thy  lofty  ftation  I 
O  hafte  and  iffuc  out  thy  Proclamation — ■ — 

Of  wondrous  danger  let  it  talk  aloud' * 

Foot  up  Societies  of  riutes,  balloons  ; 
Knock  down  the  organ,  for  bis  rebel  tunes, 

The.  brazen  trumpet  break,  and  crack  the  crowd* 

Lay  on  the  necks  of  the  rebellious  Band 

Thy  powerful  and  chaitifiug  hard 

And  for  their  impudent  and  fenfelefs  pother, 
Sweet  Goddefs,  knock  one  head  againit  another* 

O  hafte  and  keep  the  mournful  Lords  in  heart, 
As  fcarce  a  fingle  mortal  takes  their  part. 
Except  the  lofty  family  of  pride, 
Few  are  the  comforters  they  boaft  befide— — 

Thefe  are  their  conftant  friends  indeed,  and  flout  ; 
Friends  that  few  Nobles  ever  are  'without  i 
Hereditary  friends  of  ancient  date, 
Accompanying  great  title  and  eftate. 

And  yet  'tis  faid  no  virtues  can  refide 
Where  dwells  that  lofty  fcowling  Spirit,  Pride  ; 
That  Aconite,  the  noifome  weed  of  gloom, 
That  near  it  fuffers  not  a  flow'r  to  bloom. 
Joy  to  my  foul  '.  of  Leeds  his  glorious  Grace 
Puts  forth  alimpeiing  fweet  prophetic  face, 

Amid  this  rough  mifchance,  that  feems  to  fay, 
"  Though  difappointment  mocks  the  prefent  hour, 
"  Next  year  fhall  mark  the  triumph  of  my  pow'r, 

"  When  Faction's  fcowling  fiends  fhall  flmn  the  day." 

Thus  when  the  Monarch  of  the  winds,  in  fpite, 
-Rolls  a  dark  phalanx  on  the  golden  light, 

And  blots  the  beauteous  Orb  the  world  adorning, 
Sol  lifts  the  fable  mantle  of  a  cloud, 
And  peeping  underneath  the  envious  fhroud, 
Smiles  hope,  and  fays,  "  I'll  mine  to-morrow  morning." 


(    "7    ) 


ODE. 

The  Bard  advifes  the  Directors  to  fubmit  to  their  degraded 
fituation;  and,  by  way  of  confolation,  informs  them  of  the 
fallen  ftate  of  the  Poets — and  moreover,  comforts  the  Direc- 
tors with  the  changes  that  take  place  amongit  crowned  as 
•well  as  un-cr owned  heads. 

YET  not  alone  are  you  by  Kings  defpis'd  ; 
Lo.  lofty  poets  are  no  longer  priz'd, 

That  to  an  eagle  turn'd  a  popinjay  ; 
That  fcorn'd  of  Time  the  ever-dreaded  wars, 
Turn'd  winking  rufn-lights  into  blazing  ftars, 

And  Hole  from  frail  mortality,  decay  ! 
Poets,  with  that  rare  inftrument  cali'd  Rhime, 
Drew  with  the  greateft  eafe  the  teeth  oi  Tune  ; 
Snapp'd  his  broad  fcythe  fo  keen,  and  broke  his  glafs  ; 
Clipp'd  his  two  wings,  andiix'd  him  on  an  afs  : 
Su:h  was  the  envied  po.v'r  oi  ancient  Bat  lis, 
When  Kings  vauchfaf'd  to  crown  them  with  rewards. 

In  days  of  old,  the  Bards  were  facred  creatures, 
Deem'd  fo  exalted  in  their  natures  ! 

By  numbers  thought  tit  company  for  Gods  .' 
Lo  at  the  feafts  of  Kings  the  Minjtrels  fat  ; 
Ate,  lung,  and  mingled  in  the  royal  ciiat ; 

And  fcarceiy  did  there  feem  a  grain  of  odds. 

Thus  cried  thole- Kings  of  old,  (delightful  praife  !) 
'*  Touch  not  the  men  of  other  days  ; 

"  Hurt  not  a  hair  of  thofe  fweet  fons  of  fong, 
**  Whole  voices  (hall  be  heard  amidit  our  halls, 
"  When  we,  amidtt  of  death  the  narrow  wails, 

"  In  gloomy  filence  fhail  be  ftretch'd  along." 

Scot-free  the  Poets  drank  and  ate  ; 
They  paid  no  taxes  to  the  State  1 

Noiv  comes  a  Butcher,  roaring,  "  Pay  your  bill  ;** 
iVbic  the  biue-apron1d  wight  of  beer, 
And  man  of  bread,  approach  and  cry,  "  Look  here; 

"  Not  one  more. morfel,  not  a  fingle  gill, 
"  Shall,  Mailer  Poet,  pafs  your  piping  throat, 
H  Until  you  quickly  pay  up  ev'ry  groat." 
Unnatural  !   alas,  what  Gothic  founds  '. 
Thus  'tis  the  rude  Pro^bane  a  Poet  wounds  I 


(  «$  ) 

At  Windfor,  when  the  Monarch  has  been  by, 
How  have  I  languiih'd  on  the  royal  flye, 

Where  wanton'd  iifty  little  grunting  grigs  I 
But  never  had  the  King  the  grace  to  lay, 
*'  You're  hungry,  hungry,  Peter — take  away, 

"  Take,  take  a  couple  of  the  prettielr  pigs," 

Oft  of  his  gee fe  too  have  I  heard  the  notes, 

And,  hungry,  wifh'd  to  flop  their  gobbling  throats  ; 

But  vainly  did  mine  eyes  around  them  wander — 
How  eafiiy  the  Monarch  might  have  faid, 
**  You  don't  eat  roaft  meat  often,  I'm  afraid  ; 

"  Take,  take  away  the  fatteft  gooie  or  gander," 

Kings  care  not  if  we  neither  drink  nor  carve — 
This  is  their  fpeech  in  fecret,  "  Sing  and  ftarve." 
And  yet  our  Monarch  has  a  world  of  books, 
And  daily  on  their  backs  lb  gorgeous  looks  ; 
So  neatly  bound,  fo  richly  gilt  fo  fine, 
He  fears  to  open  them  to  read  a  line  1 

Since  of  our  bonks  a  King  can  highly  deem, 
The  Authors  mrely  might  command  efteeni — 
But  here's  the  dev'l — I  fear  too  many  know  it — * 
Some  Kings  prefer  the  Binder  to  the  Poet. 

Yet  though  it  never  was  poor  Peter's  fate 
To  get  a  fixpence  from  the  Man  of  State, 

Who  rather  tries  to  keep  the  Poets  under— 
Oft  have  I  dipp'd  in  golden  praife  the  pen, 
"Writing  fuch  handfome  things  about  great  men, 

That  Candour's  eye-balls  have  been  feen  to  wonder. 

Yet  had  it  happen'd  that  the  Bard 
Had  borne  on  high-bread  folk  a  little  hard  ; 
Good  for  an  tiAt  mortals  fhoukl  return — 
'Tis  very  wicked  with  revenge  to  burn. 
The  fun's  a  bright  example,  let  me  fay — 
Obliges  the  black  clouds  that  veil  his  ray  ; 
Oft  makes  them  decent  figures  to  behold, 
And  covers  all  the  dirty  rags  with  gold. 

But  let  us  not  an  idle  pother  keep, 

And,  afs-like  at  a  revolution  bray  ; 
Lo,  Kings  thernfelves,  like  cabbages,  grow  cheap  : 

Thus  ev'ry  dog  at  laft  will  have  his  day — 
He  who  this  morning  fmil'd,  at  night  may  forronv  ; 
The  grub  to-day's  a  butterfly  to-morrow. 


(      **9      ) 


ODE. 

TJje  Poet  advrinijters  comfort  to  the  difgraced  Direftor^, 

POOR  Imps  '.  we  all  are  born,  at  times  to  groan  ! 
Misfortune  won't  let  Happinefs  alone  ; 
Sharp  as  a  cat  for  ever  pleas'd  to  watch  her, 
And  trying  with  a  thoufand  traps  to  catch  her, 

Still  mull  we  all  fubmit — it  is  our  fate 

To  mourn  at  home,  amid  this  mortal  Hate  \ 

Yet  by  our  folly  often  worie  we  make  it.— 
At  difappointment  frequent  have  I  figh'd 
*'  P-x  take  the  world  !  indignant  I  have  cry'd — 

"  Life  is  not  worth  the  terms  on  which  we  take  it.'* 

Then  on  the  lot  of  mortals  did  I  fcowl ; 
And  angry  thus,  one  night,  addrefs'd  an  Owl. 


ADDRESS    TO    AN    OWL. 

"  THOU  folemn  Bird  on  yonder  ivy'd  tow'r, 

"  Wilt  thou  exchange  thy  nature,  Owl,  with  me  ? 

■*  Happy  to  take  pofleffion  of  thy  bow'r, 

M  I  here  proteft  I  would  exchange  with  thte* 

*l  When  to  his  weftern  bed  the  fun  retires, 
"  Obeys  the  curfew,  and  puts  out  his  fires  ; 

"  When  Evening,  blufhful  harbinger  of  Night, 
"  Gems  with  the  dews  of  health  the  drooping  fiow'r  ; 
"  With  cooling  zephyrs  fans  the  fober  hour, 

11  And  wakes  the  myriads  to  the  fading  light ; 

«'  Forth,  with  what  happinefs  I  pafs 
«'  Amid  the  moift  reviving  grafs, 
«<  To  meet  the  tribes  by  Nature   made, 
•«  To  crawl  and  wing  the  world  of  fliade  ! 

"  Daughters  and  fons  of  Night  that  creep  the  ground, 
*'  Bleft  mull  ye  live,  with  fuch  a  calm  around, 

"  So  unmolefted,  to  enjoy  your  loves  I 
*'  And  lighter  people,  ye  who  fpread  the  wing, 
"  Now  'mid  the  moon's  pale  lultre  fport  and  fing, 

*'  Now  playful  pierce  the  ihadows  of  the  groves. 

Vol.  L  W 


(     230    ) 
"  Ye  harmlefs  nations,  with  averted  eyes, 
"  The  fons  of  men  your  lilent  world  defpife, 

"  Becaufe  their  eyes  no  puneh-houfes  behold  ; 
"  Becaufe  no  mobs,  nor  fires,  nor  thieves  appear  ; 
"  Becaufe  no  riots  with  their  yells  they  hear  ; 

"  No  Brothels'  fcenes  of  fallow  fate  unfold. 

"  Sweet  Owl,  this  fhort  apoftrophe  excufe  ; 
"  And  willing  now  to  thee  returns  the  Miifc. 

"  O  Bird  of  Wifdom,  'mid  the  twilight  fcene 
**  Dimly  I  mark  thy  philofophic  mien — 

"  And  now  I  fee  expand  thy  fnowy  wings  : 
"  To  yonder  elm,  O  happy  happy  fowl, 
"  Thou  rufheft  forth  to  call  upon  Mifs  Owl, 

"  Expectant  of  her  be  an,  who  darkling  fings. 

"  Together  now  ye  fail  the  dufky  vale, 
"  Now  dart  on  prey,  now  mount  agen  the  gale  ; 

"  Now  on  the  moon-clad  barn  or  lilent  grove, 
"  Your  four  hands  fill'd  with  various  game,  ye  go 
"  (For  hunger  muft  be  fatisfied  I  trow)  ; 

"  And,  after  feafting,  kifs  and  fing  of  love. 

**  To-morrow  fullen  muft  I  move  to  town, 
"  Shook  in  a  wooden  engine  up  and  down, 

"  For  want,0  Owl,  of  thy  foft  gliding  wing — 
*'  Stow'd  with  a  gang  of  thieves  perchance,  and  trulls  ; 
"  Too  noify  for  the  thickeft  human  lkulb — 

*'  Who  fmoak,  and  laugh,  and  roar,  and  fwill  and  fing, 

«'  Gladly  at  length  I  quit  my  wooden  hive  ; 
"  Fatigued,  at  bufy  London  I  arrive, 

"  Parent  of  fin,  and  naftinefs,  and  noife  : 
"  By  coach  and  cart,  and  wheelbarrow  and  dray, 
"  Through  motley  mob  I  force  my  fighing  way  ; 

"  Pimps,  porters,  chairmen,  chimney-fweepers  boys : 

«'  Saluted,  as  I  pafs  along, 

*'  By  all  the  various  imps  of  fong, 

«'  Thit  crying  rabbits  rabbits,  wild  fowl  that, 

«'  Another  mackrel,  falmon,  oyfter,  fprat ! 

"  With  fuch  an  howling  ear-diftracting  note, 
"  And  mouth  extended  as  a  barn-door  wide, 
"  That  fifh  and  fiefli  forfooth  may  be  well  cried, 

"  A  man  might  leap  into  each  cavern  throat. 

"  In  Covent-Garden,  at  the  Hummums,  now 
"  I  fit,  but  after  many  a  carfe  and  vow 
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04  Never  to  fee  the  madding  city  more  ; 
"  Where  barrows  truckling  o'er  the  pavements  roIIr 
"  And,  what  is  horror  to  a  tuneful  foul, 

M  Where  aiTes  afi'es  greeting,  love-fongs  roar  ; 
♦4  Which  afles,  that  the  Garden's  fquare  adorn, 
«  Muft  lark-iike  be  the  heralds  of  my  morn. 

"  Let  others  talk  with  wild  affright 

*'  Of  horrors  and  the  (hades  of  night ; 

"  You  want  not  Sol's  refulgent  painful  ray  ; 

,  Night  to  your  eyes  is  but  a  milder  day, 

"  Let  others  mock  your  airs  that  fimply  flow—* 
*'    Teebo  teeivbit  teeivhit  teeho 

"  But  then,  dear  Ow/,  'tis  fweetly  fimple,  mind  ; 

*  A  vaunt  the  fcientific  f quail 

"  I  hate  it — nature  hates  it  all 

"  But  lo  !  'tis  fcience  and  the  ton  I  find, 

*  The  ear  with  harj}}  cromatics  mull  be  teas'd, 
*''  Grown  much  too fajbionable  to  be  -pleas' 'd, 

u  Here  could  I  wonder  'mid  the  dewy  glade, 
"  On  facred  filence  feaft,  and  fiiade  : 

M  But  ah  !  farewell — reft  calls  me — 'tis  night's  noon  ; 
"  On  wings  of  freedom  as  thou  fweep'ft  the  Iky, 
*•  Sweet  child  of  (hadows,  o'er,  my  hamlet  fly, 

"  And  kindly  foot  he  my  (lumber  with  a  tune," 

Thus  out  of  humour  I  addrefs'd  the  bird, 

Wiftiing  to  change  conditions  with  the  fowl  j 

But  at  the  cheerful  morn,  upon  my  word, 
I  lik'd  the  man-Hate  better  than  the  etui* 

Thus  anger'd   at  the  wayward  tricks  of  Fate, 
Pettifli  you  wi(h  your  grandeur  at  the  devil  ; 

Yet,  after  curling  high  and  mighty  ftate, 
You  wifely  deem  it  not  fo  huge  and  evil : 

Contented  to  be  men  ofivorjhip  dill, 
Pleas'd  with  the  gifts  that  Kings,  not  Heai'ri,  bellow ; 

Proud,  from  the  height  of  Title's  (tar- clad  hill, 
To  mock  us  poor  unhouour'd  grubs  below. 
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ODE. 

The  Poet  comforteth  again  and    again    and  again  the  noble 
Directors,  with  moral  reflections,  &c. 

?TIS  giv'n  as  gofpel  both  in  profe  and  rhymes, 

That  people  fhould  not  be  for  ever  bleft  : 
Misfortune  therefore  mult  be  good  at  times, 
A  falutary,  though  fatiric  gueft  ; 

-That  goads  to  Virtue's  works  the  rump  of  Sloth  ; 

Like  gout,  that  bites  us  into  health  lb  fair  ; 
Or  like  the  needle,  while  it  wounds  the  cloth, 
It  puts  the  rag  into  repair. 

Sigh  now  no  more,  nor  let    thofe  funs,  your  eyes, 
Be  dimly  gleaming  through  perpetual  ihowr's — > 

Let  Pleafure  bring  the  beam  of  fummer  Ikies. 
And  gild  the  pinions  of  your  fable  hours. 

Let  not  Griefs  furge  along  your  bofom  roll, 

Nor  Fancy  gather  forrows  for  the  foul. 

Ah  !  figh  no  more,  fweet  Lords,  pray  ugh  no  more  '. 

Not  all,  not  all  your  confequence  is  dead  ; 
In  Tot'nam-ftreet  you  ftill  preferve  a  pow'r, 

And  proudly  bear  an  elevated  head  ; 
Where  all  obedience,  and  with  one  accord, 
Muficians  learn  to  tremble  at  the  Lord*. 


ODE, 

The  Viciflitudes  of  Life,  Wonderful '. 

LIFE  changes — now,  'tis  calm—  now  hurricane-- 
Up,  down,  down,  up — a  very  windmill's  vane 

Is  n  ai,  poor  fellow — much  too  like  a  ball  ; 
'Tis  high,  'tis  low — ''tis  this  way  now,  now  that, 
Jufl:  as  its  wooden  majter  wills,  the  bat — 

Thus  Majejly  can  bid  us  rife  or  fall. 

*  Of  the  Night,  <who  felecls  thetm/Jic,  and  fometimes  gives 
a  foprano 7*0//?  to  a  bafs  voice,  and  ivho  once  ordered,  in 
the  Jubilate,  the  tmmpct  part  to  be  executed  by  the  German 
flute. 
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The  Monarch  may  repent  him  of  the  deed— 
His  heart,  fo  loft,  at  your  difmifiion  bleed, 

To  Houfe  of  Buckingham  you  may  be  call'd, 
And  at  the  Queen's  fweet  little  concerts  ling  j 

Then  how  the  tribe  of  Nobles  will  be  gall'd  1 
This  will  be  foaring  on  the  eagle's  wing. 

Thus  to  the  world  then  be  it  underftood, 

What  feems  misfortune,  happens  for  our  good  ; 

This  from  my  rhyming  ftore-houfe,  or  my  Jlablr, 

May  be  elucidated  by  a  Fable. 


Mrs.    ROBINSON's    HANDKERCHIEF, 

AND 

JUDGE    BULLERS's    WIG. 

A    FABLE. 

A  Handkerchief,  that  long  had  prefs'd 
The  fnows  of  Laura' s  fwellmg  breaft, 

O'er  which  fair  fcene  full  many  a  longing  lover, 
With  panting  heart,  and  frequent  fighs, 
And  pretty  modeft  leering  eyes* 

Had  often  often  been  obferv'd  to  hover— 

This  Handkerchief  to  Kitty  giv'n, 
Was  forc'd  at  length  to  leave  itsheav'n, 

And  enter  a  Jew  clothes-man's  ample  bag— 
O  what  a  fadreverfe,  poor  foul  I 
To  fweat  in  fuch  a  horrid  hole, 

With  ev^ry  fort  of  dirty  rag  5 

11  Pray,  who  are  you  .5"  the  plantive  'Kerchief  cry'd, 
Perceiving  a  rough  neighbour  at  hef  fide  : 

"  You  fmell  as  though  your  matter  was  a  pig—r- 
*'  What  are  you  ?  tell  me  ftinking  creature,"— 

"  Ma'am," 
The  hairy  neighbour  grave  replied,  "  I  am 

"  The  molt  tremendous  great  Judge  Bullet'' s  Wig." 

•*  Indeed,  Sir  !  O  how  chang'd  our  fate  1 
"  How  ditf'rent  where  we  both  of  late  ! 

"  Now  to  be  lodg'd  in  this  vile  place — 
"  What  will  become  of  us  at  laft  ?  O  dear, 
W  z 
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"  Something  more  terrible  than  this,  I  fear ; 
"  Something  that  carries  huge  difgrace." 

44  Madam,"  rejoin'd  the  Wig,  "  don't  cry  ; 

"  No  caufe  have  you  indeed  to  figh  ; 

"  So  truft  for  once  a  Wig's  prophetic  words— 

"  My  fate  is  to  be  juft  the  fame,  I  find  ; 
"  Still  for  a  Scarecrow's  head  defign'd, 
"  To  frighten  all  the  thieves — the  birds. 

"  But,  luckier,  you  fo  chang'd  will  rife, 
*'  A  fav'rite  of  ten  thoufand  eyes  ; 

"  Not  burnt  (as  you  fuppos'd  perhaps)  to  tinder 
"  Chang'd  to  the  whiteft  paper — happy  leaves, 
*'  For  him,  the  Bard  who  like  a  God  conceives, 

•*-  The  great  th'  immortal  Peter  Pindar.' * 

"  La  Sir,  then  what  a  piece  of  news  ! 
«  God  blefs,I  fay,  God  blefs  the  jews— 

«'  I  wifti  my  dear  Miftrefs  did  but  know  it  : 
"  Her  hands  then  I  fhall  happy  touch  again  ; 
"  For  Madam  always  did  maintain 

*•  That  Mijler  Pindar  was  a  charming  Poet." 


ODE. 

Still  More  Comfort  for  Dire  dors ! 


ONCE  more  I  pray  you,  be  not  fad  ; 

Remember  what  the  Proverb  doth  declare ; 
'Tis  better  riding  on  a  pad, 

Than  on  a  horfe's  back  that's  bare. 
At  Tot'nam's  concert,  to  delight  ye^ — 
Behold,  my  Lords,  you  ftill  are  mighty. 

Think  of  your  titles  too — the  name  of  Lord, 
What  merit  it  proclaims  of  head  and  heart  ! 

It  is  a  tradefman's  handfome  board, 
In  letters  fair  of  gold  that  doth  impart 

To  people  who  their  mouths  of  wonder  ope, 

What  goodly  articles  are  in  the  mop. 

Yes,  as  of  yore,  the  pompous  name  of  Lord 
Doth  ftill  our  awe-clad  admiration  rule— • 

And  comfort  to  the  hungry  doth  afford 

As  nods  of  Lords  are  dinners,  for  a  fool. 
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"  I  thank  my  God,  I  am  not  like  thofe  fellows," 
Cried  the  proud  Pharifee,  the  bellows 

Or  trumpet  of  his  reputation,  blowing 

And  you  in  triumph  alfo  may  exclaim, 
Proud  of  a  Peer's  exalted  name, 

With  pride  of  title  and  fair  birth  o'erflowing, 
"  I  thank  my  ftars,  I  am  not  like  the  moby 
"  Whom  Nature  fabricated  by  the  job." 

You  mail,  you  fliall  return  to  pow'r, 
And  o'er  the  grumbling  million  tow'r  ; 

Your  facred  laws  fliall  be  obey'd 

Muficians  to  allegiance  mujt  return 
In  fackcloth  and  in  allies  mourn  ; 

Submitting,  if  you  will  it,  to  be  flay'd. 

Their  eyes  fo  fierce,  that  flafli'd  like  tin  reflectors, 
As  though  they  meant  to  roaft  the  Grand  Directors, 

Shall  from  their  meteor  fury  fade  away 

Becoming  mild  and  placid  as  the  light 
Shed  by  the  Worm,  the  lamp  of  dewy  night, 

Or  Luna's  modeft  melancholy  ray. 

Yes  !  to  your  noble  hearts  delight, 

With  waving  wands  and  gloves  fo  white, 

And  gilt  medallions  bleft,  fliall  ye  appear ; 
Smile  at  us  Mob,  the  many-headed  beaft  ; 
And,  as  you  feem  to  like  a  gratis- feaft, 

Eat  a  few  fiddlers  ev'ry  year. 


THE    CHURCHWARDEN, 

O  R 

THEFEAST  ONA  CHILD; 

A     TALE. 


Th2  following  ftory,  founded  on  a  fact  that  happened  fome 
years  fince  at  the  Swan  at  Knights-Bridge,  is  introduced 
toilluftrate  the  meaning  of  eating  a  Child,  mentioned  in  the 
firft  ode. 

AT  Knight  shridge,  at  a  tavern,  call'd  the  Snvan, 
Churchwardens,  Overfeers,  ajolly  clan, 

Oider'd  a  dinner,  for  themfelves  and  friends — 
A  very  handfome  dinner,  of  the  bell: 
Lo  !  to  a  turn,  the  different  joints  were  dreft — 

Their  lips,  wild  licking,  ev'ry  man  commends. 

Loud  was  the  clang  of  plates,  and  knives  and  folks ; 
Delightful  was  the  found  of  claret  corks, 

That  ftopp'd  lb  clofe  and  lovingly  the  bottle  : 
Thou  Savoir-vivre  Club,  and  ye  n'fais  quoi, 
Full  well  the  voice  of  honeft  corks  ye  know, 

Deep  and  deep-blufliing  from  the  gen'rous  pottle. 

All  ear,  all  eye,  to  liflen  and  to  fee, 
The  Landlord  was  as  bufy  as  a  bee 

Yes,  Larder  ikipp'd  like  Harlequin  fo  light  ; 
In  bread,  beer,  wine,  removal  fwift  of  dimes, 
Nimbly  anticipating  all  their  wiflies 

Now  this,  to  man  voracious  as  a  kite, 

Is  pleafant — as  the  Trencher-Heroes  hate 
All  obftacles  that  keep  them  from  the  plate, 
As  much  as  jockies  on  a  running  horfe 
Curfe  cows  or  jack-afles  that  crofs  the  courfe. 

Nay,  here's  a  folid  reaion  too  ;  for  mind, 
Bnnvling  for  things,  demandeth  mouth  and  wind  : 
Wlmtever  therefore  weak'neth  wind  and  Jaws, 
Is  holtile  to  the  gormandizing  caufe. 
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Having  well  cramm'd,  and  fwill'd  and  laugh'd,  andfung, 

And  toafted  girls,  and  clapp'd,  and  roar'd,  and  rung, 

And  broken  bones  of  tables,  chairs,  and  glafles, 

Like  happy- bears,  in  honour  of  their  lafles, 

Not  wives  '.— -not  one  was  toafted  all  the  time — > 

Thus  were  they  decent —  it  had  been  a  crime, 

As  wives  are  delicate  and  facred  names, 

Not  to  be  mix'd  indeed  with  wh — s  and  flames  : 

I  fay,  when  all  were  cramm'd  unto  the  chin, 
And  ev'ry  one  with  wine  had  hll'd  his  fkin, 

In  came  the  Landlord  with  a  cherub  fmile  : 
Around  to  ev'ry  one  he  lowly  bow'd, 
Was  vaftly  happy — honour 'd — vaftly  proud — 

And  then  he  bow'd  again  mfucb  a  ftyle  ! 
"  Hop'd  Ge mme n  lik'd  the  dinner  and  the  wine  :" 
To  whom  the  Gemtnen  anfwerd,  "  Very  fine  ! 

"  A  glorious  dinner,  Larder,  to  be  fure." — 
To  which  the  Landlord,  laden  deep  with  blifs, 
Did  with  his  bows  fo  humble  almoit  kifs 
The  floor. 

Now  in  an  altered  tone — a  tone  of  gravity, 
Unto  the  Landlord  full  of  fmiies  and  fauvity, 

Did  Mijler  Guttle  the  Churchwarden  call-* 
"  Come  hither,  Larder,'  faid  foft  Mijler  Guttlei 
With  folemn  voice  and  fox-like  face  fo  fubtle — 

"  Larder,  a  little  word  or  two,  that's  all." 

Forth  ran  th'  obedient  Landlord  with  good  will, 

Thinking  moft  nat'rally  upon  the  bill 

"  Landlord,"  (quoth  Guttle,  in  a  foft  fly  found, 

Not  to  be  heard,  by  any  in  the  room, 
Yet  which,  like  claps  of  thunder  did  confound") 

14  Do  you  know  any  thing  of  Betty  Broom  .s" 

"  Sir  ?"  anfwered  Larder,  ftamm'ring — "  Sir  ?  what  Sir  ? 

"  Yes,  Sir,  yes — yes — fbe  liv,d  with  Mijlrefs  Larder  ; 
*'  But  may  I  never  move,  nor  never  ftir, 

"  If  but  for  impudence  we  did  difcard  her  ! 
*'  No,  Mijler  Guttle — Betty  was  too  brafly— 
*'  We  never  keep  afervant  that  is  faucy." 

"  But,  Landlord — Betty  fays  flie  is  with  child." — 

"  What's  that  to  me  .2"  quoth  Larder,  looking  wild— - 

"  I  never  kifs'd  the  hufley  in  my  life, 
"  Nor  hugg'd  her  round  the  waift,  nor  pinch'd  her  cheek  j 
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ei  Never  once  put  my  hand  upon  her  neck— 
11  Lord,  Sir,  you  know  that  I  have  got  a  wife. 

*'  Lord  !  nothing  comely  to  the  girl  belongs — 
*'  I  would  not  touch  her  with  a  pair  of  tongs : 
•'  A  little  puling  chit,  as  white  aspafte  ; 
*'  I'm  fure  that  never  fuited  with  vty  tafte. 

u  But  then  fup p  oj "e — I  only  fay,fuppofe 

"  I  had  been  wicked  with  the  girl — alack, 
**  My  wife  hath  got  the  curfed'ft  keeneft  nofe, 

"  Why,  zounds,  fhe  would  have  catch'd  me  in  a  crack  ; 

'*  Then  quickly  in  the  fire  had  been  the  fat — 
"  Curfe  her  !  me  always  watch'd  me  like  a  cat. 

*'  Then,  as  I  fay  Bet  did  not  hit  my  tafte, 

*'  It  was  impoiuble  to  be  unchafte  : 

**  Therefore  it  never  can  be  true,  you  fee 
«*  And  Miftrefs  Larder s/«//  enough  for  me." 

•<  Well,"  anfwered  Guttle,  "  Man,  1*11  tell  ye  what— . 

"  Your  wind  and  eloquence  you  now  are  wafting  : 
"  Whether  Mifs  Betty  hit  your  tajle  or  not, 

"  There's  good  round  proof  enoughthat  you've  been  tajtirtgt 
°  And,  Larder,  you've  a  wife,  't  is  very  true, 
u  Perhaps  a  little  fomewhat  of  a  flircw  ; 

"  But  Betty  was  not  a  bad  piece  of  ftuff."— 
u  Well,  Mifter  Guttle,  may  I  drop  down  dead, 
*'  If  ever  once  I  crept  to  ite/r^'s  bed  ! 

"  And  that,  I'm  fure,  is  fwearing  ftrong  enough." 

"  But,  Larder,  all  your  fwearing  will  not  do, 
"  If  Betty  fwears  that  flie's  with  child  by  you. 

"  Now  Betty  came  and  faid  ftie'd  fwear  at  once — 
"  But  you  know  beft — yet  mind,  if  Betty  '11  fwear, 
"  And  then  again  !  fliould  Miftrefs  Larder  hear, 

"  The  Lord  have  mercy,  Larder,  on  thy  fconce. 

"  Why,  man,  were  this  affair  of  Betty  told  her, 
*'  I^ot  all  the  dev'ls  in  hell  would  hold  her. 

"  Then  there's  your  modeft  ftiff-rump'd  neighbours  all— — 
"  There'd  be  a  pretty  kick-up — what  a  fquall  J 

"  You  could  not  put  your  nofe  into  a  fliop — 
"  There's  lofty  Miftrefs  Wick,  the  chandler's  wife, 
"  And  Miflrefs  Bull,  the  butcher's  imp  of  ftrife, 

4<  With  Miftrefs  Bobbin,  Salmon,  Muff,  and  Slop, 
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"  With  fifty  others  of  inch  old  compeer* — 
"  Zounds,  what  a  hornet's  neft  about  thy  cars  '.*' 

From  cheerful  fmiles,  and  looks,  like  Sol  fo  bright, 
Poor  Larder  fell  to  looks  as  black  as  night ; 

And  now  his  head  he  fcratch'd,  importing  guilt-— 
For  people  who  are  innocent  indeed, 
[Never  look  down,  fo  black,  and  fcratch  the  head  ; 

But,  tipp'd  with  confidence,  their  nofestilt, 
Replying  with  an  unembarrafs'd  front  ; 
Bold  "to  the  charge,  and  fix'd  to  Hand  the  brunt. — 

Truth  is  a  tow'ring  Dame — divine  her  air  ; 

In  native  bloom  ihe  walks  the  world  with Jiate  i 
But  Falfehood  is  a  meretricious  Fair, 

Painted  and  mean,  and  (hulling  in  her  gait; 

Dares  not  look  up  with  Refolution' 's  mien, 
But  lneaking  hides,  and  hopes  not  to.be  feen  ; 
For  ever  haunted  by  a  doubt 
That  all  the  world  will  find  her  out. 

Again — there's  honefty  in  eyes, 
That  fhrinking  (hew  when  tongues  tell  lies— 
With  Larder  this  was  verily  the  cafe  ; 
Informers  were  the  eyes  of  Larder's  face. 

"  Well,  Sir,"  faid  Larder,  whifp'ring,  hemming,  ha-ing, 
Each  word  fo  heavy,  like  a  cart-horle  drawing — 

"  This  is  a  d-mn'd  affair,  I  can't  but  fay — 
■'  Sir,  pleafe  t'  accept  a  note  of  twenty  pound  ; 
r<  Contrive  another  Father  may  be  found  ; 

"  And,  Sir,  here's  not  a  halfpenny  to  pay." 

Thus  ended  the  affair,  by  prudent  treaty  ; 

For  who,  alas  !  would  wifh  to  make  a  porher  ? 
Cuttle  next  morning  went  and  talk'd  to  Betty, 

When  Betty  fwore  the  bantling  to  another*. 


#  By  this  ingenious  mode  ofPari/lj  Cookery,  the  fame  child 
may  be  devoured  a  dozen  times  over. 


A    PAIR 
©  r 

LYRIC  EPISTLES 

TO  ^f 

LOUD  MA  CA R  TNE T  AND  HIS  SHIP. 


Yes,  of  our  Bagfhot  wonders  fell  Kien  Long  ; 
Delicious  fubjecls  for  an  Epic  Song  ! 

Epistle  to  Lord  Macartney. 


0,  if  fuccefsful,  thou  wilt  be  ador'd  ! 

Wide  as  a  Che/hire  Cat  our  Court  will  grin, 
To  find  as  many  Pearls  and  Gems  on  board 

As  will  not  leave  thee  room  to  ftick  a  pin. 

Epistle  to  the  Ship. 


TO     THE     READER. 

IT  has  been  my  wifh,  that  the  following  pair  of  Lyric 
Epjftles  might  be  prefented,  with  my  Odes,  to  the  Emperor 
Kien  Long,  on  account  of  the  quantity  of  original  merit — 
but  to  ufe  a  fublime  phraie,  as  it  would  be  "  letting  the  cat 
out  of  the  bag"  I  have  forborne. 

The  buflle  and  prowefs  of  the  invincible  Duke  on  Bagfhot- 
Heath — the  Heath  on  fire — the  royal  vifit — the  Man  of 
Straw  blown  from  the  Mine — the  explolion  of  the  Powder- 
mills  at  Hounfiow — the  attention  of  Gods,  as  well  as  of  the 
Crows,  to  the  Camp — the  humility  of  the  Bagfhot  bufhes, 
ifc.  are  circumftances  which,  however  they  may  be  difdained 
by  the  faftidious  pen  of  Hi/lory,  ought  to  be  recorded.  In- 
deed, I  from  my  loul  believe,  that  our  hiftorians,  as  they  are 
called,  are  too  conceitedly  lofty  to  think  of  fulljing  a  page 
with  an  account  of  the  Camp  tranfaction  ;  but  poets  were 
the  only  Hiftorians  of  ancient  times,  which  I  am  ready  to 
prove  by  a  profufion  of  learned  quotation  j  and  confequently 


(     M*     ) 

your  dull  unintpired  profe-men  are  invaders.  For  my  part, 
I  am  refolved  to  Support  the  poetical  charter;  and. conse- 
quently, as  often  as  the  Duke,  and  the  King  and  the  ^ueeti 
and  Madam  Scbwelle?iberg,  and  Lord  Cardigan,  and  old  Ni- 
colai  the  fiddler,  and  Sir  Francis  Drake,  and  the  Pages,  the 
Cocks,  and  the  Stable-boys,  bV,  i?c,  fliall  utter  good  things, 
achieve  great  actions,  and  be  feen  in  cloie  and  important  con- 
versation together,  fuch  events  fliall  be  honoured  with  niches  in 
my   Lyric  Temple  of  Immortality, 

The  Epiftie  to  the  Ship  feems  to  be  full  of  Poetry  and  good 
wifhes  ;  but  the  horrid  picture  of  the  future difappointment  of 
our  Ambaflador  and  his  Suite  at  Pekin,  with  the  difgracefuliy 
attendant  circumftances,  we  hope  to  be  merely  a  playful 
Sketch  of  fancy  of  the  Mufe,  and  that  (lie  has  really  been  viii- 
ted  by  no  i'uch  flogging  illuminations. 


A    LYRIC    EPISTLE 

T  O 

LORD    MACARTNEY, 
AMBASSADOR  TO  THE  COURT  OF  CHINA. 


o 


Vcw«'dwith  glory  by  our  glorious  King, 
Deck  d  in  his  liv'ry  too  a  glorious  thing, 

Amid  the  wonders  at  Saint  James's  done  ; 
At  Houfe  of  Buckingham,  in  Richmond  bow'rs, 
At  Kew,and  laftly  Wind/or* s  lofty  tow'rs, 

Rich  fcenes  at  once  of  Majejiy  and  Pun  ; 

Forget  not  thou  the  Camp  on  BagJJjot  Heath, 
Where  met  the  grimly  regiments  of  death; 

Where  not  the  Lev'' I  their  rage  fublime  could 
damp — 
Though  Heav'n,  as  if  it  meant  to  mock,  the  matter, 
Four'd  on  their  powder'd  heads  huge  tubs  of  wacer, 

And  made  the  mighty  heath  a  dirty  fwamp. 

Yes,  of  our  Bagfhot  wonders  tell  Kien  Long — 
Delicious  Subjects,  for  the  epic  fong. 

Talk  of  the  valiant  troops  all  heav'n-defcended, 
On  which  the  Kings  oi  Britain  oxt  depended. 
Vol.  I.  X 
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When  bold  Rebellion  through  the  nation  ran  ; 
Her  venom  fpread,  and  told  a  vulgar  hoft, 
To  humble,  fweet  Subordination  loft, 

That  lo  !  the  might  iejl  Monarch  was  but  Man  I 

Such  foldiers  !  luch  rare  gen'rals  !  no  poltroons, 

S well'd* by  the  gas  of  courage  to  balloons; 

Where,  though  thofe  men  like  bacon  all  were,  fmoak'd, 

Not  one,  by  God's  good  providence  was  choak'd. 

Of  Richmond' s  mighty  chieftain,, Richmond  fpeak — 
"  Now  wet,  a  riding  diihclout,"  fhait  thou  fay — 

"  Now  broiling  whizzing,  dropping  like  a  fteak,— 
"  So  val'rous,  ;mid  the  fun's  meridian  ray  '. 

Talk  to  Kien  Long  about  litis  Grace's  foul  ; 
What  wifdom,  fweetnefs,  love,  pervades  the  whole  ! 

"But  fouls  in  common  are  a  dreary  wafte, 

By  brambles,  thirties,  barb'rous  docks  difgrac'd  ; 

That  need  the  plough/hare,  harrow,  and  the  fire— 
Some  fouls  are  caves  of  frith  and  fpeched  gloom, 
That  want  a  window  rnd  a  broom, 

To  yield  them  light,  and  clear  the  mire. 

WThen  honours  lift  th'  unworthy  fool  on  high, 
On  Fortune  how  with  fierce  contempt  I  fcowl '. 

She  hangs  a  dirty  cloud  upon  the  Iky, 
And  with  an  eagle's  pinion  imps  an  owl. 

Yet  knaves  and  fools  enjoy  their  lucky  hours, 

And  ribbons,  'ftead  of  ropes,  their  backs  adorn- 
Thus  crawls  the  Toad  amid  the  faireft  flow'rs, 
And  with  the  Lily  drinks  the  dews  of  mom, 

But  royal  Richnw??d  honours  ex?ltation — 
The  pole-ftar  of  our  military  nation. 
How  pleafant  then  to  fee  a  Richmond  rife  ! 
Friend  of  a  King,  and  fav' rite  of  the  Skies! 

Charles  *,  tofupport  a  baftard  and  a  wh — 
Impos'd  a  tax  on  coals,  that  ftarv'd  the  poor  : 

Thofe  fans-culottes-men  made  the  faddeft  din  ! 
But  mark,  how  often  good  proceeds  from  evil.' 

*  King  of  England,  ivhofe  Mijlrefs  nvas  a  French  tuo- 
tnan,  the  great,  great,  and  illuftrious  Anccflor  of  his  prefcnt 
Grace. 
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This  deed  of  Charles  is  now  a  nvhite-ivajlj 'd  Devil — 
Lo,  Richmond  calls  a  luftre  round  the  fin  1 

By  means  of  this  once  Jhameful  tax  on  coal, 
He  fniggles  tnodejl  Merit  from  her  hole  1 

Where  is  the  Soldier  that  is  not  his  friend  ? 
See  Admiration  to  his  virtues  bend  ; 

And  lo,  the  fear-clad  Veteran  adores  ! 
While  Glory  humbly  kneeling  to  the  Ikies. 
With  fupplicating  hands  and  fervent  eyes, 

A  length  of  days  upon  his  head  implores. 

Say,  that  His  Grace,  ambitious  of  a  name, 
Is  ever  angling  to  catch  Martial  Fame  : 
And  fay  too,  how  moil  fortunate  the  Duke, 
What  noble  fifties  hang  upon  his  hook; 
Whilft  humbler  mortals  lab'ring  day  and  night, 
Poor  patient  creatures,  feldom  feeljk  bite. 

Pow'r  in  the  hands  of  Virtue  is  heav'n's  dew, 
That  foft'ring  feeds  the  flow'r  of  happieft  hue — 

In  Vice's  grafp,  it  withers,  wounds,  and  kills  : 
*Tis  then  the  fang  fo  fatal,  form'd  to  make 
A  palTage  for  the  venom  of  the  fnake, 

That  Nature's  life  with  dijfolution  fills. 

Bow  down,  ye  armies,  then,  and  thank  your  God, 
That  Richmond  holds  the  military  rod  : 
No  Janus  he,  with  felji/h  viewt  to  fob, 
And  touch  the  Nation's  pocket  with  a  job*. 

Yes,  let  the  Emp'ror  all  about  him  hear, 
Talk  of  the  bold  tranfaclions  of  the  Peer  ; 

And  fay,  what  probably  he  can't  believe, 
That  lo,  the  dauntlefs  body  of  His  Grace, 
In  duels  bor'd,  has  fcarcely  one  found  place — 

A  honeycomb,  a  cullender,  a  fieve  1 

Say  hoiv  that  nothing  could  his  courage  check; 
Proud  of  his  poll,  and  fearlefs  of  his  neck, 

Though  only  one  upon  his  (boulders  dear — 
Thus  Valour  fmiles  at  danger,  death,  and  pain, 

*  Witnefs  the  convenient  honfe  and  gardens  near  Plymouth 

Dock,fo  economically  built  with  the  Public  Money.  The  an- 
nals of  honour furnij/j  us  not  with  afublimsr  injlance  ofittf- 
denial. 
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And  feels  an  eighteen  pounder  through  his  braiiij 
Cooly  as  joint  a  pat  upon  the  ear  ! 

Say,  how  he  gallop'd  wild,  up  hill,  down  dale  ; 
Frighten'd  each  village,  tum'd  each  hovel  pale  ; 

Struck  all  the  birds  with  terror  fave  the  crows, 
Who,  fpying  fuch  commotion  in  the  land, 
Concluded  fome  great  matter  Was  in  hand, 

IVj'uch  blood  and  carnage  'midit  contending  foes; 

Say,  how  the  world  his  deeds  with  wonder  faw  ; 
Say,  that  the  Bagfhot-bufhes  bow'd  with  awe  ; 
And  fay,  his  phiz  fuch  valour  did  infpire, 
That  lo,  the  very  ground  he  trod,  caught  fire** 

Say,  how  went  forth  to  fee  him,  half  the  nation', 
Their  mouths  well  cramm'd  with  dull  and  adniiratiort- 
So  ardent  ev'ry  eye's  devouring  look, 
To  feize  the  galloping,  the  flying  Duke. 

Such  eating  and  fuch  guzzling  ev'ry  day  ! 

Nothing  to  pay  ! 
All  the  Duke's  friends,  great  quality  and  fmall  ; 

Our  great  King  George,  and  lovely  Queen, 

Were  entertain'd  fcot-free  I  ween — 
Our  generous  nation  doom'd  to  pay  it  all. 

And  yet  when  Parliament  beholds  the  bill, 
I  think  that  Parliament,  with  much  ill  will, 

May  growl  and  fwear  it  was  an  idie  thing, 
This  game  of  foldiers,  fuch  a  childipj  play — 
But  let  me  anfwer  Parliament,  and  fay, 

It  was  not  childiJh,for  it  fleas* d  the  King — 

It  made  Tom  Paine,  the  bull-dog,  hold  his  tongue  ; 
Arm'd  with  fuch  lion-paws,  and  teeth  fo  long  1 

Say,  that  the  fun-like  Duke  flume  forth  fo  bright, 
That  Punch  ne'er  triumph'd  in  a  fiercer  fight, 

Say,  how  he  fir'd  the  Hounjloiv  mills  of  powJer  : 
Say,  how  the  fympathizing  grain,  with  found, 
Frighten'd  the  tiles  from  all  the  roofs  around, 

Defying  the  bold  Thunder  to  roar  louder  \ 

Say,  that  immortal  Cafar  f  trod  the  place 
Now  fiercely  ga'lop'd  over  by  His  grace. 

*   This  is  a  literal  fail. 
f  Julius  Csefar  zuas  mojl  certainly  at  Eagfhot. 
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Say  that  the  Gods  beheld  him  from  on  high — 
That,  to  the  Lord  of  battles  f,  with  a  figh, 

Thus  fpoke  the  Monarch  of  the  clouds — "  Son 
Mart, 
"  Had  Troy  poitefs'd  a  hero  like  the  Duke, 
"  With  fuch  a  foul,  and fucb  a  fighting  look, 

"  Our  City  had  been  fafe  amidft  her  wars. 
«  Go  quickly,  pull  thy  hat  off  to  the  Duke, 
««  And  beg  a  lellbn  from  the  Hero* shook." 

Lord  !   as  the    Duke,  where  powder  only  flam'd, 

Was  fo  infpir'd,  fo  val'rous,  and  fo  hot  ; 
How  had  this  Duke  the  fons  of  battle  fham'd, 

'Mid  fcenes  oi  thunder,  where  they  charg'd  with 
Jbot  ! 
Say  too  (and  verily  it  was  no  joke) 

Although  fo  lofty  on  their  cloud-capped  tow'rs, 
Such  were  the  volumes  of  attending  fmoke, 

Smutty  as  blackfmiths  look'd  the  heav'nly  Powers  ; 
And  that  the  Man  oljlravu  *  (a  thought  how  bright!) 
Flew  up,  and  put  their  Godjbips  in  a  fright  1 

Tell  him,  which  probably  may  caufe  a  fmile, 

That  at  the  diftance  of  a  mile, 

His  Grace,  a  ikull  that  powder  wants,  can  note  ; 
(Which,  when  it  happens,  let  that  Ikull  beware  ;) 
See  to  a  club  with  one  diforder'd  hair, 

And  mark  one  fpot  of  greafe  upon  a.  coat, 
Thus  war  was  Gothic,  flovenly,  unchafte, 
Till  Richmond  ufher'd  in  the  morn  of  tatbe  I 

Say  too,  that,  for  the  honour  of  the  nation, 
We  hope  to  fee  a  book  on  reputation, 
Proving  that  public  vice  fhould  bring  no  fhame  \\ 
T 'hat private  only  d — ns  a  noble  name. 

f  Mart. 

*  It  is  reported,  that  a  colojjal  figure  fluffed  nvith  Jlraw, 
<was  blown  out  of  the  hill,  to  give  their  Majelties  an  adequate 
idea  of  the  a/cent  of  ten  thoufaud  men  or  fo,  a  frequent  event 
at  grand  fie ges.  It  is  moreover  reported,  that  thisjluj}edfigure 
obtained  a  large  portion  of  royal  approbation.  Indeed  I  am 
jlrongly  inclined  to  believe  the jlory — It  was  quite  anew 
idea. 

|  The  reader  is  dejired  to  qfk  Lord  Lauderdale  concerning 
this  matter. 
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Thus  the  poor  Nymph  %  too  eafy  to  contend, 
Who  bluihing  fins  in  fecret  with  a  friend, 

Shall  be  a  viler  huffey  than  the  woman 
Who  hangs  her  lips  like  cherries  cut  for  fale, 
And  fliews  her  bofom's  lilies,  to  regale 

Each  grazing  beafl  that  offers — quite  a  Com/no?/. 

"  Why  fhould  I  fay  all  this  unto  the  King  ?" 
Thou  cryeft,  O  Macaitncy, — Good  may  fpring  : 
It  may  unto  thine  embaffy  give  weight, 
By  putting  great  Kien  Long  into  a  fright. 

*'  Who  knows,"  Kien  Long  may  whine  with  rueful  face, 
M  But  all  the  rank  and  file  are  like  His  Grace — 

'*  Then  (hall  I  ihake  upon  my  fapphire  throne  : 
"  For  troops  like  Richmond,  that  on  valour  feaft, 
"  May,  like  wild  meteors,  pour  into  mine  Eaft, 

"  And  leave  my  palace  neither  ftick  nor  Hone  ; 

"  Like  roaring  lions  rufh  to  eat  me  up — 
"  In  Britain  breakfaft,  and  in  China  fup." 


TO    THE    SHIP. 


0  THOU,  fo  nicely  painted,  and  fo  trim, 
Succefs  attend  our  Court* s  delightful  whim  : 

And  all  thy  gaudy  gentlemen  on  board  ; 
With  coaches  juft  like  gingerbread,  fo  fine, 
Amid  the  Afiatic  world  to  fhine, 

And  greet  of  China  the  Imperial  Lord. 

Methinks  I  view  thee  towering  at  Canton  : 

1  hear  each  wide-month'd  falutation  gun  ; 

I  fee  thy  ltreamers  wanton  in  the  gale  ; 
I  fee  the  fallow  natives  crowd  the  fhore, 
I  fee  them  tremble  at  thy  royal  roar  ; 

I  fee  the  very  Mandarines  turn  pale. 

Pagados  of  Nang-yang,  and  Chou-chin-chou, 
So  lofty,  to  our  trav'iing  Britons  bow  ; 

B'JW,  mountains  fky-enwrapp'd  of  Chin-chung-chan 
Floods  of  Ming-ho,  your  thunci'ring  voices  raife  ; 
Cuckoos  of  Ming-fou-you,  exalt  your  praife, 

With  geefe  of  Sou-chen-che,  and  Tang-ting-tan. 

O  monkeys  of  Tou-fou,  pray  line  the  road, 
Hang  by  your  tails,  and  all  the  branches  load  ; 
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Then  grin  applaufe  upon  the  gaudy  throng, 
And  drop  them  honours  as  they  pal's  along. 

Frogs  of  Fou-fi,  O  croak  from  pools  of  green  ; 
Winnow,  ye  butterflies,  around  the  fcene  ; 

Sing  O  be  joyful,  ev'ry  village  pig  ; 
Goats,  fheep,  and  oxen,  through  your  paftures  prance  ; 
Ye  Buffaloes  and  dromaderies,  dance  ; 

And  elephants,  pray  join  the  unwieldly  jig. 

I  mark,  I  mark,  along  the  dufty  road, 

The  glitt'ring  coaches  with  their  happy  load, 
All  proudly  rolling  to  Pe-kiii's  fair  town ; 

And  lo,  arriv'd,  I  fee  the  Emperor  ftare, 

Deep  marv'ling  at  a  fight  fo  very  rare ; 

And  now,  ye  Gods  !  I  fee  the  Emp'ror  frown. 

And  now  I  hear  the  lofty  Emp'ror  fay, 

"  Good  folks,  what  is  it  that  you  want,  I  pray  ?" 

And  now  I  hear  aloud  Macartney  cry, 
"  Emp'ror,  my  Court,  inform'd  that  you  were  rich, 
"  Sublimely  feeling  a  ftrong  money-itch, 

"  Acrofs  the  eaftern  ocean  bade  me  fly  ; 

"  With  tin,  and  blankets,  O  great  King,  to  barter, 
"  And  gimcracks  rare  for  China-Man  and  Tartar. 

M  But  prefents,  prefents  are  the  things  we  mean  : 
"  Some  pretty  diamonds  to  our  gracious  ^ueen, 
"  Big  as  one's  fill  or  fo,  or  fomewhat  bigger, 
"  Would  cut  upon  her  petticoat  a  iigure — 
44  A  petticoat  of  whom  each  poet  fings, 

II  That  beams  on  birth-days  for  the  belt  of  Kings. 

"  Yes,  prefents  are  the  things  we  chiefly  wl<h — 
44  Thefe  give  not  half  the  toil  we  find  in  trade." 

On  which  th'  altonifh'd  Emp'ror  cries,  "  Odslifh  ! 
"  Prefents  '. — prefent  the  rogues  the  Bafcinade." 

Stern  Refolution's  eye,  that  flafh'd  with  fate, 
At  danger  cow'ring,  wears  a  wither'd  look  ; 

Palfy'd  hisfinewy  arm,  where  vengeance  fate, 
Whofe  grafp  the  rugged  oak  of  ages  ihook — 

His  blood,  fo  hot,  grown  fuddenly  to  chill  ; 

Sunk  from  a  torrent  to  the  creeping  rill. 

In  fliort,  behold  with  dread  Macart?icy  ftare  ; 
Behold  him  fiez'd,  his  feat  of  honour  bare  ; 

The  bamboo  founds — alas  !  no  voice  of  Fame  : 
Stripp'd,  fchgolboy-like,  and  now  I  fee  his  Train, 
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I  fee  their  lily  bottoms  writhe  with  pain, 

And,  like  his  Lord/bip's,  blufh  with  blood  and  fliame. 

Ah  I  what  avails  the  coat  of  fcarlet,  dye, 
And  collar  blue  around  their  pretty  necks  ? 

Ah  !  what  the  epaulettes,  that  roafl  the  eye, 
And  loyal  burtons  blazing  with  George  Rex  ? 

Heav'ns  1  if  Kien  Long  refolves  upon  their  ftripping, 

Tnefe  are  no  talifmans  to  ward  a  whipping. 

Now  with  a  mock  folemnity  of  face, 
I  fee  the  mighty  Emp'ror  gravely  place 

Fools-caps  on  all  the  poor  degraded  men — 
And  now  1  hear  the  folemn  Emp'ror  fay, 
"  'T  is  thus  we  Kings  of  China  folly  pay  ; 

"  Now,  children,  ye  may  all  go  home  agen." 

O  beauteous  vefiel,  mould  this  prove  the  cafe, 
How  in  old  England  wilt  tnou  mow  thy  face  ? 

I  fear  thy  vifage  will  be  wondrous  long. 
Know  it  may  happen — Minifters  and  Kings, 
Lite  common  folk,  are  fallible — poor  things  ! 

Too  often  fanguine,  and  as  often  wrong. 

Yet,  if  fuccefsful,  thou  wilt  be  ador'd — 

Lo,  like  a  Chelhire  cat  our  Court  will  grin  ! 

How  glad  to  find  as  many  gems  on  board, 
As  wiU  not  leave  thee  room  to  llick  a  pin  \ 


ODES    to    KIEN    LONG, 

THE  PRESENT  EMPEROR  OF  CHINA; 

WITH 

THE  QUAKERS*    A  tale,  bV.  &* 


Ana  barbitGn  donefo  &C;         anacseon. 

"  Yes,  let  us  ftrike  the  Lyre,  and  fing,  and  rhime  ; 
"  By  far  the  wifeft  way  ot  fpending  time." 
So  lays  Anacreon,  my  deal'  Kien  Loug  ; 
Let  Britain  then,  and  China,  hear  our  Song* 


TO       THE 

EMPEROR     OF     CHINA. 

Dear  Kikn  Long, 

AT  length  an  opportunity  prefents  itfelf  for  converting 
with  the  fecond  Potentate  upon  earth,  George  the  Third  be- 
ing moll  undoubtedly  thtfuji,  although  he  never  made  v'er- 
fes.  The  prailes  of  Moukden,  thy  beautiful  little  Ode  to 
Tea,  &c.  have  afforded  me  infinite  delight,  and  to  gain  my 
p'audit,  who  am  rather  difficult  topleafe,  will,  I  allure  thee, 
be  a  feather  in  thy  imperial  cap. 

Principibus placuijfe  viiis,  non  ultima  laus  eft. 

Praife  from  a  Bard  of  my  poetic  fpirit, 
Proclaims  indeed  no  fmall  degree  of  merit. 

Excufe  this  piece  of  egotifm — it  is  natural,  andjuflifiedby  the 
fublimeft  authorities.         What  fays  Virgil  ? 

**  Tent  and  a  via  cfl  qua  me  quoque  pojjim 

"  Tollere  hunw,  njiclorquc  viru/n  1'olitare  per  ora." 

What,  likewife,  Lucretius  ? 

"  Infignemque  meo  capiti  pet  ere  inde  coronatn 
"  Unde  prius  jiulli  velarunt  tempora  Mufie**" 
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What,  alfo,  Ovid  ? 

"  Jantque  opus  exegi"  6cc. 
What,  moreover,  Horace  ? 

"  Exegi  monumentum  cere  perennius,"  &c» 
What,  Ennius  ? 

"  Nemo  me  lacrumeis  decoret  nee  funerajletu"  &c. 

What,  again,  the  great  Father  of  Poetry t  Homer,  in  his  de- 
lightful Hymn,  that  fome  impudent  Scholiafts  dacJare  he  ne- 
ver wrote  ? 

Tis  d*ummin  anerhediftos  AOIDON 

Enthade  poleitai  ;  kai  teo  terpefthe  malijla  ; 
Tuphlos  aner  c.ikei  de  ehis  e?ii parpaloejfe 
Tou  pafai  meto  p  if  then  arifeuoujin  Aordau 

which,  with  a  few  preceding  lines  omitted  in  the  quotation, 
I  thus  a  little  paraphrallically  and  beautifully  tranflate  : 

Should  Cnriojity  at  times  inquire 

Who  ftrikes  with  fweeteft  art  the  Mufe's  lyre  ; 

This  be  thy  anfwer — "  A  poor  man,  ilark  blind  : 
An  aged  minfrrel  that  at  Chios  dwells, 
Who  fells  and  fings  his  works,  and  fings  and  fells, 

And  leaves  all  other  Poets  far  behind." 

So  much  for  my  profound  learning  in  defence  of  egotifm  ; 
for  where  is  the  man  that  does  not  rank  himfelf  amongft  his 
own  admirers  ! 

Now  to  the  point. — As  Lord  Macartney,  with  his  mod 
fplendid  retinue,  is  about  to  open  a  trade  with  thee,  in  the 
various  articles  of  tin,  blankets,  woollen  in  general,  &.c.  &c. 
in  favour  of  the  two  Kingdoms  ;  why  might  not  a  literary 
commerce  take  place  between  the  great  Kien  Long,  and  the 
no  lefs  celebrated  Peter  Pindar  ?  Thou  art  a  man  of  rhimes 
— and  fo  am  I.  Thou  art  a  genius  of  uncommon  verfatility — 
fo  am  L  Thou  art  an  enthufialt  to  the  Mules — fo  am  I. 
Thou  art  a  lover  of  novelty — fo  am  I.  Thou  art  an  idolater 
of  Royalty — fo  am  I.  With  fuch  a  congeniality  of  mind,  in 
my  God's  name,  and  thine,  let  us  furprife  the  world  with  an 
interchange  of  our  lucrubrations,  both  for  its  improvement 
and  delight.  And  to  fhew  thee  that  I  am  not  a  literary 
fwindler,  unable  to  repay  thee  for  goods  I  may  receive  from 
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thy  Imperial  Majefty,  I  now  tranfmit  fpecimens  of  my  talents, 
in  Ode,  Ballad,  Elegy,  Fable,  and  Epigram. 

I  am,  dear  Kien  Long, 

Thy  humble  Servant  and  brother  Poet, 

P.  PINDAR, 


ODES    TO    KIEN    LONG. 


ODE        I. 

Peter  complimentetb  Kien  Long  on  his  poetical  talent,   and 
condemneth  the  ivant  of  Literary  tajle  i?i  ivejiern  Kings* 


D 


EAR  Emp'ror,  Prince  of  Poets,  noble  Bard, 
Thy  brother  Peter  fendeth  thee  a  card, 

To  fay  thou  art  an  honour  to  the  times — 
Yes,  Peter  telleth  thee,  that  for  a  King, 
Indeed  a  molt  extraordinary  thing, 

Thou  really  makeft  very  charming  rbimes. 

Witnefs  thy  Moukden  *,  which  we  all  admire  ; 

Witnefs  thy  pretty  little  Ode  to  Tea, 
Compos'd  when  Tipping  by  thy  Tartar  fire  ; 

Witnefs  thy  many  a  madrigal  and  glee. 

Believe  me,  venerable.^ood  Kien  Long, 
Vaft  is  my  pleafure  that  the  Mute's  fong 

Divinely  foundeth  through  thy  Tartar  groves  ; 
Still  greater,  that  the  firft  of  Eaitern  Kings 
Should  praifc  in  rhime  the  Tartar  vales  and  fprings. 

And  pay  a  tuneful  tribute  to  the  Loves. 

Yet  how  it  hurts  my  clallic  foul  to  ^nd 
Some  Welter n  Kings  to  poetry  unkind  ! 

What  though  they  want  the  fkiil  to  make  a  riddle, 
Charade,  or  rebus,  or  conundrum  ;-   full 
Thofe  Kings  might  fhew  towards  them  fome  good  will, 

And  nobly  patronife  Apollo's  riddle. 

*  A  favourite  city  of  the  Emperor* 
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j3ut  n0 —  the  note  is,  "  How  go  fheep  a  fcore  ? 

"  What,  what's  the  price  of  bullocks  ?  how  fells  Iamb 
"  I  want  a  boar,  a  boar,  I  want  a  boar  ; 

*•  I  want  a  bull,  a  bull,  I  want  a  ram." 
Whereas  it  fhoulcl  be  this — M  I  want  a  Bard, 
"  To  cover  him  with  honour  and  reward." 

Kings  deem,  ah  me  !  a  grunting  herd  of  fwine 
Companions  fweeter  than  the  tuneful  Nine  ; 
Preferring  to  Fame's  dome,  a  hog-fty's  mire  ; 
The  roar  of  oxen  to  Apollo's  lyre. 

"  Lord  !  is  it  poffible  ?"  I  hear  thee  groan — 
Kten  Long,  'tis  true  as  thou  art  on  thy  throne  : 
For  fouls  like  thine,  'tis  natural  to  doubt  it — 
Macartney  can  inform  thee  all  about  it. 


ODE         II, 


More  compliments  to  the  Emperor — A  dejfertation  j/pon 
Thrones,  and  Kings  and  Qz/eens — A  very  proper  attack  on 
the  French  Rei>olutionifts — The  fate  of  poor  Religion,  pro- 
phijied — alfo,  of  his  Holinefs  the  Pope — More  lamentati- 
ons on  degraded  Royalty. 

THOU  art  a  fecond  Atlas,  great  Kien  Long  ; 
Supporting  half  the  unwieldy  globe,  fo  ftrong  ; 

But,  Lord  :  what  pigmy  fouls  to  empire  rife  \ 
Unconfcious  of  its  glorious  frame,  they  fieep — 
Now  jult  like  mice  from  pyramids  WM  peep, 

Thinking  a  hole's  a  hole,  where'er  it  lies. 

Fortune  has  too  much  pow'r  in  this  fame  world- — 
Things  are  too  often  topfy-turvy  hurl'd  : 

A  bug  condemn'd  to  Jiy  that  fcarce  can  crawl  ; 
A  maggot  taken  from  his  little  nut, 
(There  by  the  great  All-wife  molt  wifely  put) 

To  grovel  'midft  the  grandeur  of  St.  Paul  1 

Unluckily  molt  thrones  are  plac'd  fo  high, 
That  Kings  can  fcarce  then  Joving  fubjecLs  fpy, 

Hopping  beneath  them,  like  fo  many  crows  j 
"Which  fubjecls  have  in  Fiance  been  taking 
Great  liberties  in  ladder-making, 

To  get  up  nearer  to  the  royal  nofe. 
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Thus  wrens  ere*  long  their  pigmy  pow'rs  will  try  ; 
And  turning  to  the  clouds  their  little  eye, 
Aim  to  arreft,  by  frequent  daring  flights, 
Their  elder  brothers  of  the  Ikies,  the  Kites  I 

And  yet  I  hate  a  Fool  upon  a  throne — 

We  have  been  happy  hitherto,  thank  God  ; 

How  boys  would  burft  with  laughter,  ev;ry  one. 
Were  wo/z^^v-fchoolmafters  to  hold  the  rod  '. 

Yet  much  more  mifchief  follows  royal  fools, 
As  Realms  are  on  a  larger  fcale  xhaxxfcbools— * 
The  Americans  provide  againft  all  this  : 
Which  certain  Gentlefolk  take  much  amifs  ! 

And  then  again,  the  -vi-ves  of  glorious  Kings, 
In  generofity,  and'fuch-like  things, 

And  temper  wild,\\ho  well  themfelves  demean, 
Are  for  the  fubject  a  rare  happy  matter  ; 
And  let  me  lay  indeed,  who  icorn  to  flatter, 

We   Britons    are  moil  lucky  in  a  Queen. 

Of  humbling  their  fuperiors,  folks  feem  fond, 

And  treating  ?vIonarchs  as  fo  many  logs  ; 
Whereas  it  is  in  Courts,  as  in  a  pond, 
Some  fifh,  fome  frogs. 

Thus  do  the  rebel  foes  of  Sovereigns  cry, 
Rending  with  vile  difloyalty  the  iky  : 

I  When  will  the  lucky  day  be  born  that  brings 
'*  A  bridle  for  the  iniolence  of  Kings  ? 

"  Too    flowly  moves,,  alas  :   the  loitering  hour  1 
**  When  will  thofe  Tyrants  ceale  to  fancy  Man 
*'  A  fawning  dog  in  Providence's  pl-anj 

"  Ordahrd  to  lick  the  blood-ftain'd  rod  of  Poiv'r  .2' 

Kings  have  their  faults  undoubtedly,  and  many — 

The  man  who  contradicts  me,  is  a  Zany. 

Some  rob,  fome  kill,  fame  cheat,  fome  cringe  and  beg; 

Curit  with  an  avarice,  fome  would  fliave  an  egg. 

And  yet.  with  all  their  fins,  I  drop  a  tear 

On  what  I'm  daily  fofc'd  to  fee  and  hear. 

Great  is  the  change  of  late  I,  fuch  horrid  fcenes, 
Such  little  rev'rence  both  for  Kings  and  Oueens  ! 

Thus  cry  the  Frenchmen,  feldom  over-nice — 
J  We  want  no Jce£ter\l  Plunderers  of  States  : 

You  I.  y 
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**  Out  with  them — folly  to  maintain  more  cats 
"  Than  capable  of  catching  mice. 

"  Death  to  their  parafites — we'll  have  no  more 
"  Leeches  that  fuck,  the  heart's  blood  of  the  poor. 
"  Down  with  Dukes,  Earls,  and  Lords,  thole  Pagan 

"  Falle  gods ! — away  with  ftars,  and  firings,  and 
erodes  1" 

The  French  are  very  wicked,  I  declare.; 
They  raife  upon  one's  head,  one's  very  hair.; 

So  much  thofe  fellows  Majelty  abute — 
Of  Royalty  the  purple  robe  lb  grand, 
Which  feizes  the  deep  rev'rence  of  a  land, 

They  to  a  malkin  turn,  to" wipe  their  fhoes, 
"  Out  with  State  pick-pockets. I"  they  cry  aloud : 
*<  Death  to  the  rav'nous  eagles,"  cries  the  crowd, 

«4  That  happy  hover  o'er  a  People's  groan  ; 
"  Thieves,  in  the  plunder  of  an  empire  dreft ; 
"  Flatt'ry's  vile  carrion  flies,  on  Kings  that  feaft  ; 

"  Rank  bugs  that  ihelterin  the  wood   of    thrones! 

"  The  Dujlman  m  his  cart  that  hourly  flaves, 
"  Drawn  by  an  afs,  the  partner  of   his  toils, 

"  How  far  fupenor  to  thofe  titled  knaves, 

"  In  coaches  ghtt'ring  with  a  kingdom's  fpoils-'/* 

The  o\AJtc  -volo,  that  with  thund'ring  found, 
Rous'd  all  the  Provinces  of  France  around, 

(And,  if  great  things  we  may  compare  to  fmall# 
Tuft  like  the- boatfwainJs-whiftle,  that  makes  (kip 
The  jovial  telle  vysofrafliip) 
This  great/r  volo  is  not^eaxd  at  all^- 
-  (   ho      ,  r  ,-     J  , 

To  humbler  phrafes  chang'd  by  fome  degrees  ; 

"  With  your  good  leave,  iVielfieurs"— "  Sirs,  if 

you  pleafe." 

Yes,  favagc  are  the  French  to  Kings  and  Quality  ; 
Void  of  good  manners,  common  hoipitality — 

Barb'rous,  they  dog-like  wiih  to  pick  their  bones ; 
Make  juft  as  much  of'Dukes  as  ol  a  duck, 
(Nobility  has  therefore  (hocking  luck) 

And  dafh  an  infant  Prince  againft  the  ftones# 

Thus  butchers  calmly  flick  a  lucking  pig, 
And  o'er  a  bleeding  lambkin  hum  a  jig. 
Religion  too  is  in  a  deep  decline  j 
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Her  vot'rles  treated  like  a  herd  of  iwine  ; 

Rich  reliques  look'd  upon  as  rotten  lumber ! 
Who  will  be  canoniz'd  for  fright'ning  devils, 
For  bringing  back  loft  limbs,  and  curing  evils, 

Scald  heads,  wry  necks,  and  rickets  beyond  number, 

Without  a  draught,  a  bolus,  or  a  pill, 
That  of  redoubted  Dottors  foil  the  (kill  ? 

Religion,  who  in  France  fome  years  ago 
Made  in  rich  filks  fo  wonderful  a  fhow, 

So  us'd  with  all  the  pride  of  curls  to  charm., 
Is  now,  poor  foul,  oblig'd  to  beg  her  bread, 
With  fcalrce  a  cap  or  ribbon  to  her  head, 

Or  woollen  petticoat  to  keepher  warm. 

Yes,  poor  dear  maid,  I  fear  ihe'll  foon  expire  ; 
Her  whips  demoliih'd,  and  extinct  her  fire. 

Her  pincers  broken,  faapp'd  in  twain  her  cleaver, 
That  flogg'd,  that  burnt  a  firmer  to  falvation, 
Roafling  away  the  foul's  adulteration, 

And  chopp'd  and  pinch'd  him  to  a  true  Believer. 

No  longer  are  her  priefts  to  be  maintain'd — 
Thus  is  that  horrid  beaft  the  Dev'l  unchain'd, 

That  roaring  Bull  at  once  his  triumph  fh ows — 
For,  if  not  paid,  what  prieft  can  prove  their  might, 
Fight  the  good  fight, 

And,  like  Haunch  bull-dogs,  nail  him  by  the  nofe  ? 

Death  and  the  Dev'l,  the  fmutty  rogue,  and  Sin, 
A  pretty  junto,  are  upon  the  grin  ; 
Hoping  to  Jill  the  dark  infernal  hole, 
If  all  the  priefts  refufe  to  help  a  foul — 
That  moft  important  conteft  then  is  o'er  ; 
Pull  Dev'l,  pull  Par/on,  will  be  feen  no  more, 

Yes,  at  her  wounded  pow'r  Religion  faints ; 
Alas  !  no  more  old  bones  fhall  make  netv  Saints  ; 

No  more  fhall  Lent,  lean  Lady,  cry  her.fi.fh  ; 
No  more  fliall  flices  of  the  crofs  be  courted  ; 
Defpis'd  the  manger  that  our  Lord  fupported, 
His  lac  red  pap-fpoon,  and  the  Virgin's  dilh. 

No  abfolutions,  like  potatoes  fold  ; 

No  purgatory-fouls  redeem'd  by  gold  : 

No  more  in  clotn  of  gold,  and  red-heel'd  flioes, 
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Bag-wig  and  fword,  a  mob  the  Saviour  *  views — 

Sold  no  certificates  f  of  good  behaviour, 

To  mow  the  Lord,  the  Virgin,  and  that  Saviour. 

-No  more  fmall  Miracle  obtain  applaufe, 
Laugh  at  old  Time,  and  break  Dame  Nature's  laws  ; 
No  more  dead  herrings^  fill'd  with  life  and  motion, 
Leap  from  the  frying-pan,  and  fwim  the  ocean. 

Soon  may  this  wicked  Spirit  Ileal  to  Rome, 
And  poifbn  ev'ry  facreddome  ; 

Reliques  be  kick'd  and  mock'd  by  many  a  giber — 
The  Pontiff  to  the  very  workhoufe  brought, 
Or,  what  could  never  have  been  thought, 

Plump'd  with  his  tripple  crown  into  the  Tyber  : 

There  may  we  view  him  flound'ring  wild  about, 
With  not  a  Saint  he  dubb'd  to  pull  him  out  : 

The  fair  chafte  quills,  from  angel  wings  procur'd 
Be  turn'd  to  ufes  not  to  be  endur'd  ; 
To  villain  pens,  inftead  of  crow-quills  cut, 
To  draw  lewd  figures,  and  delivery/,™?  : 

Melted  the  Church's  facred  plate  to  mugs, 
To  candlefticks,  to  punch-ladels,  and  jugs  ; 
To  porringers  the  pipes  \  of  facred  tunes, 
And   filver  Chrifts  to  canillers  and  fpoons. 

Phials  that  held  of  faints  the  fuffering  hghs, 

Seen  by  the  dimmed  of  believing  eyes, 

Lo,  to  the  meaneft  offices  fhall  fink— 

Hold  aquafortis,  or  reviling  ink  \ 

The  Virgin's  gowns  and  garters,  ftockings,  fhoes, 

Sold  to  her  enemies  perhaps,  the  Jews — 

Her  paint,  curls,  caps,  hoop,  gauzes,  muflm,  lace,     . 

Sold  to  trick  harlots  for  a  rogue's  embrace  :     ''"    : 

• 
*  Once  a  year  this  fine  mummery  is  exhibited  in  Trance, 
and  in  other  Romijb  countries, 

f  In  fome  part  of  Ru  fa,  narrow  flips  of  paper,  in  form  of 
a  ribbon,  confecrated  by  the  Bijhop,  are  fold  for  about  three- 
pence apiece,  and  bound  about  the  heads  of  dying  people. 
-They  are  certificates  of  their  good  behaviour.  The  infription 
on  each  is  as  follows .  : — "  To  old  God  Almighty,  to  young 
"  God  Almighty,  and  young  God  Almighty's  Mama--this 
"  is  to  certify  thai  the  bearer  hereof  died  a  good  Chnfl/an." 
|  Of  the  Organs, 
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Now  to  diiloyal  mongrels  we  return, 
That  bark  at  Kings,  and  for  confufion  burn. 

How  have  our  mighty  Monarchs  been  brought  down 
Trod  in  the  dull,  like  ibme  old  wig,  the  Crown  ! 

The  Wearers — fome  coutin'd  in  jails  lb  dread  ; 
Some  lhot — ibme  poifon'd  with  as  much  fang-froid, 
As  though    the  Mob  had  merely  been  employ'd 

To  knock  a  th'eving  polecat  on  thehtau, 

In  birth  the  Public  fees  no  kind  of  merit ,' 
Think  oi'the  prefent  equalizing  fpint  I 

Amidft  the  populace  lirtv.'  rank  it  iprings  1 
Nay,  horn  the  i alaces  the  Vi> tues  f.y, 
While  boldly  entering  irom  their  beauly  ftye, 

The  vulgar  Pajjiont  rufh  to  pig  with  Kivgs  .' 


ODE         III. 


2he  Poet  fweetly  reproveth  the  Emperor  for  negleflingto  ttirii 
a  penny  in  an  honeji  way,  and  demonjlrateth  the  inconve- 
niency  of  generojity — proving  that  a  mind  on  a  broad 
fcale  may  be  productive  of  narrow  circumjlances 

GREAT  KING,  thou  never  educated  fwine, 

Nor  takeft  goilins  under  thy  tuition  ; 
Nor  boardeft  by  the  week  thy  neighbour's  kine, 

Like  Pharoah's — that  is,  in  a  lean  condition. 

Nor  doft  thou  cut  down  palaces  to  pens, 
Nor  fendeit  unto  market  cocks  and  hens  ; 

Nor  to  a  butcher  fellelt  pork  and  beef: 
Nor  wool  nor  egg  merchant,  O  King,  art  thou  ; 
Nor  doft  thou  watch  the  girl  who  milks  the  cow, 

For  fear  the  girl  might  Up,  and  prove  a  thief; 
Nor  fetteft  traps  to  fave  thy  fowls  and  eggs, 
And  catch  thy  loyal  fubjects  by  the  legs. — 

Nor  doft  thou  go  ^flopping,  mighty  King  ; 
I  know  that  thou  defpifefl  fuch  a  thing  ; 

Yes,  to  expofe  fuch  meannefs  thou  art  loath — 
Thoufcorn'ftto  pride  thyfelf  on  buying  cheap, 
And  for  fome  trifle  a  huge  pother  keep, 

An  ounce  of  blackguard*,  or  a  yard  of  cloth. 
Y  2 
*  J  coarfe  fnuff,fo  emphatically  called* 
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Nor  doft  thou  (which  fome  people  may  deem  firange) 
Send  Pages  with  a  halfpenny  for  change  ; 
Nor  doft  thou  (which  would  be  a  crying  fin) 
Cheat  of  his  dues  the  Parfon  of  Be*kin. 

Thy  mind  was  fornrd  upon  an  ampler  fcale  : 
Each  thought  is  generofity — a  whale  : 

Not  a  poorfprat  to  dunghills  to  be  hurl'd — 
Thy  foul  a  dome  iltum'd  by  Grandeur'1  s  ravs, 
That  o'er  thy  mighty  empire  calls  a  blaze  ; 

A  beacon  to  inform  a  world. 

But,  ah  '   Kien  Lo?ig,  thou  never  wilt  be  rich. 

If  generofity  thy  heart  betwtfch  : 

What  fays  Economy  ?  "Let  fubjecb  groan — 

"  Let  Mifery^s  howl  be  mufic  to  thine  ear — 

"  Yes,  let  the  widow's  and  the  orphan's  tear 
"  Fall  print'efs  on  thy  heart  ason  a  ftone." 

The  fouls  of  many  Kings  are  vulgar  entries, 

With  not  a  rufhiight  'midft  the  difmal  winding  : 

A  long,  dark,  dangerous,  dreary  way,  palt  finding 

Hypocrify  and  Meanuejs  the  two  l'entries, 

Ambition,  that  on  riches  cafts  itseyes, 
Mounts  on  the  tempeft  of  a  Peoples  fighs  ! 
O  Emp'ror,  Gerierojity's  a  fool — 
She  wants  advice  from  fa<v ing  Wisdom'1  s  fchool. 
Look  at  a  fmiling  field  of  grafs  : 
Nothing  can  eat  it  out,  nor  horfe  nor  aft, 
Provicied  that  you  put,  to  ipare  the  feaft, 
A  padlock  on  the  mouth  of  ev'ry  beaft. 
Thus,  muzzle,  but  thy  palace  now  and  then, 
Thou  wilt  be  wealthy  among  fceptei'd  men. 

Invite  not  a  whole  Million  *  to  thine  hunt : 
Thy  purie  with  luca  a  heavy  weight  would  grunt. 

In  England,  when  a  King  a  deer  unharbours, 
The  fport  a  half  a  dozen  butchers  (hare  ; 
Of  lmutty  chimney-fweeps  perchaunce  a  pair; 

With  probably  a  brace  or  two  of  barbers. 
What  though  'tis  not  quite  royal—  Mill  we  boaft 
Of  gaining  glorious  fun  with  little  colt. 

*  This  is  the  number  of  the  Emferor's  attendants,  in  gene, 
ral,  at  a  hunt% 


(     *59     ) 

The  pocket  is  a  very  fericus  matter — 

Small  beer  allayeth  thirft — nay,  funple  water. 

The  fplendour  of  a  chafe,  or  feafl,  or  ball, 

Though  ftrong,  are  parting,  momentary  rays— 

The  luftre  of  a  little  hour  ;  that's  all — 

While  gui/ieas  with  eie-mal  fplendour  blaze. 


ODE         IV. 

Peter  braaketh  out  into  afirange  rhapfody,  fo  unlikt  Peter, 
'who  chrifleneth  bimfelf  the  Poet  of  toe  People— He  aJ-jif- 
eth  the  Emperor  to  ajkions  never  praclifed  by  Kings  .' — 
Is  it,  or  is  it  not,  one  continued  vein  of  happy  irony  ? 

GIVE  nothing  from  thy  privy  purfe  away, 

I  fay 

Nay,  fliould  thy  coffers  and  thy  bags  ru;i  o'ery 
Neglect  or  penfion  Merit  on  the  Poor. 

Give  not  to  Hofpitah — thy  Name's  enough  : 
To  death-face  Famine,  not  a  pinch  of  l'nurr — 
On  Wealth  thy  quarry,  keep  a  falcon  view, 
And  from  the  very  children  ileal  their  due. 

Shouldft  thou,  in  hunts,  be  tumbled  from  thine  horfe, 
Unlucky,  'mid ft  fome  river's  rapid  courfe  ; 
Though  fliarp  between  tbyfelfznd  Death  the  ftrife, 
Give  nut  the  Page  zfous  that  laves  thy  life. 

Should  Love  allure  thee  to  fome  Pair-one's  arms. 
Who  yields  thee  all  the  luxury  of  charms, 

And  deluges  thy  panting  heart  with  bliffes  ; 
Take  not  a  fixpence  from  thy  groaning  cheft, 
To  buy  a  ribbon  for  the  fragrant  breaft 

That  fwelPd  with  all  its  ardour  to  thy  kifies. 

Buy  not  a  garland  for  her  flowing  hair  ; 
Buy  not  of  mittins,  or  of  gloves,  a  pair, 

To  mield  her  hands  from  froft,  or  Summer's  ray  ; 
Buy  not  a  bonnet  to  defend  her  face, 
Nor  'kerchief  to  protect  each  fnowy  grace, 

And  deck  her  on  fome  rural  holiday. 
But  fuffer  her  in  homely  geer  to  pine, 
In  fimple  elegance  where  others  'lime» 


(    160   ) 

Thou  probably  mayeft  anfwer,  with  a  groan, 
"  What  '.   give  a  vile  contagion  to  the  throne  I 
«'  Perdition  catch  the  wealth,  in  heaps  that  lies, 
«'  Whilft  trodden  Merit  lifts  her  alking  eyes. 

"  That  calf,  flial!  ganfh  Oftentation  grin, 

"  Deck'd  by  the  fweat  of  Labour's  fun-burnt  fkin, 

"  Poor  cart-horfe,  envied  e'en  his  very  oats  ? 
"  Heav'ns  \  fhall  this  Mummer  Oftentation  cry, 
*'  Roalt  in  the  fan  thou  Mob,  in  afhe-:  lie  ; 

"Mine  be  the  guineas,  Slave,  and  thine  the  groats. 

«'  Mine  be  the  luxury  of  wine  and  oil  ; 

«'  Thine,  that  lcon.de/iend  to  drink  thy  toil." 

Ah  !  fay'ft  thou  thus  ? — dares  honour  this  high  pitch  ? 
Then,  noble  Ernp 'ror,  thou  wilt  ne'er  be  rich. 

Gold  mould  not  gather  in  a  fubjecl's  cheft — 
The  crew  grows  mutinous — it  cannot  refr  ; 

It  taiketh  of  equality,  indeed  ? 
No,  let  the  Monarch's  bags  and  coffers  hold 
The  liatt'ring,  mighty,  nay  ^//-mighty  gold  ; 

On  this  fhall  brawny  tovfr  his  finews  feed  ; 

Jove's  eagle  near  the  thione,  with  eye  of  fire, 
The  vengeance-bearer  of  the  royal  ire  ! 
Enrich  the  realm,  Subordination  dies — 
Wealth  gives  a  wing  that  dajhes  at  ihejkies. 

Blufli  not,  though  up  to  neck,  to  nofe,  in  gold, 
To  let  thy  fav'rite  Mandarine  be  told, 

"  The  Emp'ior  pants  for  money — hunt  about  :*' 
And  fhould  thy  Minifter  with  impious  breath, 
Say,  "  Site,  we've  iqueez'd  the  people  nigh  to  death"- 

Off  with  the  villain's  head,  or  kick  him  out. 

'Tis  pleafant  to  look  down  upon  the  hovel, 
And  count  the-royal  treafure  with  zj'bovel! 
Pleafant  to  mark  the  whites  of  wifhing  eyes, 
And  hear  of  poverty  the  fruitlefs  fighs  1 
Grand,  on  their  knees  to  fee  the  million  cow'r  ! 
Pale,  ftarv'd  fubmiifion  is  the  fcojl  of  PovSr. 

Pr'ythee,  to  Europe  come,  Kien  Long,  with  fpeed  : 
We'll  give  thee  much  •nftruclion  on  this  head  ; 
Nay,  fome  examples  alfo  fhall  be  brought, 
Which  beats  a  cold  dry  precept  all  to  nought. 
Precept's  a  pigmy,  heclic,  weak,  and  flight  j 
Example  is  a  giant  in  his  might. 


• 


Then,  pr'ythee,  to  pur  Europe  hafte  toftare  ; 
Lo,  Europe  fhall  produce  theefucb  a  Pair  ' 
A  Pair  ■'  to  whom  lean  Aii'rice  is  a  fool. 
And  means  to  take  a.  letfon  'from  their  fchool. 

i •■•        i 

O     D     E,       V. 

Peter  giveth  an  account  of  the-  expedition  of  Lord  MacarTney* 
and,  contrary  to  the  tenor  of  the  preceding  Ode,  alfolutely 
reconunendeth  generofity  to  the  Emperor. 

KIEN   LONG  oux  great  great  People,  and  'Squire  Pitt, 
Fam'd  through  the  univerfe  for  faying  ivit, 

Have  heard  uncommon  talesiab.out  thy  wealth  ; 
And  now  a  veflel  have -they  fitted  out, 
Making  for  good  Ki'en  Ldng'i  monftrOus'rout. 

To  trade,  and  beg,  and  alk  about  his  health; 

This,  to  my  fimple  and  unconnying  mind, 
Seems  economical  and  very  kind  \     _   , 
And  now,  greatEmperor  of  China;  fay, 
What  handfome  things  haft  thou  to  give  away  I 

Accept  a  proverb  out  of  Wiidom'sfchools—T..  '.   « 

*   Barbers  flrft  learn  to  fhave,  by  thaving  FooK' 

Pitt  fnavM  our,  faces  firft,  andmade  us  grin — 
Next  the  poor  French—  and  now  the  hopelul  Lad, 
Ambitious  of'tne  honour,  feemeth  mad 

To  try  his  razor's  edge  upon  thy  chin. 

Thee  as  a  generous  Prince  we  all  regard  ;  '  .     . 

For  ev'ry  prefent,  lo,  re  turning  double —     - 
'Tis  therefore  thought  that  thou  wilt  well  reward 

The  fjip  and  Lord  Macartney  for  their  trouble. 

And  now  to  George  and  Charlotte  what  the  prefents  ;■ 
No  humming-birds,  we  beg — no  owls,  no  pheafants.  ; 
Such  gifts  will  put  the  palace  in  a  fvveat — 
For  God's  fake  fend  us  nothing  that  can  eat. 

"  What  gifts,  I  wonder,  will  thy  King  and  ^iieen 

"  Send  to  Kien  Long  ?"  thou  cryeft. — Not  much,  Fween  ; 

tt   -Thev  can't  afford  it  ;  they  are  very  poor —  , 

.And  though  they  liiine  in  fo  lubiime  a  ftatioB, 


(       262       ) 

They  are  the  poorcjl  people  in  the  nation, 
So  wide  of  Charity  their  neat  trap-door  *  !  1 

Our  King  may  fend  a  dozen  cocks  and  hens  ; 

Perhaps  a  pig  or  two  of  his  own  breeding  ; 
Perhaps  a  pair  of  turkies  from  his  pens  ; 

Perhaps  a  duck  of  his  own  feeding — 

Or  poffibly  a  half  a  dozen  geefe, 

Worth  probably  a  half  a  crown  a-piece  ; 

And  that  he  probably  may  deem  enough.—- 
Her  gracious  Majcjly  may  condefcend 
Her  precious  compliments  to  fend, 

Tack'd  to  a  pound  or  two  of  fnuff : 

The  hiftory  of  Strelit^  too,  perhaps  ; 
A  place  that  cuts  a  figure  in  the  Maps. 

Mod  mighty  Emp'ror,  be  not  thou  afraid 
That  <we  fhall  generofity  upbraid  : 

Send  heaps 'of  things—  poh  !  never  heed  the  metffure— • 
If  palaces  won't  hold  the  precious  things, 
Behold,  the  beft  of  Queens  and  eke  of  Kings 

Will  build  them  barns  to  hold  the  treafure. 

I  know  thy  delicacy's  fttcn, 

Thou  fancieft  thou  'canft  fend  too  much — 

But  as  I  know  the  Great  Ones  of  our  ifle, 

The  very  thought  -indeed  would  make  them  fmile. 

Lord  !  couldft  thou  fend  the  Chinefe  Empire  o'er, 
So  hungry,  we  ihould  gape  for  more  i 
Yes,  couldft  thou  pack  the  Chinefe  Empire  up, 
We'd  make  no  more  on't  than  a  China  cup  ; 
Ev'n  then  My  Lady  Schiuellenbcrg  would  bawl, 
"  Gote  dent  defhab  by  fella— vet,  dis  all  $* 

Whales  very  rarely  make  a  hearty  meal — 
Thus  Princes  an  eternal  hunger  feel  ; 
Moreover,  fond  of  good  things  gratis  ; 
Whofe  ftomach's  motto  mould  be,  niuiquam  fat  is. 

Then  load  away  with  rarities  the  fhip, 

And  let  us  cry,  "  She  made  zbandfome  trip1" — ■ 

i 

*  Reader,  this  expreffion  is  imcomthonty  beautiful. — -The 
moft  fecret  charities  are  generally  the  largeft,  and  mofi  ac- 
ceptable to  God. 


(      **M    ) 

But  mind,  no  humming-birds,  apes-,  owls,  mackaws ; 
The  dev'l  take  preients  that  can  ti-og  their  jaws. 

■ 1 i_ 1 — --_-_ — f. 

O-.D     E. 

SIMPLICITY,  I  doat  upon  tlfy  tongue  ; 

And  thee  O  white-rob'd  Truth,  I've  rev'rene'd  long — 

Pm  fond  too  of  that  flafhy  varlet  /''it, 
Who  ikims  earth,  iea,  heav'n,  hell-,  exiltence  o'er, 
To  put  the  merry,  table,  in  a  roar, 

And  make  the  fides  with  laugh-cqnvuifing  fit. 

O  yes  1  in  fweet  Simplicity  I  glory-^- 
To  her  we  owe*  cliacsnjng  little  itpry. 


■•" 

\ 

PENN, 

NATHAN,.  a'nD   THr 

...            • 

BAILi:    F-; 

■ 

.  A 

TALE.                         . 

AS  well  as  I  can  recoHect, 

It'is  a  leury  or  ram'd  *V\uiair  Venn, 
By  bailiffs  ort  beiet,  without  enecl, 

Like  nuxnbers  oi'  our  Lords  ana  Gentlemen^— 

Williavi  had  got  a  private  hole  to  fpy 

The  fdlfc*  wriocame-with  wnts,(dr  How  d'ye  do  ? 
Poffefllng,  too,  a1  penetrating  eye, 

Friends  from  his  foes-,  the  Quaker  quickly  knew. 

A  bailiff  in  difguife  one  day, 

Though  not  difguis'd  to  onr  friend  Will, 
Came,  to  Will's  ihoulder  compliments- to  pay, 

Conceal'd,  the  catdhpole  thought,  with  wondrous  fkill* 

Boldly  he  knQck'd  ,at  William's  door, 

Drelt  like  a  gentleman  from  top  to  toe, 
Expt&ing  quick  admittance,  to  be- lure — 
But  no  ! 

Will's  fervant  Nathan  ,  with  a  ftrait-hair'd  head. 
Unto  the  window  gravely  itaik'd,  not  ran — 

"Matter  at  home  ?.'.'  the  Bailiff  fweetly  laid— - 
"  Thou  canftnot  fpeak  to  him,"  replied  the  Man. 


**  What,"  quoththc-BailifF,  ."  won't  he  fee  me  then  ?"  • 
"  Nay,"  muffled  Nnthaji,  *  let  it  not  thus  ftrike  thee  ; 

'*  Know,   verily,  that  William  Penn 

"  Hath  Jem  thee,  trot  he  tfotrrrrot  #£rthee." 


TO    A    FLY, 

■  \    .  ■    .  ,    . 

TAKEN   OUT    OF    A  ..BOWL    OF    PUNCH- 

AH  !   poor  intoxicated  little  knave, 

Now  fenfelefs,  floating  on  the  fragrant  wave  ; 

Why  not  content  the  cakes  alorie  to  rhurtch  ? 
Dearly  thou  pay'ft  for  buzzing  round  the  bowl ; 
Loft  to  the  world,  thou  bufy  iweet-lipp'd  ibid — 

Thus  Death,  as  well  as  Pleaiure,  dwells  with  Punch* 

Now  let  me  take  thee  out,  and* moralize — 
TjUfe'lp  g#  mortals,  a^iUs  mfrjfa 

tor  ever  hankering  aiter  Pleaiure's  cup  : 
Though  Fate,  with  all  his  legioias,:be-ai  hand, 
The  beafts,  the  draught  of  Circe  can't  withftand, 

But  in  g'jes  every  nofe — they'/m/jt{-ivill  fup. 

Mad  are  the  paffions,  as  a  colt  untam'd  ! 

When  Prudence   mounts  their  backs,  to  ride  them  milch 
They  fling,  they  fnort,  they  foam,  they  rile  innam'd, 

landing  on  their  own  foie  will  fo  wild, 

Gadfbud  1  my  buzzing  friend,  thou  art  not  dead  ;    , 
Tne  Fates,  fo,  kind,  have  not  yet  ihipp'd  thy  thread— 
By  heav'ns,  thou  mov'ft  a  lt^,  and  now  its  brother, 
And  kicking,  io,  again-  thou^ moy'lt'  another  1 . 

And  now  thy  little  drunken  eyes  unclofe  ; 
And  now  thou  feeleit  for  thy  little  nofe, 

And  hnding  it,  thou  rubbit, thy,  .two  hands  ;  .   ,.     , 

Muchtastp  fay,  £  I'm  glad  Pin  here  again"— 
And  well  may  ft  thou  rejoice — 'tis  very  plain, 

That  near  wert  thou  to  D<rrt^'j- -unsocial  lands.,   ; 

And  now  thou  rolleft  on  thy  back  about, 
Happy  to  find  thy  fell"  alive,  no  doubt- 
Now  turneft — on  the  table  making  rings  ; 
Now  crawling,  forming  a  wet  track, 
Now  fhaking  the  rich  liquor  from  thy  back, 
Now  flutt'ring-nedar  from  thy  iilkefl- wings: 


(    a*5    ) 

Now  Handing  on  thy  head,  thy  flrength  to  find, 
And  poking  out  thy  fmall,  long  legs  behind 
And  now  thy  pinions  dofl  thou  briikly  ply  ; 
Preparing  now  to  leave  me — farewell  Fly  '. 
Go,  join  thy  brothers  on  yon  funny  board, 
And  rapture  to  thy  family  afford — 

There  wilt  thou  meet  a  miftrefs,  or  a  wife, 
That  faw  thee  drunk,  drop  fenfelefs  in  the  ftream  j 
Who  gave,  perhaps,  the  wide-refounding  fcream, 

And  now  fits  groaning  for  thy  precious  lite 

Yes,  go  and  carry  comfort  to  thy  friends, 
And  wifely  tell  them  thy  imprudence  ends. 

Let  buns  and  fugar  for  the  future  charm  ; 

Thefe  will  delight,  and  feed,  and  work  no  harm — 

Whilft  Punch,  the  grinning  merry  imp  of  fin, 
Invites  th'  unwary  wand'rer  to  k,ifs, 
Smiles  in  his  face,  as  though  he  meant  him  blifs, 

Then,  like  an  Alligator,  drags  him  in. 


ELEGY 
TO    THE   FLEAS    OF    TENERIFFE. 

Written  in  the  year  1768,  at  Santa  Cruz,  in  company  with  a 
Son  of  the  late  Admiral  Eofcawen,  at  the  hot/fe  of  Mr* 
Mackerrick,  a  merchant  of  that  place. 

YE  hopping  natives  of  a  hard,  hard  bed, 

Whole  bones,  perch aunce,  may  ache  as  well  as  ours, 

O  let  us  reft  in  peace  the  weary  head, 

This  night — the  firft  we  ventur'd  to  your  bow'rs. 

Thick  as  a  flock  of  ftarlings  on  our  fkins, 

Ye  turn  at  once  to  brown  the  lily's  white ; 
Ye  ftab  us  alfo,  like  lb  many  pins — 

Sleep  lwears  he  can't  come  near  us  whilft  ye  bite. 

[n  vain  we  preach — in  vain  the  candle's  ray 

Broad  flaflieson  the  imps,  for  blood  that  itch — 
[n  vain  we  brufli  the  bufy  hoits  away  ; 

Fearlefs,  on  other  parts  their  thousands  pitch — 
\nd  now  I  hear  a  hungry  varlet  cry 

"  Eat  hearty,  Fleas— they're  fome  Outlandifli  Men— 

Vol.  I.  Z 
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*•  P'at  fluff— nc  Spaniards  all  fo  lean  and  dry — 
"  Such  charming  ven'fon  ne'er  may  come  agen.'> 

How  fhall  we  meet  the  morn  ? — with  fhameful  eyes  ! 

With  nibbled  hands,  and  eke  with  nibbled  faces, 
J ufb  like  two  turkey-eggs,  we  fpeckled  rife, 

Scorn 'd  by  the  Loves,  and  mock'd  by  all  the  Graces* 

What  will  the  ftately  Nymph,  Joanna  *,  fay  ? 

How  will  the  beauteous  Catherine:  *  fture  ! 
"Away,  ye  nafty  Britons — foh  '.  away," 

In  founds  of  horror  will  exclaim  the  Fair. 
What  though  we  tell  them  'twas  Mackerrick?  s  \  bed  \ 

What  though  we  fwear  'twere  all  Macker  rick's 
fleas  ? 
Difgufted  will  the  Virgins  turn  the  head  ; 

No  more  we  kifs  their  fingers  on  our  knees. 

No  more  our  groaning  verfes'greet  their  hand  ; 

No  more  they  liften  to  our  panting  profe  ; 
No  more  beneath  their  window  fhall  we  ftand, 

And  ferenade  their  beauties  to  repofe. 

The  Converfationi  \  meet  their  end  ; 

The  love-inipir'd  Fandango  warms  no  more  ; 
The  laugh,  the  nod,  the  whifper,  willoftend  ; 

The  leer,  the  fquint,  the  fqueezes,  all  be  o'er. 

But,  O  ye  ruthlefs  hofts,  an  Arab  train, 

Ye  daring  light-troops  of  that  roving  race, 
Know  ye  the  ftrangers  whom  with  blood  ye  ftainf 

Know  ye  the  voyagers  ye  thus  difgrace  ? 

One  is  a  Doclor,  of  redoubted  fkill, 

A  Briton  born,  that,  dauntlefs  deals  in  death; 

Who  to  the  Weftern  Ind  proceeds  to  kill, 
And  probably,  of  thoujands  ftop  the  breath  : 

A  hard,  whofe  wing  of  thought,  and  verfe  of  fire. 

Shall  bid  with  wonder  ail  Parnajes  ftart  ; 
A  Bard,  whofe  converfe  Monarch s  fhall  admire, 

And,  happy,  learn  his  lofty  Odes  by  hearty. 

•  Taring  Sp an Wj  Ladies  of  the  firfl  fafhion. 
X  He  is  a  principal  man  in  the  IJland,  and   much   refpec- 
Icd. 

f  At  bis  Excellency's  the  Governor. 

i  Part  of  this  prophecy  has  been  amply  verified. 


(     **7     ) 

The  other,  lo,  a  Pupil  rare  of  Mart, 

A  youth  who  kindles  with  a  Father's  flame  ; 

Bofcaweu  call'd,  who  fought  a  kingdom's  wars, 
And  gave  to  Immortality  a  name. 

Lo,  fuch  are,  nv e,  freebooters,  whom  ye  bite  I 
Such  is  our  Britifh  Quality,  O  Fleas  ! — 

Then  fpare  our  tender  (kins  this  one,  one  night — 
To-morrow  eat  Mackerriek,  if  ye  pleafe. 


"The  prefent  unnatural  and  fatal  enmity  towards  thcfe  bejl 
creatures  inthe  world,  Kings  and  Queens, putting  ourmqji 
auguji  couple  more  on  their  guard  againjl  evil  machinations, 
by  fe letting  Mr.  Townfend,  Mr.  Macmanus,  and  Mr.  Jea- 
lous, the  mojl  accomplijhed  Thief-takers  upon  earth,  to 
watch  over  them  as  a  garde  de  corps  ;  fuch  an  important 
circumJla>ice,fo  illuminative  of  the  hi/torical  page,  could 
not  efcape  the  eagle  eye  of  the  Lyric  Bard,  ivbo,  in  confe  ■ 
quence,  has  addrefjed  anode  of  praife  a/id  admonition  to  the 
three  aforefaid  gentlemen 

ODE 


Messrs.  TOWNSEND,  MACMANUS,  and 
JEALOUS, 

The  Thief-takers,  and  Attendanrs  on  majisty. 

YE  friends  to  Jujlice  Gibbet,  Jujlice  Jail, 
And  Jujlice  Carfs  flow-moving  tail, 

Accept  the  Bard's  finrere  congratulation — 
Ye  glorious  imps,  of  thief-fupprefling  ipirit, 
Elected,  for  your  mod  heroic  merit, 

The  Guardians  of  the  Rulers  of  the  Nation. 

When  Blood,  that  enterprifing  Chap, 

Attempted  inly  on  the  crown  a  rape, 

Pale  Horror  rais'd  her  hands,  and  roll'd  her  eyes — 
But  fhouid  fome  knave,  with  fingers  moft  unclean, 

Attempt  to  fteal  away  our  King  and  Qjieen, 
How  would  the  Empire  in  diibrder  rife  \ 


Jufi.  like  the  nations  of  the  honied  hive, 

Who,  if  they  lofs  their  Sov'reign,  never  thrive. 

At  midnight,  lo,  fome  knave  might  (leal  fo  fly, 
In  filence,  on  the  royal  fleepy  eye, 

And,  giving  to  his  facrilege  a  loofe, 
.Bear  oft*  the  mighty  Monarch  on  his  back, 
Juft  as  fly  Reynard,  in  his  night  attack, 

Bears  from  the  farmers  yard  a  gentle  goofe. 

Ye  glorious  thief-takers,  O  watch  the  Pair  ; 
We  cannot  fuch  a  precious  couple  ipare — 

O,  cat-like,  guard  the  door  againft  Tom  Paine, 
Torn  Paint's  an  artful  and  rebellious  dog, 
Swears  that  a  facred  throne  is  but  a  log, 

And  'Monarch"1 '*  too  expenfive  to  maintain* 

I  know  their  Majefties  are  in  a  fright  ; 
I  know  they  very  badly  flcep  at  night— 

Tom  Pain's  indeed  a  moft  terrific  word  ; 
A  name  cf  fear,  that  founds  in  ev'ry  wind, 
A  goblin  d — n'd,  that  haunts  the  royal  mind  ; 

Q[ Damocles,  the  hair-fufpended  fword. 

Why  fliould  our  glorious  Sovereigns  be  unbleft  ? 
Why  by  a  paltry  fubject  be  diftreft  ? 

Is  there  no  poifon  for  Tom  Paine  ? — alas  ! 
Is  there  no  halter  for  this  knave  of  knaves  ? 
Audacious  fellow  !  lo  the  Crown  he  braves, 

And  calls  the  Kingdom  a  poor  burden'd  aft. 

For  this  poor  burden'd  afs,  he  fwears  he  feels, 
And  bids  him  lift,  a  regicide,  his  heels. 

What  a  bright  thought  in  George  and  Charlotte, 
Who,  to  efcape  each  wicked  varlet, 

And  difappoint  Tom  Pain'r  difloyal  crew, 
FixM  on  the  brave  Macmatws,  Icwnfend,  Jealo::s, 
Delightful  company,  delicious  fellows, 

To  point  out  ev'ry  minute,  who  is  who  .' 
To  huftle  from  before  their  noble  Graces, 
Rafcals  with  ill-looking  defigning  faces, 

Where  treafon,  murder,  and  fedition,  dwell  ; 
To  give  the  life  of  ev'ry  Newgate  wretch  1 
To  fay  who  next  the  fatal  cord  fliall  ftretch— 

The  fvveet  hiitorians  of  the  penfive  cell. 

O  with  what  joy  felonious  acts  ye  view  ! 

How  pleas'd,  a  thief  cr  highwaymen  to  hunt  '. 


(     *«9     ) 

Elcft  as  Cormuallis  Tippoo  to  purfue  ; 

Bleft  as  old  Furs' rant  Bhow,  and  Hury  Punt! 

How  ilchyour  fingers  to  entrap  a  thief  ' 

How  nimbly  you  purfue  him  !— with  what  foui 

Track  him  from  haunt  to  haunt,  to  mercy  deaf, 
And  drag  at  laft  the  felon  from  his  hole  ! 

Thus  when  a  Cha?nbermaid  a  Flea  efpics, 
How  beats  her  heart !  what  lightnings  fill  her  eyes  1 
To  leize  him,  io,  her  twinkling  fingers  fpread, 
And  Itop  his  travels  through  the  realm  of  bed. 

He  hops — the  eager  damfel  marks  the  jump'; 
Now  fudden  falls  in  thunder  on  his  ramp — 

She  miffes — offhops  Bloodfucker  again  : 
The  nymph  with  wild  alacrity  purfues  ; 
Now  iofes  fight  of  him,  and  now  gets  views, 

Whilft  all  her  trembling  nerves  with  ardour  {train. 

Now  fairly  tir'd,  with  melancholy  face, 
Poor  fighing  Sufan  quits  th'  important  chafe: 
Once  more  refolv'd,  me  brightens  up  her  wits, 
And,  furious,  to  her  lovely  fingers  fpits — 
Thrice  happy  thought  !   yet,  not  to  Hatter, 
'Tis  not  the  cleanlielt  trick  in  nature. 

Now  in  the  blanket  deep  fhe  fees   him  hide, 
Who,  winking,  fancieth  Sufan  cannot  fee  : 

Now  Sufan  drags  him  forth,  with  victor  pride, 
The  culpit  cruiheth;  and  thus  falls  the  Flea  .' 

What  pity  'tis  for  this  important  nation, 
The  Princes  all  have  had  their  education  ! 
What  pounds  on  Gottingen  were  thrown  away  ! 
How  had  ye  moraliz'd  their  youngling  hearts, 
How  had  ye  giv'n  an  infight  of  the  Arts, 
So  neceflary,  Sirs,  for  fov  reign  fway  \ 

Cunning's  a  pretty  monitor  for  Kings  ; 
She  teacheth  raoft  extraordinary  things  ; 

She  keepeth  fubjecls  in  their  proper  i'phere  ; 
She  brings  that  fool,  the  Million,  tame,  to  hand, 
To  dance,  to  kneel,  to  proftrate  at  command — 

A  Kingdom  is  a  Monarch's  dancing  bear. 

By  means  of  this  fame  humble  capering  beaft, 
What  poyal  fiiowmen  fill  their  fobs,  and  feaft  I 

Z  2 


(     270     ) 

O  tell  the  world's  great 'Mafters,  not  Xofpare — 
A  fubjecVs  murmur  is  beneath  their  care  : 
When  well  accuftom'd  to  the  bufy  thong, 
Flogging's  a  matter  of  mere  fport — a  long. 

All  know  the  tale  of  Betty  and  the  Eel — 
"  You  cruel  b — h  (a  man  was  heard  to  fay), 
"  Toferve  poor  creatures  in  that  horrid  way  ?" 

"  Lord,  Sir  1"  quoth  Betty,  turning  on  her  heel. 

w  The  ells  are  us'd  to  it  1" — fo  faying, 

And  humming  ca  ira,  continued  flaying* 

O  how  I  envy  you  each  happy  name  I 
Time  fliall  not  eat  the  mountain  of  your  fame  ; 
For  thus  myfelf  your  Epitaph  fhall  write, 
And  dare  the  viie  old  ftone-eater  to  hite, 


THE     EPITAPH. 

■*  Here  lie  three  crimps  of  death,  knock'd  down  by 
Fate  ; 
"  Of  juflice  the  {launch  blcod-hounds  too,  fo  keen  \ 
"  Who  choakM  the  little  plund'rers  of  the  State, 
"  And,  glorious,  fav'd  a  mighty  King  and  Queen. ,y 


Bthold,  the  Guards,  fo  difappointed,  mourn  1 
With  jealoufy  their  glorious  boibmsburn, 

To  find  by  you,  dread  Sirs,  ufurp'd  their  place?  ! 
"  What  !   not  the  regiments  of  Death  be  tiufted  ! 
"  By  Thief-takers,  O  Jeiu  ?  to  be  oufted  '. 

"  Thief-catches  Gardes  de  corps  unto  their  Graces  V' 

Thus,  thus  exclaim  the  amry  men  in  red, 

Who,  with  their  (words  and  guns,  may  go  to  bed. 

Gods  !   how  I  envy  our  great  folk  their  joys  ! 

Your  tales  of  houfe -breakers,  thofe  nightly  curfes; 
Of  Heroes  of  the  H^ath,  Saint  Giles's  beys  t 

Hiit'ries  of  pocket-handkerchiefs  and  purfes. 

O  for  minds-royal,  what  delightful  food  ! 
Stories  furpaffing  thofe  of  Robin  Hoed. 

Sweet,  are  of  flight-hand  Harrington  the  tales ; 
Of  changeful  Major  Simple,  charming  too  '. 


(  *»  ) 

Delicious  ftory  through  each  Hulk  prevails, 
Full  of  iuftruction,  pleafant  iage,  and  new. 

Hence  the  pure  ftreams  of  thieving-  fcicnce  flow, 
Which  through  your  mouths  to  gaping  Monarch  s  go 
And  frequently  the  royal  ga;.'e,  ye  greet 
With  curious  inftrumer.ts,  for  robbing  meet, 

Who  would  not  wifh  to  fee  the  gliding  crook, 
With  whom  the  puries  oft  in  filence  ftray? 

Who  would  not  on  the  tools  with  rapture  lock, 
That  from  poft-chaifes  fnap  the  trunks'away  ? 

TVko  would  not  ope  falfe  di:e,  ingenious  bones  ? 
A   curious  fpeculation,  worthy  thrones. 

LauGfh  the  loud  world,  and  let  it  laugh  again  ; 
The  Great  of  IVindfor  fliall  fuoh  mirth  difdain — 

In  days  of  yore,  dull  days,  infipid  things, 
Kings  trailed,  only  to  a  People's  love — 
But  modern  times  in  politics  improve, 

And  Boxu-Jireet  Runners  are  the  fhields  of  Kings. 


ODE    TO    CiELIA 


ENVY  muft  own  that  thou  art  palling  fair  ; 
Love  in  thy  fmiles,  and  Juno  in  thy  air  : 

Yet  Ctelia,  if  with  Gods  I  may  be  free, 
I  think  that  Jove  commits  a  fort  of  fin, 
By  dripping  all  the  Graces  to  the  (kin, 

Merely  to  make  nonpareilla  of  thee. 

Cali a )  thou  knoweft  too  that  thou  art  pleafing  ; 
Moft  fpider-like,  the  hearts  of  mortals  feizing  ; 

And  what  too  maketh  me  confounded  four, 
Thou  knoweft  what  I  wifh  to  hide, 
Which  rather  mortifies  my  pride, 

Th,at  I'm  a  fimple  fly,  and  in  thy  pow'r. 

When  Nature  fent  thee  blooming  from  above, 
She  meant  thee  to  fupport  the  eaufe  of  Love  ; 
To  keep  alive  a  beautiful  creation — 
Thy  graces  hoarded,  girl,  thou  muft  be  told, 
Are  really  like  the  fordid  Mifer's  gold, 
Worthless,  for  want  of  circulation. 


(       27.2       ) 

Behold  !  a  guinea,   by  a  proper  ufe, 
Another  pretty  guinea  will  -produce  ;  ' 

And  thus,  O  pecrlefs  girl  thy  beauty 
May  bring  thee  ce,it.  per  cent,  within  the  year  ; 
That  is,  another  beauty  may  appear, 

If  properly  it  minds  its  duty. 

Of  wonder,  lo,  thou  putted  on  the  dare — 
It  feems  a  dark  and  intricate  affair  ; 

Thou  wanted  a  good,  able,  found  advifer — 
Well,  then,  my  dear,  at  once  agree, 
As chambe r-councir to  take  me; 

I  know  none  better  qualified,  nor  wifcr. 


ODE 

TO    A    PRETTY    MILLINER. 

O  NYMPH  with  bandbox  tripping  on  fp.fweet;, 
For  Love's  fake,  day  thofe  pretty  tripping  feet, 

join'd  to  an  ancle,  fown'd all  he*m  to  d-ealr — 
That  ancle  to  the  ncated  leg  united. 
Perhaps — with  which  I  fhould  be  much  delighted, 

For  men  by  little  matters  guefs  a  deal — 

Xo-7;?lent  thee  lip?,  and  lent,  that  bloom  divine — 
Bat,  deared  Damfel,  what  can  make  them  mine  ? 

Heav'n  reds  upon  thofe  heaving  .hills  of  fnow  ; 
The  facinating  dimple  in  thy  chin  ; 
In  fliort,  thy  charms  without,  and  charms  within, 

Speak,  are  they  purchafable  ? — ay,  or  no  ? 

Thou  feeii  my  foul  wild  daring  from  my  eyes  ; 

Let  me  not  burd  in  ignorance,  fair  Maid — 
Why  fbewed  thou,  O  peerlefs  Nymph,  furprife? 

I  am  no  wolf  to  eat  thee— why  afraid  ? 

O  could  I  gain  by  gold  thofe  heav'nly  charms  ! 
Could  gold  once  give  th.ee  to  my  eager  arms, 

Lo,  into  guineas  would  I  coin  my  heart  ; 
Thofe  would  I  pour  pell-mell  into  thy  iap,; 
With  thee  to  wake  to  love,  and  then  to  nap, 

Then  wake  again — again  to  lleep  depart. 

All  happy  circled  in  thy  armsofblifs  : 
To  fnatch,  with  riot  wild,  thy  burning  kifs ; 


(     *73    ) 

A  kifs  !  a  thoufand  kifies  let  me  add-*- 
Ten  thoufand  from  thy  unexhaufted  mint, 
And  then  ten  thoufand  of  my  own  imprint — 

Speak,  tempting  Syren,  to  a  fwain  Itark  mad. 

Heav'ns  !  o'er  thy  cheek  how  deep  the  crimfon,  glow?, 
And  fpreads  upon  thy  bread  of  purest  fnows  ! 
Why  mute,  my  Angel  ?  thou  diiclain'ft  reply  ! 
'Sdeath  !  what  a  cuckoo,  what  a  rogue  am  I  ; 

O  Nymph,  fo  fweet,  forgive  my  wild  defircs  ; 
That  knave,  thy  bandbox,  wak'd  my  iawleis  fires, 

Bade  me  fufpect.  what  Gha/h'ty  reveres  : — 
What  will  wipe  out  th'  affront,  O  Virgin,  fpeak, 
That  flufli'd  the  rofe  of  virtue  on  thy  cheek, 

Chill'd  thy  young  heart,  and  dafli'd  thine  eye  with  tears  ? 

Go  guard  that  honour  which  I  deem  d  departed — 
O  yield  thy  beauties  to  fome  fwain  kind-hearted, 
Whofe  foul  congenial  fhall  with  thine  unite, 
And  Love  allow  no  refpit  from  delight. 


AMORAL    AFTER-THOUGHT 

ON    THE    ABOVE. 

BEAR  Innocence,  where'er  thou  deign'ft  to  dwell, 
The  Pleafures  fport  around  thy  fimple  cell  ; 

The  fong  of  nature  melts  from  grove  to  grove ; 
Perpetual  funfhine  fits  upon  thy  vale  ; 
Conte?it  and  ruddy  Health  thy  hamlet  hail, 

And  Echo  waits  upon  the  voice  of  Love. 

But  where- — but  where  is  fcowling  Guilt's  abode  ? 
The  fpectred  heath,  and  Danger'' s  cavern'd  road; 

The  fimfPiing  monfter  treads  with  panting  breath — 
The  cloud-wrapp'd  ftorm  infulting  roars  around, 
Fear  pales  him  at  the  thunder's  awful  found, 

He  ftares  with  horror  on  the  flafh  of  death. 

He  calls  on  darknefs  with  affright, 
And  bids  her  pour  her  deepefl  night ; 
Her  clouds  impenetrable  bring, 
And  hide  him  With  her  raven  wing  [ 

Are  thefe  the  pictures  ?  Then  I  need  not  mufe, 
Nor  gape,  nor  ponder  which  to  choofe— 


(     274    ) 
O  Innocence,  this  inftant  I'm  thy  Have — 
What  but  the  greateft/bo/  would  be  a  knave  .? 


A  LYRIC  EPISTLE 

T  O 

SIR    WILLIAM    HAMILTON. 

SIR  WrLLIA.M  !  what,  anew  eflate  ! 
I  give  thee  joy  of  Cabin's  *  fate — 
More  broken  pans,  more  gods,  more  mugs, 
More  fmvel  bottles,  jordans,  and  old  jugs, 
More  faucepans,  lamps,  candleftieks  and  kettles, 
In  fhort,  all  forts  of  culinary  metals  '. 
Leave  not  a  duft>hole  unexplor'd  ; 
Something  fliall  rife  to  be  ador'd — 

Search  the  old  beadfteads  and  the  rugs ; 
Such  things  are  facred — if  by  chance, 
Amidft  the  wood,  thine  eye  mould  glance 

On  a  nice  pair  of  antique  bugs ; 

Oh,  in  fome  box  the  curious  vermine  place, 
And  let  us  Britons  breed  the  Roman  race  '. 

Old  nails,  old  knockers,  and  old  flioes, 

Would  much  Daines  Barrington  amufe  ; 

Old  mats,  old  difh-clouts,  dripping-pans,  and  fpits, 

Would  prove  delectable  to  other  wits  ; 

Gods'  legs,  and  legs  of  old  joint  ftools, 

Would  ravifti  all  our  antiquarian  fchools. 

Some  rev'rend  moth,  with  ne'er  a  wing, 

Would  charm  the  Knight  \  of  Soho-Square  : 

A  headlefs  flea  would  be  a  pretty  thing, 
To  make  the  Knight  of  Wonders  ftare. 

A  curie  offome  old  Emp'ror's  wig, 

Or  Nero's  fiddle,  'mid  the  flames  of  Rome, 
That  gave  fo  exquifite  a  jig, 

JBeheve  me,  would  be  well  worth  fending  home., 

*  A  newly  dif covered  town,  fijler  in  misfortune  to  Hercu- 
laneum,  pompeia,  and  Pceflum. 

f  Sih  Jcfeph  Banks. 


(     *75    ) 
Oh,  if  tome  lumping  rarity  of  gold, 
Thy  lucky  lucky  eyes  by  chance  behold, 

Send  it  to  our  K***  and  gracious  (^****: 
No  matter  what  th'  infcription — if  there's  none, 

'Tis  all  one  1 
Plain  gold  will  pieafe,  as  well  as  work'd,  I  ween— 
Much  will  the  preterit  their  great  eyes  regale, 
Let  it  but  cut  a  figure  in  the  fcale* 

Oh  !  could  an  earthquake  fhake  down  Wapping% 
And  catch  th'  inhabitants  and  goods  all  napping, 
And  then  a  thoufand  years  the  ruin  fhade, 
What  fortunes  would  be  quickly  made  ! 
What  rare  Mufeuras  from  the  rubbiih  rife, 
Wapping  antiquities  to  glad  the  eyes  1 

How  portraits  of  Moll  Flanders,  Hannah  Snell, 
And  mifs  L'Eon,  thofe  heroines,  would  fell  I 

Canning  and  Squire  ! 
How  would  the  dilettanti  of  the  nation 
Devour  the  prints  with  eyes  of  admiration  ! 
And  to  their  merits,  Poets  ftrike  their  lyres  ! 

Sign-pofts,  with  Old  Blue  Boars,  and  Heads  of  Nags, 
Would  from  the  proud  poffeiTor  draw  fuch  brags  '. 

Red  Lions,  Crowns  and  Magpies,  George  the  Third- 
The  Cat  and  Gridiron,  our  moft  gracious  t^ueen, 
With  rapt'rous  adoration  would  be  feen  ; 

They  would,  upon  my  word. 
Such  would  tranfport  the  people  of  hereafter. 
Though  fubjefts  now  of  merriment  and  laughter. 


POSTSCRIPT    (fub  Rofa), 

HIST  1  what  frefli  ovens  of  Etrurian  ware  ! 
What  pretty  jordans  has  my  friend  to  fpare  ? 

What  gods  are  ripe  for  digging  up,  O  Knight  ? 
What  Britons,  knowing  in  the  Vit  tu  trade, 
Soon  as  a  grand  difcov'ry  fhall  be  made, 

Are  near  thee,  gudgeon-like,  prepar'd  to  bite  ? 


(     -7*    ) 
What  brazen  god,  baptiz'd  with  chamber  lye*, 
For  which  the  future  connoiffeurs  may  fight 
Is  going  into  ground,  with  front  fublime  ? 
Hereafter  to  be  worlhipp'd  loon  as  feen  ; 
A.  reiure<fhon  rare,  array 'd  in  gieen, 
A  downright  iatire  upon  Time  ; 
Who  feeros,  a  poor  old  fumbling  fool,  to  dote  ; 
Taking  two  thoufand  ye?irs  to  make  a  coat, 

A  v.  hifper — lock'd  is  the  Mufseum  door  f, 
From  whence  antiques  were  wont  to  ftray  ; 

Whofe  parents  ne'er  fat  eyes  upon  them  more, 
So  much  the  little  creatures  loft  their  way  1 

Pity  thou  could'ft  not  news  of  them    obtain, 

And  fend  the  gods  and  godlings  back  again  ! 

Sir  William,  what's  become  of  that  fame  Monk  f, 
From  whole  old  corner-cupboard,  or  old  trunk, 

Thine  hift'ry  iflued  about  burning  mountains  ; 
For  who  would  toil,  and  fweat  and  hoe  the  hill, 
To  find,  perhaps,  of  knowledge  a  poor  rill, 

Who  eafily  can  buy  the  fountains  ? 

O  Knight  of  Naples,  is  it  come  to  pafs, 

That  thou  hall  left  the  gods  of  ftone  and  brafs, 

To  wed  a  deity  offefh  and  blood  §  f 
O  lock  the  temple  with  thy  ftrongeft  key, 
For  fear  thy  deity,  a  comely  She, 

Should  one  day  ramble  in  a  frolic  mood. 

*  Sir  William  keeps  an  old  antiquarian  to  bunt  for  hitn, 
nvho,  nvhen  he Jlumbles  on  a  tolerable  Jlatue,  bathes  him  in 
urine,  buries  him,  and  -a/hen  ripe  for  digghig  up,  they  pro- 
claim a  great  dij'covery  to  be  made,  and  out  comes  an  antique 
for  univerfal  admiration. 

f  Some  'valuable  antiques,  not  lengfince,  made  their  efcape 
from  the  Royal  Mufarum,  and  travelled  the  Lord  knows 
where. 

|  He  lived  in  the  ?ieighbourhood  ofVefuvius,  and  furnifh- 
cd  the  Knight  vjith  all  his  volcanic  obfervations,  which  pafs 
on  the  nvorld  as  his  own. — Nam  quod  ends  polfis  dicere  jure 
tuum. 

§  It  is  really  true — the  Knight  is  married  to  a  beautiful 
virgin,  nvhom  he flyles  his  Grecian.  Her  attitudes  are  the 
mofl  defirable  models  for  young  artijls. 


(    *77    > 

For  nnce  the  idols  of  a  youthful  King, 

So  very  volatile  indeed,  take  *wing  ; 

If  his,  to  wicked  wand 'rings  can  incline, 

Lord  !  who  would  anfwer,  poor  old  Knight,  for  thine  $ 

Yet  fbould  thy  Grecian  Goddefs  fly  the  fane, 

I  think  that  we  may  catch  her  in  HedgerLane  *. 


EPIGRAM. 

On  a  Stone  thrown  at  a  very  Great  Man,  but  which 
tnijfed  him. 

TALK  no  more  of  the  lucky  efcape  of  the  head. 

From  a  flint  fo  unluckily  thrown — 
I  think  very  difPrent,  with  thoufands  indeed, 

Twas  a  lucky  efcape  for  the  Stone. 


TO    CHLOE, 

DEAR  CHLOE,  well  I  know  the  fwain, 
Who  gladly  would  embrace  thy  chain  ; 

And  who,  alas  !  can  blame  him  ? 
Affe<a  not,  CHLOE,  a  furpriftr; 
Look  but  a  moment  on  thefe  eyes, 

Thou'lt  afk  me  not  to  name  him. 


ON    A    NEW-MADE    LORD. 

THE  carpenters  of  ancient  Greece, 

Although  they  bought  of  wood  a  ftubborn  piece, 

Not  fit  to  make  a  block — yet,  very  odd  1 
No  loiers  were  the  men  of  chipping  trade, 
Becaufe  of  this  fame  ftubborn  ftuff  they  made 
A  d — n'd  good  God  1 

Thus,  of  the  Lower  Houfe,  a  ftupid  wretch, 
Whofe  mind  to  A,  B,  C,  can  fcarcely  ltretch, 
Vol.  L  A  a 

*  The  refort  of  the  Cyprian  corps>  an  avenue  that  opent 
into  Cockfpur-Jlreeti 


(     *7*     ) 
Shall,  by  a  Monarch's  all-creative  word, 
Become  a  very  decent  Lord. 


TO    MY    CANDLE. 


THOU  lone  companion  of  the  fpectred  night, 
I  wake  amid  thy  friendly-watchful  light, 

To  Heal  a  precious  hour  from  lifelefs  fleep— • 
Hark,  the  wild  uproar  of  the  winds  !  and  hark, 
Hell's  genius  roams  the  regions  of  the  dark, 

And  fwellsthe  thund'ring  horrors  of  the  Deep. 

From  cloud  to  cloud  the  pale  moon  hurrying  flies  ; 
Now  blacken'd,  and  now  flafhing  through  her  Ikies* 

But  all  is  filence  here — beneath  thy  beam, 
I  own  I  labour  for  the  voice  of  praife — 

For  who  would  link  in  dull  Oblivion's  ftream  ? 
Who  would  not  live  in  fongs  of  diftant  days  ? 

Thus  while  I  wond'ring  paufe  o'er  Shakfpeare's  page, 
I  mark,  in  vifions  of  delight,  the  Sage, 

High  o'er  the  wrecks  of  man,who  ftands  fublime  ; 
A  Column  in  the  melancholy  wafte, 
(Its  cities  humbled   and  its  glories  paft,) 

Majeftic,  'mid  the  folitude  of  Time. 
Yet  now  to  fadnefs  let  me  yield  the  hour — > 
Yes,  let  the  tears  of  pureft  friendihip  fliow'r. 

I  view,  alas  '.  what  n^*er,.fiipjjl$LdjS— 
A  Form,  that  wakes  m_y  deepeft  figh  ; 

A  Form,  that  feels  of  Death  the  leaden  fleep — 
Delcending  to  the  realms  of  fhade, 
I  view  a  pale-ey'd  panting  Maid  ; 

I  fee  the  Virtues  o'er  their  fav'rite  weep. 

Ah  !  could  the  Mufe's  fimple  pray'r 

Command  the  envied  trump  of  Fame, 
Oblivion  fhould  Eli<za  fpare  : 

A  world  fhould  echo  with  her  name. 

Art  thou  departing  too,  my  trembling  friend  ? 
Ah  !  draws  thy  little  luftre  to  its  end  ? 

Yes,  on  thy  frame,  Fate  too  fliall  fix  her  feal — 
O  let  me,  penfive  watch  thy  pale  decay  ; 
How  faft  that  frame,  fo  tender,  wears  away  ! 

How  faft  thy  life  the  reftlefs  minutes  fteal  ? 


(     119     ) 
How  flender  now,  alas  !  thy  thread  of  fire  ! 
Ah,  falling,  falling,  ready  to  expire  ! 
In  vain  thy  ftruggles — all  will  foon  be  o'er — 
At  life  thou  fnatcheft  with  an  eager  leap  : 
Now  round  I  fee  thy  flame  fo  feeble  creep, 

Faint,  lefs'ning,  quiv'ring,  Himm'ruit— - now  no  more 

Thus  fliall  the  funs  of  fcience  fink  away, 

And  thus  of  Beauty  fade  the  faireft  flow'r — 

For  were's  the  Giant  who  to  Time  fhall  fay, 
"  Deltructive  Tyrant,  I  arreft  thy  pow'r  ?" 


ADDRESS    TO    THE    REVIEWERS, 

In  behalf  of  a  Poetical  Friend,   written  in  177S  :  the  gen- 
tleman haiing  conjiderably  fuffered  by  their Je'verity. 


T. 


IS  hard,  Meflieurs  Reviewers,  'pon  my  foul, 
You  thus  fliould  lord  it  o'er  the  world  of  wit  ; 
No  higher  court  your  fentence  to  controul, 
You  hang,  or  you  reprieve,  as  you  think  ft  '. 

Whether  in  calf,  your  labours  of  the  year 
Rank  with  immortal  bards  or  box^s  line, 

Or  torn  for  fecret  fervices,  Oh  dear  '. 
Are  offer'd  up  at  Cloacina's  fhrine  : 

Whether  you  look  all  rofy  round  the  gills, 
Or,  hatchet-fae'd,  like  ftarving  cats  fo  lean  ; 

Whether  your  criticifm  each  pocket  fills 

With  half-pence,  keeping  you  clofe  fhav'd  and  clean 

Whether  in  gorgeous  raiment  you  appear, 
Or  tatters  ready  from  your  backs  to  fall ; 

Whether  in  pompous  wigs  to  guard  each  ear, 
Or  whether  you've  no  wig  or  ears  at  all  : 

Whether  you  look  like  gentlemen  or  thieves, 

I  hate  ufurpers  of  the  critic  throne  : 
Therefore  his  compliments  the  poet  gives, 

And  humbly  hopes  you'll  let  his  lines  alone  : 

Stay  till  he  afks  your  thoughts,  ye  forward  fages  ; 

Oificioufnefs  the  modeftbard  abjures  : 
*Tis  furely  pert  to  meddle  with  his  pages, 

Who  never  deign'd  to  look  in  one  of  vours. 


THE 


L     O     U     S     I     A     D. 


A  N 


HEROI- COMIC    POEM. 

CANTO     I. 


Prima  Syracofio,  dignata  eft  ludere  verfu 
Noftra,  nee  erubuit  filvas  habitare  Thalia, 
Cum  canerem  regis  et  prselia,  Cynthius  aurera 
Vellit  et  admonuit Virgil* 

I  who  fo  lately,  in  my  Lyric  lays, 

Sung  to  the  praife  arid  glory  of  R.  A.'a-; 

And  fweetly  tun'd,  to  love,  the  melting  line, 

With  Ovid's  art,  and  Sappho's  warmth,  divine  ; 

Said,  (nobly  daring  1)  "  Mttfe,  exalt  thy  wings, 

M  Love,  and  the  Sons  of  Canvafs,  quit,  for  k — gi" 

slpolto,  laughing  at  my  pow'rs  of  fong, 

Cry'd,  "  Peter  Pindar,  prithee,  hold  thy  tongue." 

But  I,  like  poets  f elf -fufficient  gro<w?i, 

Reply'd,  "  Apollo,  prithee,  hold  thy  ows." 


TO    THE    READER, 

GENTLE    READER, 


I 


T  is  neceffary  to  inform  thee,  that  his  m y  actually  dis- 
covered, fome  time  ago,  as  he  fat  at  table,  a  loufe  on  his  plate. 
The  emotion,  occafioned  by  the  unexpected  appearance  of 
fucb  a  gue/l,  can  be  better  imagined,  than  defcribed. 

An  edict  was,  in  conlequence,  pafied,for  (having  the  cqoks 
and  fcullions,  and  the  Unfortunate  loufe  condemned  to  die. 


C     *8i     ) 

Such  is  the  foundation  of  the  Loufiad.— With  what  degree  of 
merit  the  Poem  is  executed,  the  uncritical,  as  well  as  the 
critical,  reader,  will  decide. 

The  ingenious  Author,  who  ought  to  be  allowed  to  know 
Somewhat  of  the  matter,  hath  been  heardprivatelyto  declare, 
that  in  his  opinion,  the  Batrachomyomachia  of  Homer,  the 
Secchia  Rapita  of  Talfoni,  the  Lutrin  of  Boileau,  the  Difpen- 
fary  of  Garth,  and  the  Rape  of  the  Lock  of  Pope,  are  not  to  be 
compared  to  it — and  to  exclaim,  at  the  fame  time,  with  all 
the  inodefl  ajfurance  of  an  Author — 

Cedite,  Romani  fcriptores  ;  cedite,  Graii — ■ 
Nil  ortum  in  terris,  Loujiada  melius. 

Which,  for  the  fake  of  the  mere  Englifli  reader,  is  thus  beau- 
tifully  tranilated  : — 

Roman  and  Grecian  authors,  great  and  fmall, 
The  author  of  the  Loufiad  beats  you  all. 


_L  HE  LOUSE  I  ling,  that  from  fome  head  unknown, 
Yet  born  and  educated  near  a  throne 
Dropp'd  down — (fo  will'd  the  dread  decrees  of  fate) 
With  legs  wide  fprawling  on  the  m— — ch's  plate  : 
Far  from  the  raptures  of  a  Wife's  embrace — 
Far  from  the  gambols  of  a  tender  race, 
Whofe  little  feet  he  taught,  with  care,  to  tread, 
Amidft  the  wide  dominions  of  the  head  ; 
Led  them  to  daily  food,  with  fond  delight, 
And  taught  the  tiny  trav'lers,  nvhere  to  bite. — 
To  hide,  to  run,  advance,  or  turn  their  tails, 
When  hoftile  combs  attack'd,  or  vengeful  nails  : 
Far  from  thofe  pleafing  fcenes,  ordain'd  to  roam, 
Like  wile  Ulyfles,  from  his  native  home; 
Yet  like  that  /age,  tho'  fore'd  to  roam  and  mourn — 
Like  him,  alas  1  not  fated  to  return  : 
Who,  full  of  rags  and  glory,  faw  his  boy,* 
And  VVife,\  again,  and  dog,\  that  dy'd  for  joy. 
Down  dropp'd  the  luckkfs  Loufe,  with  fear  appaii'd. 
And  wept  his  wife  and  children  as  he  fprawl'd. 
A  a  2 

*  Tclemcchus  \  Penelope. 

\  Argus, for  whofe  hiftoryjee  the  Odyjey, 


C    2S2    ) 

Thus,  on  a  promontory's  mifty  brow, 
The  Poet's  eye,  with  forrow,  faw  a  cow, 
Take  leave,  abrupt,  of  bulloeks,  goats,  and  fheep, 
By  tumbling,  headlong  down  the  dizzy  fteep  ; 
No  more  to  reign  a  queen  amongft  the  cattle, 
And  urge  her  rival  beaux,  the  bnlls,  to  battle — 
She  fell — rememb'ring  ev'ry  roaring  lover,* 
With  all  her  wild  conrants,  in  fields  of  clover. 
Now,  on  his  legs,  amidft  a  thonfand  woes, 
The  Loufe,  with  judge  like  gravity,  arole  : 
He  wanted  not  a  motive  to  intreat  him, 
Befide  the  horror,  that  the  k — g  might  eat  him — » 
The  dread  of  gafping  on  the  fatal  fork, 
Stuck  with  a  piece  of  mutton,  beef,  or  pork  ; 
Or  drowning  'raid ft  the  fauce,  in  dilmal  dumps, 
Was  full  enough  to  make  him  itir  his  frumps, 
"Vain  hope  !  offtealing  unperceiv'd  away  '. 
He  might  as  well  have  tarried,  where  he  lay. 
Seen  was  this  Loufe,  as  with  the  royal  brood  ; 
Our  hungry  k — g  amus'd  himfelf  with  food  ; 
Which  proves  (though  icarce  believ'd  by    one    in  ten) 
That  kings  have  appetites,  like  common  men  ; 
And  that,  like  London  aldermen  and  mayor, 
They  fed  on  more  fubftantial  duff,  than^/V. 
Paint,  heav'nly  mufe,  the  look,  the  very  look, 

That  of  the  f n's  face,  po  demon  took, 

When  iirft  he  faw  the  Loufe,  in  folemn  date, 
Grave  as  a  Spaniard,  march  acrofs  the  plate  ! 
Yet,  could  a  Loufe  a  Britilh  king  furprife, 
And,  like  a  pair  of  faucers,  ftretch  his  eyes  ? 
The  little  tenant  of  a  mortal  head, 
Shake  the  great  Ruler  of  three  realms  with  tlreiid  } 
Good  Lord  !  (asfomebedy  fubiimely  fihgs) 
What  great  efTecLs  arife  fiom  little  things  ■' 
As  many  a  loving  fwain  and  nymph  can  tell, 
Who,  following  nature's  Jaw  have  lov'd  too  -cell  ! 

Not  with  more  horror,  did  his  eyes  behold 
Charles  Fox,  that  cunning  enemy  of  old, 
When  triumph  hung  upon  his  plotting  brains, 
And  dear  prerogative  was  juil  in  chains  : 
Not  with  more  horror,  diJ  his  eye  balls  work, 
Convulfive,  on  the  patriotic  Burke, 

*— — dulces  moricm  remimfciier  drgos,  Vug 


(    *s3    ) 

When  guilty  of  economy,  the  crime  ! 
Edmund  wide  wander'd  from  the  true  fublime, 
And,  cut-like,  watchful  of  the  flefli  and  filh, 
Cribb'd,  from  the  r-y-1  table,  many  a  difli — 
Saw  ev'ry  dice  of  bread  and  butter  cut, 
Each  apple  told,  and  numberd  every  nut  ; 
And  gaug'd  (compos'd  upon  no  fneaking  fcale) 
The  monarch's  belly,  like  a  calk   of  ale  ; 
Convinc'd  that,  in  his  fcheme  of  ftate-fiilvation, 
To  *  ftarve  the  palace,  was  to  fave  the  nation  : 
Not  more  aghaft  he  look'd,  when,  'midft  the  courfe, 
He  tumbled,  in  a  flag-chafe,  from  his  horfe, 

Where  all  his  nobles  deem'd  their  m ch  dead, 

But,  luckily,  he  pitch'd  upon  his  head  ! 

Not  ven'fon  eaters,  at  the  vanifh'd  fat,  • 
With  ftomachs  wider  than  a  Quaker's  hat  : 
Not  with  more  horror,  Mr,  ferjeant  Pliant 
Looks  down  upon  an  empty-handed  client  r 
Not  with  more  horror,  ftares  the  rural  maid, 
By  hopes,  by  fortune-tellers,  dreams,  betray'd, 
Who  fees  her  ticket  a  dire  blank  arife, 
Too  fondly  thought  the  twenty  thoufand  prize, 

With  which  the  limple  damfel  meant,  no  doubt, 

To  blefs  her  faithful  fav'rite,  Colin  Clour. 

Not  with  more  horror,  ftares  each  lengthen'd  feature, 

Of  fome  fine  flutt'ring,  mincing  pctit-maitre, 

When  of  a  wanton  chimney  fweeping  wag, 

The  beau's  white  veftment  feels  the  footy  bag  : 

Not  with  more  horror,  did  the  devil  look, 

When  Dunftan,  by  the  nofe,  the  demon  took, 

(As  gravely,  fay  our  legendary  fongs) 

And  led  him  by  a  pair  of  red-hot  tongs  : 

Not  lady  Worfley,  chafte  as  many  a  nun, 

Look'd  with  more  horror,  at  fir  Richard's  fun, 

When  rais'd  on  high,  to  view  her  naked  charms, 

He  held  the  peeping  captain  in  his  arms  ; 

*  His  m y  was  really  reduced,  fome   time  /vice,    to  a 

mo  ft  mortifying  dilemma  ;  the  apples,  at  dinnertime,  having 
been,  by  too  great  a  liberality  to  the  royal  children,  expended, 
the  k — g  ordered  afupply  ;  but  was  informed,  that  the  Board 
of  Green-Cloth  would,  pofitively,  allow  no  more.  Enraged 
at  the  unexpected  and  unroyal  difappointment,  he  furioujly, 
put  his  hand  into  his  pocket,  took  out  fxpence,fent  a  page 
for  two  pennyworth  of  pippins,  and  received  the  change. 


(     *«4     ) 

Like  David,  that  molt  am'rous  little  dragon, 
Ogling  fweet  Bathfheba,  without  a  rag  on. 

Not  more  the  great  *  Sam  Houfe,  with  horror  ftar'd, 
By  mob  affronted  to  the  very  beard  ; 
Whole  impudence,  (enough  to  damn  a  jail) 
Snatch'd  from  his  waving  hand,  his  fox's  tail, 
And  ftuff'd  it,  'mid ft  his  thunders  of  applaufe, 
Full  in  the  centre  of  Sam's  gaping  jaws, 
That,  forcing  down  his  patriotic  throat, 
Of"  Fox  and  freedom,"  ftopp'd  the  glorious  note. 

Not  with  more  horror,  Billy  Ramas  f  ftar'd, 
When  PufF,t  the  p — ce's  hair  drefTer,  appear'd, 
Amidft  their  eating-room,  with  dread  delign, 
To  fit  with  pages  and  with  pages  dine  '. 
Not  with  more  horror,  Glo'lter's  dutchefs  ftar'd, 
When,  (bleft  in  metaphor)  the  k — g  declar'd, 
That,  not  of  all  her  mongrel  breed,  one  whelp, 
Should,  in  the  royal  kennel,  ever  yelp. 

Not  more,  that  man,  fo  fweet,  fo  unprepar'd, 
The  gentle  fquire  of§  Leatherhead,  was  fcar'd, 
When,  after  pray'rs,  fo  good,  and  rare  a  fermon, 
He  found  his  front  attack'd  by  fierce  Mifs  Vernon  : 

*  In  Wejlminjler-hall,  where  the  fenfe  {the  author  war 
jufil  about  to  fay  nonfenfe )  of  the  people  was  to  be  taken  on  an 
tleclion. 

f  Billy  Ramas — emphatically  and  conflanrly  called,  by  his 

in y  Billy  Ramas — one  of the  pages,  whofhaves  thef- nt 

airs  hisJ7jirt,  reads  to  him,  writes  for  him,  and  collecls  anec- 
dotes. 

i  Puff,  his  r-y-l  highnefs^s  hair-dreffer,  ivho  attending  him 
at  fVindfor,  the  p — ce,  with  his  ufual  good  nature,  ordered 
him  to  dine,  with  the  Pages.  7he  pride  of  the  pages  immedi- 
ately took  fire,  and  a  petition  was  difpatched  to  the  k — g  and 
p — ce,  to  be  relieved  fi  om  the  diflrefsful  circumf lance  of  din- 
ing with  a  hair-dreffer.  The  petition  was  treated  with  the 
proper  contempt,  and  the  pages  commanded  to  receive  Mr. 
Pziffinto  their  mefs,  or  quit  the  table.  With  iwfpcakable  mor- 
tification, Mr.  Ramas  and  his  brethern,  fubmitted  ;  but,  like 
the  poor  Gcntoos,  who  have  lojl  their  caft,  have  not  held  up 
their  heads  fince. 

§  Kynaflon  is  the  name  of  the  gentleman  affailed  by  this 
furious  maid  of  honour,  for  his  dif approbation  of  the  lady  as 
an  acquaintance  for  his  wife. 


(  **s  ) 

I  Who  meant,  (Thaleftris  like,  difdaining  fear !) 
!  To  pour  her  foot*  in  thunder,  on  his  rear  ; 
I  Who,  in  *  God's  houfe,  without  one  grain  of  grace, 
Spit,  like  a  vixen,  in  his  worship's  face, 
1  Then  fliook  her  nails,  as  fharp  as  taylor's  fhears, 
!  That  itch'd  to  fcrape  acquaintance  with  his  ears  : 
i  Not  Atkinfon,f  with  ftronger  terror,  Parted, 
[(Somewhat  afraid,  perchance  of  being  carted) 
iWhen  Juftice,  a  fly  dame,  one  day  thought  fit, 
i  To  pay  her  ferious  compliments  to  Kit  ; 
I  Afk'd  him  a  few  plain  questions  about  corn, 
And  whifper'd,  fhe  believ'd  he  was  forfworrt, 
i  Then  hinted,  that  he,  probably,  would  find, 
That,  tho'  fhe  fometimes  winked  fhe  was  not  blind. 

Not  more  Afturias'  §  princefs  look'd  affright, 
At  breakfafl,  when  her  fpoufe,  the  unpolite, 
Hurl'd,  madly  heedlefs  both  of  time  and  place, 
A  cup  of  boiling  coffee  in  her  face— 
Becaufe  the  fair-one  ate  a  buttered  roll, 
On  which  the  felfijh  prince  had  fix'd  his  foul. 
Not  more  aftonifh'd  look'd  that  prince,  to  find 
His  royal  father  to  his  face  unkind  ; 
Who  to  the  caufe  of  injur'd  beauty  won, 
Seiz'd  on  the  proud  probofcis  of  his  fon  ; 
(Juft  like  a  tiger,  of  the  Lybian  fhade, 
Whofe  furious  claws  the  helplefs  deer  invade) 
And  kdhim — (till  that  fon  its  durance  freed, 
By  afking  pardon  for  the  brutal  deed) — 
Led  him  thrice  round  the  room — (the  ftory  goes) — 
Who  followld,  with  great  gravity,  his  nofe  ; 
Refolv'd  at  firff.  (for  Spaniard's  are  ftiff  ftuff) 
To  afk  no  pardon,  tho'  the  fnout  came  off : 

*  Verily,  in  the  houfe  of  the  Lord,  on  the  Lqrd*s  day,  in  tha 
year  of  our  Lord,  1785,  in  the  village  of  Leatherhead,  in  the 
county  of  Surry,  did  this  profane  falival  affault  take  place  on 
the  phiz  offquire  Kynaflon,  to  the  difgrace  of  his  family,  the 
wonder  of  the  parfon,  the  horror  of  the  clerk,  and  the  Jlupe- 
faclion  of  the  congregation. 

f  Mr.  Cbriflopher  AthinforCs  airing  on  the  pillory,  is  fuffi- 
cie fitly  known  to  the  public. 

§  This  quarrel,  between  the  prince  ofAflurias  and  hisprin* 
ce/s,  with  the  interference  of  the  Spanijb  monarch,  as  defcribed 
here,  is  not  a  poetic  fiction,  but  an  ab/olutefacl,  that  happened 
not  many  months  ago* 
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Not  more  aftonifiYd  looked  that  Spanilh  king, 
Whene'er  he  mifs'd  a  fnipe  upon  the  wing  :* 
Not  more  aftonifh'd  look'd  that  king  of  Spain, 
To  fee  his  gun-boats  blazing  on  the  main  ; 
Nor  doctor  Johnfon  more,  to  hear  the  tale, 
Of  vile  Piozzi's  marrying  Mrs.  Thrale  : 
Nor  doctor  Wilfon,  child  of  am'rous  folly, 
When  young  Mac  G'lyfter  bore  oft*  Kit  M'AuIy.f 

What  dire  emotions  fhook  the  m -ch's  foul! 

Tuft  like  two  billiard-balls  his  eyes  'gan  roll, 

Whilft  anger  all  his  royal  heart  pofieft, 

That  fwelling  wildly,  bump'd  againft  his  breaft — 

Bounc'd  at  his  ribs,  with  all  its  might,  fo  ftout, 

As  refolutely  bent  on  jumping  out, 

T'avenge,  with  all  its  pow'rs,  the  dire  difgrace, 

And,  nobly,  fpit  in  the  offender's  face. 

Thus,  a  large  dumpling,  to  its  ceil  confin'd, 

(*\  very  apt  allufion— to  my  mind) 

Lies  fnug,  until  the  water  waxeth  hot — 

Then,  buftles  'rnidft  the  tempeft  of  the  pot 

In  vain  ! — the  lid  keeps  down  the  child  of  dough, 

That,  bouncing,  tumbling,  fweating,  rolls  below. 

•  Odeareft  partner  of  my  throne,  (he  cries, 
Lifting  to  pitying  heav'n,  his  piteous  eyes) 
'  Thoubrighteft  gem  of  G — ge's  royal  houfe, 

*  Look  there,  and  tell  me,  if  that's  not  a  Loufe  ?' 
The  q — n  look'd  down,  and  then  exclaim'd, '  Good  la  .'* 
And,  with  a  fmile,  the  dappled  ftranger  faw. 
Each  p — cefs  ftrain'd  her  lovely  neck,  to  fee, 
And,  with  another  fmile,  exclaim'd,  '  Good  me  V 
*'  O  la  !  good  me  !  is  that  all  you  can  fay  ? 

(Our  gracious  m ch  cry'd,  with  huge  difmay) 

1  What  !  what  can  a  filly,  vacant  fmile  take  place, 

*  Upon  your  m — — y's  and  children's  face  ? 

*His  moji  Catholic  majefly' 's fhooting-merits  are  univerfally 
achionvl  edged.  Though  far  advanced  in  years,  he  is  Jlill  the 
admiration  of  his  fubjecls,  and  the  envy  of  his  brother  kings, 
as  a  /hot ;  and  it  is  vuell  ktioivn,that,  even  on  thofe  dayt,  when 
the  royal  robes  are  obliged  to  be  worn,  his  breeches  pockets 
are  fluffed  ivith  gun  flints,  fcreivs,  hammers,  and  other  imple~ 
vients  neceffary  for  the  de/lrudion  of  fnipe  s,  partridges,  and 
wild  pigs. 

f  The  fair  hiflorian. 
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4  Whilft  that  vile  loufe,  (ah  !  loon  to  be  unjointed  !) 
'  Affronts  the  prefence  of  tlie  Lord's  anointed  :' 

Dafh'd,  as  if  tax'd  with  hell's  moft  deadly  fins, 
The  q — n  and  p — ffes  drew  it  their  chins  ;. 
Look'd  prim,  and  gave  each  exclamation  o'er, 
And,  very  prudent,  '  words  fpake  never  more.' 
Sweet  maids  1  the  beauteous  boaft  of  Britain's  ifle— 
Speak — were  thofe  peerlel's  lips  forbid  to  fmile  ? 
Lips  !  that  the  foul  of  iimple  nature  moves*- 
Form'd  by  the  bounteous  hand  of  all  the  Loves  Se 
Lips  of  delight  I  unftain'd  by  iatire's  gall  \  '     . 

Lips  !  that  I  never  kifs'd  ;  and  never  lhall. 

Now,  to  each  trembling  page,  as  mute's  a  moufe, 
The  pious  m ch  cry'd,  '  Is  this  your  loufe  ?' 

*  Ah,  lire  !  (reply'deacn  page,  with  pig-like  whine) 

*  An't  pieafe  your  m y,  it  is  not  mine.' 

[  Not  thiiie  ?  (the  hafty  m — — ch  cry'd  a  gen) 
4  What  ?  what  ?  what  ?  what  ?  what  ?  who   the   devil's 
'  then  Y 

Now  at  this  fad  event,  the  f- -n,  fore 

Unhappy,  could  not  eat  a  mouthful  more  : 

His  njjifer  q — n,  her  gracious  ftomach  ftudying, 

Stuck,  moft  devoutly,  to  the  beef  and  pudding—- 

For  Germans  are  a  very  hearty  fort, 

Whether  begot  in  hog-fties,  or  a  court, 

Wrho  bear  ( which  fliows,  their  heaits  are  not  of  flone) 

The  ills  of  others  t  better  than  their  own. 

Grim  terror  feiz'd  the  fouls  of  all  the  pages, 
Of  diff'rent  fizes,  and  of  diff'rent  ages  ; 
Frighten'd  about  their  penfions,  or  their  bones, 
They  on  each  other  gap'd,  like  Jacob's  fons  1 

Now,  to  a  page — but  which,  we  can't  determine— 
The  growling  m ch  gave  the  plate  and  vermin. — 

*  Watch  well  that  blackguard  animal,  (he  cries) 

*  That  foon  or  late,  to  glut  my  vengeance,  dies  \ 

*  Watch,  like  a  cat,  that  vile,  marauding  loufe, 
'  Or  G — ge  fhall  play  the  devil  in  the  houie. 

4  Some  fpirit  whifpers,  that,  to  cooks,  I  owe, 

*  Yes,  yes  '.  the  whilp'ring  fpirit  tells  me  true  ; 

4  And  foon  dire  vengeance  fhall  their  locks  purfue* 

*  Cooks  fcourers,  fcullions,  too,  with  tails  of  pig, 

*  Shall  lofe  their  coxcomb  curls,  and  wear  a  wig.* 
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Thus  roar*d  the  k—  g, — not  Hercules  fo  big—* 
And  all  the  palace  echo'd--'  ivear  a  <u>ig  . 

Fear,  like  an  ague,  ftruck  the  pale-nos'd  cooks, 
AnddanYd  the  beef  and  ven'fon  from  their  looks; 
Whilft,  from  each  cheek,  old  port  withdrew  his  red, 
And  pity  blubber'd  o'er  each  menac'd  head. 

But  lo  1  the  great  cook  major  comes  !  his  eyes, 
Fierce  as  the  redd'ning  flame,  that  roafts  and  fries — - 
His  cheeks  like  bladders,  with  high  paffion  glowing, 
Or,  like  a  fat  Dutch  trumpeter's,  when  blowing. 
A  neat  white  apron,  his  huge  corps  embrac'd, 
Tied,  by  two  comely  firings,  about  his  waift — 
An  apron  !  that  he  purchas'd  with  his  riches, 
To  guard  from  hoftile  greafe,  his  velvet  breeches-— 
An  apron  !  that  in  Monmouth-ftreet  high  hung, 
Oft  to  the  winds,  with  fweet  deportment,  fwung. 

'Ye  fons  of  dripping,  on  your  major  look  ! 
(In  founds  of  deep-ton'd  thunder,  cry'd  the  cook) 
'  By  this  white  apron,  that  no  more  can  hope, 

*  To  join  the  piece,  in  Mr.  Inkle's  fliop  ; 

*  That  oft  hath  held  the  bed  of  palace-meat, 

*  And  from  this  forehead  wip'd  the  briny  fweat ; 

*  I  fwear,  this  head  difdains  to  lofe  its  locks, 

'  And  thofe  that  do  not — tell  them,  they  are  blocks* 

*  Whofe  head,  my  cooks,  fuch  vile  difgrace  endures  ? 
'  Will  it  be  yours — or  yours — ox  yours — or  yours  ? 

*  Ten  thoufand  crawlers  in  the  head  be  hatch'd, 

*  For  ever  itching,  but  be  never  fcratch'd. 

*  Oh  !  may  the  charming  perquifite  of  greafe. 

*  The  mammon  of  your  pockets,  ne'er  increafe — 

*  Greafe  !  that,  fo  frequently,  hath  brought  you  coin, 

*  From  veal,  pork,  mutton,  and  the  great  fir-loin. " 

*  O,  brothers  of  the  fpit,  be  firm  as  rocks — 

'  Lo  !  to  no  King  on  earth,  I  yield  thefe  locks, 
'  Few  are  my  hairs,  behind,  by  age  endear'd  ! 

*  But,   few  or  many,  they  mall  not  b$  fhear'd. 

*  Sooner  fliall  madam  Swellenberg,*— the  jade— 
'  Yield  up  her  fav'rite  perquifites  of  trade  ; 

*  Give  up  her  facred  majefty's  old  gowns, 

'  Caps,  petticoats,  and  aprons — without  frowns ; 

*  She  '.  who  for  ever  ftudies  mifchief — She, 

*  Who  foon  will  be  as  bufy  as  a  bee, 

*  Mijlrefs  of  the  robes  ta  her  Majejly* 
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To  get  the  liberty  of  locks  enflav'd, 

And  ev'ry  harmlefs  cook  and  fcullion  fhav'd  ; 

She — if,  by  chance,  a  Briti/h  fervant-maid, 

By  fome'infinuating  tongue  betray'd, 

Induc'd,  the  fair  forbidden  fruit  to  tafte, 

Grows  (lucklefs)  fomewhat  bigger  in  the  waijl~> 

Rants,  ftorms,  fwears,  turns  the  penitent  to  door, 

Grac'd  with  the  pretty  names  of,  b — h  and  w — c  ; 

To  range,  a  proflitute,  upon  the  town, 

Or,  if  the  weeping  wretch  thinks  better  drown  : 

But,  if  a  German  fpider-brulher  fails, 

Whofe  nofe  grows  fharper,  and  whofe  ihape  tells  tales  ; 

Hufh'd  is  th'  affair  I — the  q — n,  nvi&fhe,  good  dame, 

Both  club  their  wits,  to  hide  the  growing  fhame  : 

To  wed  her,  get  fome  fool — I  mean  fome  wife  man ; 

Then  dub  the  prudent  cuckold,  an  exciie  man 

She  •'  who  hath  got  more  infolence  and  pride — 
God  mend  her  heart — than  half  the  world  befide  : 
She  !  who,  of  guttling  fond,  fluffs  down  more  meat-~« 
Heav'n  help  her  ftorr^ach — than  ten  men  can  eat ! 
Ten  men  !  aye,  more  than  ten,  the  hungry  hag  I 
Why,  zounds  !  the  woman's  ftomach's  like  a  bag  L 
She  .'  who  will  fwell  the  uproar  of  the  houfe, 
And  tell  the  k — g  damn'd  lies  about  the  loufe  ; 
When,  probably,  that  loufe  (a  vile  old  trull  !) 
Was  born,  and  norifh'd,  in  her  own  grey  fcull. 

*  Sooner,  the  room,  fhall  buxum  Nanny  *  quit, 
Where,  oft,  fhe  charms  her  mafter  with  her  wit- 
Tells  tales  of  ev'ry  body— ev'ry  thing, 

From  honeft  courtiers,  to  the  thieves  who  fwing— 

Waits  on  her  f n,  while  he  reads  difpatches, 

1'  And  -wifely  winds  up  fate  affairs,  or  watches. 

j!  Sooner  the  Prince,  (may  heav'n  his  income  mend  I) 

"'  Shall  quit  his  bottle,  miftrefs,  and  his  friend — 

'  Laugh  at  the.drop,  on  mis'ry's  languid  eye, 

1  And  hear  her  finking  voice  without  a  figh  : 

■  Break,  for  the  wealth  of  realms,  his  facred  word, 

1  And  let  the  world  write,  '  coward,''  on  his  fword. 

Sooner  fhall, ham  from  fowl  and  turkey  part, 
1  And  fluffing  leave  a  calf's  or  buliock's  heart  : 

Vol.  I.  Bb 

*  Buxum  Nanny —  a  female  fervant  of  the  palace,   wht 
:onftantly  attends  the  K — gt  when  be  reads  the  difpatches* 
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Sooner  fhall  toafted.cheefe  take  leave  of  muftard, 
And  from  the  codlin  tait,  be  torn  the  cuftard  : 
Sooner  tbcfe  hands  the  glorious  haunch  fhall  fpoil, 
And  all  our  melted  butter  turn  to  oii  : 
Sooner  our  pious  k — g,  with  pious  face, 
Sit  down  to  dinner,  without  faying  grace  ; 
And  ev'ry  night,  falvation  pray'rs  put  fort!], 
Fcr  Portland,  Fox,  Burke,  Sheridan  and  North  : 
Sooner  fhall  fafhion  order  frogs  and  malls, 
And  difh-clouts  ftick  eternal  to  our  tails. 
Let  G — ge  view  minijters  with  furiy  looks, 
Abufe  'em,  kick  'em — but  re i  ere  his  cooks  ."* 
What  '.  lcfe  our  locks  !   ( reply 'd  the  ioafting  clew) 
To  barber's  yield  'em  ! — Damme,  if  we  do  .' 
Be  fhav'd,  like  foreign  dogs,  one  daily  meets, 
Naked  and  blue,  and  fhiv'ring  in  the  ftreets  ? 
And  from  the  palace  be  afliam'd  to  range, 
For  fear  the  world  fhould  think,  we  had  the  mange  ; 
By  taunting  boys,  made  weary  of  our  lives, 
Broad  grinning  w — es,  and  ridiculing  wives  I* 

•  Roufe  cppo/ition  .'  (roar'd  a  tipfy  cook» 
With  hands  a-kimbo,  and  bubonic  look) 
'TisyZ;f,  alone,  our  noble  curls  can  keep— 
Witnout  her,  minifters  would  fall  afitep. 
'TisyZ/e  who  makes  great  men — our  Foxes,  Pitts — 
And  fharpens,  whetftone-like,  the  nation's  wits  ; 
Knocks  off  your  knaves  and  fools,  however  great, 
And  broom  like,  iweeps  the  cobwebs  off  the  ft  ate  : 
Like  fulphur,  in  a  cafk,  expels  bad  air, 
And  makes,  like  thunder-claps,  foul  weather  fair  ; 
Acts,  like  a  gun,  that,  fir'd  at    gather'd  foot, 
Prefcrves  the  chimney,  and  the  houie,  to  boot  : 
Or,  like  a  fchool  boy*s  whip,  that  keeps  up  tops, 
The  finking  realm,  by  flagellation,  props. 

Our  m ch  muft  not  be  indulg'd  toe  far  7 

Befides,  I  love  a  littie  bit  of  war. 
Whether  to    crop  our  curls  he  boafts  aright, 
Or  not— I  do  not  care  the  louie's  bite- 
But,  then  no  jorce  tverk  !  no  '.   no  force,  by  heav'n  ! 
Cooks  !  yeomen  !  fcourers  !  we  will  not  be  drivrn  I 
Try  but  to  force  a  pig,  againft  his  will, 
Behold  1   the  fturdy  gentleman  Hands  ftill  ! 
Or,  p'lhaps  (his  pcv.'r  to  let  the  driver  know) 
Gallops  the  very    road  he  fhould  not  go.. — 


1  No  force  Tor  me  .'—the  French,  the  fawning  dogs, 

*  E'en  let  them  lofe  their  freedom,  and  eat  frogs — 
1  Damme,  I  hate  each  pale,  foup-meagre  thief — 

*  Give  me  my  darling-  liberty  a.n&  bee£."r, 
He  fpoke — and  from  his  jaws  a  lump  he  (lid, 
And  fwearirrg,  manful,  flung  to  earth,  the  quid. 
Yet,  f welling" pride  forbade  his  tongue  to  reft, 
Whilft  wild  emotions  labour'u  in  his  breaft — \ 
Now  founds  confus'd,  his  anger  made  him  utter, 
And,  when  he  thought  on  jbaving,-  cuxfcs  (putter. 
Such  is  the  found,  (thefimile's  not  weak) 
Form'd  by  what  mortals  *  bubble  call  and  fjucak, 
"When,  'midft  the  frying-pan,  in  accents  lavage,' 
The  beef,  fo,  furly,  quarrels  with  the  cabbage, 

*'  Be  fhav'd  I"  a  fcuilioa,  loud,  began  to  bellow- 
Loud  as  a  pariih-bull,  or  poor  Othello,. 
Piac'd,  by  that  rogue,  fago,  \\\yjn  thorn... 
With  all  the  horrors  of  a  pair  of  horns  : 
Loud  as  th'  exciieman.f  ftruggling  for  his  life, 
And,  panting  in  a  moft  inglorious  ftrife  ; 
When,  on  his  face,  the  fnugg'ing  prince]  s  fprung, 
And,  cat-like  clawing,  to  his  viiage -clung. 

'  Be  fliav'd,like£(g.f  ."  rejohVd. the  icullion's  mate, 
His  dilb-dout  making,  and  his  pot-crown'd  pate 

*  What  barber  dares  , it,  let  him  watch,  his  nofe, 

*  And,  (curfe  me!)  dread  the  rage  of  thefe  ten  toes. 
So  faying,  with  an  oath,  to  raife  ones  hair, 

He  kick'd,  with  threat'ning  foot,  the  yielding  air. 
Thus  have- 1  feen  an  afs,  (baptiz'd  a  Jack) 
Grac'd  by  a  chimney  fweeper  on  his  back — 

*  The  mode/i  author  of  the  Loufiad  inujl  do  htm/elf  the 
jujliceto  declare  herejhat  his Jimile  of  the  Bubble  and  Squeak, 
is  vajtly  more  natural,  and  more  fublime  thai?  Homer s  black- 
pudding  on  a  gridiron,  illujlrating  the  motions  and  emotions 
cfhir  hero  Ufyjfes.     Vid  Odyfley. 

t  This  affair  happened  a  few  years  face. — An  excifeman 
feixing  fo/nc  fmuggled goods  belonging  to  a  princefs,  a  relati- 
on of  'the  great  Frederic,  her  Hi ghnefs  fell  upon  the  poor  rat 
decave  and  almofl  fcratched  his  eyes  out.  The  excifeman  made 
a  formal  complaint  to  the  king,  begging  to  be  relieved  from 
the  difgrace.  The  gallant  monarch  returned  for  anfivcr,  that 
he  gave  up  the  duties  to  his  coufn,  the  princef,  but  could 
not  conceive  hoiv  the  hand  of  a  fair  lady  could  dishonour  the 
face  of  an  excifeman. 
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Prance,  fnorf,  and  fling  his  heels,  with  liberality, 

In  imitation  of  a  ho;le  of  quality. 

'  Be  fhav'd  1  (an  underft.  rapper  tournebroche  f  cry'd, 

In  all  the  foming  energy  of  pride) 

4  Zounds  let  u s  take  his  m— — y  in  hand  ! 

4  The  k — g  fhall  find,  he  lives  at  our  command  ! 

*  Yes — let  him  know  with  all  his  wond'rous  ftate, 

*  His  teeth  and  ftomach  on  ovr  wills  fhall  wait  : 

*  We  rule  the  platters,  ive  command  thefpit, 

*  And  G — ge  fhall  have  his  mefs,  when  -ive,  think  fit  ; 

*  Stay,  till  our/elves  fhall  condefcend  to  eat, 

*  And  then — if  ive  think  proper — have  his  meat.* 
Thus,  having  fed  on  ven'fon,  rather  coarfe, 

A  colt,  a  crocodile,  or  difh  of  horfe, 

The  Tarter  quits  his  fmoky  hut  with  fcorn, 

Sounds,  to  the  kingdoms  of  the  world,  his  flaves  or  fwine, 

Informs,  they  have  liberty  to  dine. 

4  Heav'ns  '.  (cry'd  a  yeomen,  with  much  learning  grae'd) 

In  books,  as  well  as  meat,  a  man  of  tajle — 

Who  read,  with  vaft  applaufe,  the  daily  news, 

And  kept  a  clofe  acquaintance  with  the  mufe  j 

Conundrum,  rebus,  made—  acroftic,  riddle, 

And  fung  his  dying  fonnets  to  his  fiddle, 

When  Love,  with  cniel  dart,  (the  murd'ring  thief  !) 

His  heart  had /pitted,  like  a  piece  of  beef. 

4  Are   thefe,  (he  faid)  of  ki?igs,  the  whims  and  jokes  ? 

*  Then  kings  can  be  as  mad,  as  common  folks. 

*  Damme  nature,  when  a  prince's  head  fhe  makes, 

*  No  more  concern,  about  the  infide,  takes, 

*  Than  of  the  infide  of  a  bug's,  or  bat's, 

*  A  flea's,  a  grafhopper's^  a  cur's,  a  cat's  ! 

*  As  carelefs  as  the  artift,  trunks  defigning, 
•About  the  trifling  circumftance  of  lining  ; 

*  Whether,  of  Cumberland  he  ufe  the  plays, 

*  Mifs  Burney's  novels,  or  Mifs  Seward's  lays— a 
4  Or  facred  dramas,  of  Mifs  Hannah  More, 

*  When  all  the  Nine%  with  little  Mofes'  fnore  ; 

4  Or  good  fqu ire  Pindar's  odes,  or  Wharton's  flick, 
4  Or  Horace  Walpole's  doubts  upon  king  Dick — 
4  Who,  furious,  drives,  at  times,  his  old  goofe -quill, 
4  OnStraiuVry,  (reader)  not  the  Aonian  hill  ; 

*  Whether  he  doom  the  royal  fpeech  to  cling, 
4  Or  thofe  of  lords  and  comjnons  to  the  king  > 

|  A  French  name  for  turn/pit  or  fat  11  to  iu 
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*  Where  one  be^s  money,  and  the  others  grant — 

*  So  eafy,  freely,  friendly,  compjaifant, 

*  As  if  the  cajh  were  really  all  their  own — 

*  Te  purchafe  *  knick-knacks,  that  difgrace  a  throne. 
«  Ah,  me  1  did  people  know,  what  triflng  things, 

*  Compote  thole  idols  of  the  earth,  call'd  k — gs  ; 

*  Thofe  counterparts  of  that  important  fellow, 
«  The  children's  wonder — fignor  Punchenella  ; 
«  Who  ftruts  upon  the  ftage,  his  hour  away  ; 

«  His  outlide,  gold — his  infide  rags  and  hay— 

«  No  more,  as  God's  vicegrants,  would  they  fhine, 

t  Nor  make  the  world  cut  throats,  for  right  divine. 

4  Thofe  Lords  of  earth,  at  dinner,  we  have  feen, 
1  Sunk,  by  the  meereft  trifles,  with  the  fpleen — 
4  Oft,  for  an  ill  dreft  egg,  have  heard  them  groan, 

*  And  feen  them  quarrel  for  a  mutton-bone  : 
1  At  fait,  or  vinegar,  with  paiiion,  fume, 

*  And  kick  dogs,  chairs,  and  pages,  round  the  room* 

'  Alas  !  how  often  have  we  heard  them  grunt, 

*  Whene'er  the  rulhing  rain  hath  fpoil'd  a  hunt  ! 

*  Their  fanguine  wiflies  crofs'd,  their  fpirits  clogg'd, 

4  Mere  riding  dip  clout's,  homeward  they  have  jogg'd  : 

*  Poor  imps !  the  fport  (with  all  their  pride  and  pow'r) 
4  Of  nature's  diuretic  ftream — a  flow' r  ! 

4  This  we,  the  aclors  in  the  farce  perceive  ;  } 

4  But  this,  the  diftant  world   will  ne'er  believe — 
4  Who  fancy,  kings  to  all  the  virtues  born  ; 
4  Ne'er  by  the  vulgar  ftorms  of  palhon  torn—  , 

Bba 

*  The  civil  lift,  we  are  inclined  to  think,  feels  deficiencies 
from  toys.  For  an  inftatue,  we  will  appeal  to  Mr.  Cum-* 
tning's  non-defcript  of  a  time-piece  at  the  queen*  s-houfe, 
which  coft  nearly  2000I.  The  fame  artiji  is,  allowed  acol.  per 
annum  to  keep  tbe  bauble  in  repair. 

\  This  is  partly  a  picture  of  the  lajl  reign,  as  well  as  the 
prefent.  The  pafjions  of  George  the  Second  were  of  the  mojl 
impetuous  kind — hishat,and  his  favourite  minifler,fir  Robert 
Walpole,  were  too  frequently  the  foot-balls  cfhis  ill-humors; 
nay,  poor  queen  Caroline  came  in  for  afhare  of  his  foot-bene- 
volence— but  he  was  a  prince  of  many  virtues  ;  and, 
"  Vbiplura  nitent, .....  nan  ego  paucis 

Offeiidar  macidis."  Hor. 
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But  bled  with  fouls,  fo  calm  '.-  like  fummer  Teas, 
That  i'miie  to  heav'n,  unrnffled'by  a  breeze  : 
Who  think  that  k — gs,  on  wifdom  always  fed, 
Speak  fentences,  like  Bacon's  brazen  bead  ; 
Hear  from  their  lips  the  vileft  nonfenfe  fall. 
Yet  think,  fome  heav'nly  fpirit  dictates  all  ; 
Conceive  their  bodies  of  celcftial  clay, 
And,  though  all  ailment  facred  from  decay  ; 
To  nods  and  fmiles,  their  gapping  homage  bring„ 
And  thank  their  God,  their  eyes  have  feen  a  King  ,' 
Lord  '.  in  the  circle,  whert  our  royal  rnaftcr, 
Pours  out  his  words,  as  faft  as  hail,  or  falter, 
To  country  fquires,  and  wives  of  country Tqiures — 
Like  ftuck  pigs,  flaring,  how  each  oaf  admirers  ! 
Lo  !  ev'ry  fyllable  becomes  a  gem  1 

And  if  by  chance,  the  m ch  cough,  or  hem, 

SeizM  with  the  fymptoms  of  a  deep  iurprife, 

Their  joints,  with  rev'rence,  tremble,  and. their  eyes 

Roll  wonder  fir  ft  ;  then,  fhrinking  back  with  fear, 

Would  hide  behind,  the  brains,  were  any  there. 

How  taken  is  this  idle  world  by  fhow  ! 

Birth,  riches,  are  the  Baals,  to  whom  we  bow  ; 

Preferring-,  (ev "n  with  foul  as  black  as  foot) 

A  rogue  on  J.orfelack,  to  a.  faint  on  f cot. 

See  France,  fee  Portugal,  Sicilia,  Spain, 

And  mark  the  defart  of  each  defpot's  brain — 

Whofe  tongues  fhoitld  never  treat,  with  taunts,  a  fool  ; 

Who  prove,  that  nothing  is  too  mean  to  rule. 

What  could  the  prince,  high  tow'ring  like  a  fteeple, 

Without  the  majefty  of  US,  thepeople  ? 

Go,  like  the  *  king  of  Babylon,  to  grafs, 

Or  winder,  like  a  beggar,  with'a-paiV  t 

However  modern  kings  may  cooks  defpife, 

Warriors  and  kings  were  cooks,  or  liift'ry  lies—* 

Patroclus  broird<beef  feaks,  to  quell  his  hunger  : 

The  mighty  Agamemnon  potted  conger  ! 

And  Charles  of  Sweden,  midft  his  guns  and  drums,' 

Spread  his  own  bread  and  butter,  with  his  thumbs. 

TSeJlav'd  !  No  !  fooner,  pilPries,  jails,  the  ftocks, 

Shall  pinch  this  corps,  than  barbers  fnatch  my  lock?.' 

'  Weil  haft  thou  laid,  {-\fcourer  bold  rejom'd) — 
Damme.  I  I  love  the  man,  who  ipeaUs  his  mind*' 

*  Nebuthad.ntzzar. 
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Then,  in  his  arms,  the  orator  he  took, 
And  f\vore,'he  was  an  angel  of  a  cook. 
A  while  he  held  him,  with  a  Corniih  hug — 
Then  feiz'd,  with  glorious  grafp,  a  pewter  mug, 
Whole  ample  womb  nor  cyder  held,  nor  ale, 
But  neclar,  fit  for  Jove,  and  brew'd  by  Thrale. 

*  A  health  to  cooks  !    (he  cry'd,  and  wav'd  the  pot) 
'   And  he,  who  fighs  for  titles,  is  a  lot. 

'  Let  dukes  and  lords  the  world,  in  wealth,  furpafs — 
£   Yet  marrv  a  lion's  fkin  conceals  an  afs.  *    - 
1   Lo  !   this  is  one,  amongft  my  golden  ruPes, 
4  To  think,  the  gredtejl  men,  the  greatrjf  Jo Wjy 

*  The  great,  are  judges  of  an  op'ra  long — 

.*  And  riy  a  Briton's,  for  an  eunuch's  tongue  ; 
•*  Can  ftarve  their  families,  to  hear  Eabinis, 

*  Gaunt  Paccharottis,  fat-rump'd,  fquab  Rauzzinis  : 
t  Thus  idly  fquand'ring  for  a  f quail,  their  riches — -■ 

*  To  faint,  with  rapture,  at  thofe  cats  in  breeches-, 
'  Accept  this  truth  from  me,  my  lads — the  man, 

'  Who  rirfl  a  fpit  found. out,. or  frying-pan, 
1  Did  ten  times  more,  towards  the  public  good, 
'  Than  all  the  tawdry  titles,  lince  the  flood  : 
'  Titles  !  that  kings  may  grant  td  afles,  mules — 
4  The  fcorn  of  fages,  and  the  boaft  of  fools.' 
He  ended— All  the  cooks  exclaim 'd,  '  divine  ." 
Then  whifper'd  one  another,  'twas  -damn' d  fine  !* 
Thus  fpoke  the  fcourer,  like  a  man  invpir'd, 
Whofe  fpeech,  the  heroes  of  the  kitchen,  rir'd. 
Grooms,  mafter-fcourers,  fcullions,  fcvdlions'  mates., 
With  all  the  overfeers  of  knives  and  plates 
■Felt  their  brave  fouls,  like  friiky  cyder,  work, 
Whizzing,  in  oppolition  to  the  cork  :  •  . 

Earth's  potentates  appear'd,  ignoble  things, 
And  cooks,  of  greater  confequence  than  kings — 
Such  is  the  pow'er  of  words,  where  truth  unites, 
And  fuch  the  rage,  that  injur'd  worth  excites  I 
The  fcourer's  fpeech,  indeed,  with  reafon  bleft, 
Inflam'd,  with  god-like  ardour,  all  the  reft. 
Thus,  if  a  bard  heav'n's  vengeful  lightning  draw  ; 
The  flame,  etherial,  ftrikes  the  kindling  ftraw  : 
Doors,  rafters,  beams,  owls,  weazels,  mice,  and  rats, 
And — (if,  unfortunately,  mouling) — cats  ; 
All  feel  the  wide-devouring  fire  in  turn, 
And,  mingling  in  one  conflagration,  burn-. 
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*  S0113  of  the/pit,  (the  major  cry'd  again) 

*  Your  noble  fpeeches  prove  you  bleft  with  brain  : 
'  Brain  !   that  dame  Nature  gives  not  ev'ry  head, 

*  But  tills  the  vuft  vacuity  with  lead  1 — 

*  Yet,  ere  for  oppoiltion  v;e  prepare, 
'  And  light  the  glorious  caufe  of  heads  of  hair—' 

*  Methinks,  'twould  be  but  decent  to  petition, 

*  And  tell  the  k — g,  with  lirmnefs  our  condition. 
'  Soon  as  our  lad  complaint  he  hears  us  utter, 

*  His  gracious  heart  may  melt  away,  like — butter  : 
4  Fair  mercy  mine  a'midft  our  gloomy  houfe, 

'  And  anger'd  m — y  forget  the — lou/e.' 

AS  many  people  may  psrfitt  in  their  incredulity,  with  ref- 
pect  to  the  attack  made,  by  the  barbers,  on  the  heads  of  the 
harmlefs  cooks,  I  ihall  exhibit  a  lilt  of  the  unhappy  fufferers. — 
It  is  the  palace-lift,  and,  therefore,  as  authentic  as  the  Ga- 
zette. 

A  true  lijl  ofthe/haved,  at  Buckingham-hovfc. 

Two  mafter-cooks  Two- foil-carriers 

Three  yeoman  ditto  Two  door-keepers 

Four  grooms  Eight  boys 

Three  children  Five  paltry  people 

Two  mafter-fcourers  Eight  filver- fcullery, 

Six  under-fcourers  for  laughing  at  the  cooks. 

Six  tournebroches 

In  all,  fifty-one. 

A  young  man,  named  John  Bear,  would  not  fubmit,  and 
loft  his  place. 
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" QtaZis  ab  Inccpto."  Horace. 

"  As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  ntnv,  and  ever jvall  be,  I 
"  World  without  cod." 
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:  A  R  G  U  M  EN  T. 

NVOCATION  to  the  mufes—  Degeneracy  of  modern  Pe- 
ets — The  ragged  ftate  of  the  ladies  of  Parnaffus-^Sad  condi- 
tion of  bards—  Praife  of  Mr.  Weft's  great  picture  of  king 
Alexander  and  the  ftag — More  invocation  to  the  mufes — The 
tricks  of  thofe  ladies — Their  impofkions  on  poets  and  poetel- 
fes — A  compliment  to  king  -George,  and  doclor  Kerfchell,  on 
their  intimacy  with  the  moon,  and  important  difcoveries  in 
that  planet — Invocation  to  Apollo — Invocation  to  Confcience 
— Truth  and  faifehood,  their  fituations — More  invocation  to 
Confcience — The  praife  of  royal  economy,  and  a  Hanoverian 
college — Addrefs  to  Gottingen — More  invocation  to  Confci- 
ence— Mr.  Haftings'sbulfe,  Mrs.  Kaftjngs's  bed  and  cradle — 
More  words  to  Confcience — Her  pow^r,  over  the  late  Mr. 
Yorke  and  Lord  Clive — Addrefs  to  Fame— A  requeft  to  the 
aforefaid  gentlewoman,  jnftrucling  her,  how  to  difpofe  of 
fome  of  her  trumpets— Defcription  of  her  pfexdo- votaries — ■ 
The  bard  blufliing  for- the 'quantity  of  invocation — Proceffion 
of  his  epic  poern — Madam  Swellenberg  deferred,  with  a 
plate  of  ham — Account  of  .her  birth,   parentage,  and  educati- 
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on— Account  of  prTde^Matrarrr  SwellenbergY  viuFto"  the 
king — His  maieity's  mod  gracious  fpeech — Madam  Swellen- 
berg's  aniVei — Addrefs  to  readers  on  ladies'  fwearing — Sir 
Fram  is  Drake,  the  Itewarcfof  the  houfehold,  defcribed — Not 
to  be  confounded  with  the  famous  Sir  Francis  Brake,  who 
diecUftlar  zoo-Vcais  afo — The.  perqiliffts  of  the  preferit  Sir 
Frtm6» — Dcfrrfption  m  the  fining  room,  belonging  'to*-  the 
cooks,  at  Buckingham-houfe — The  entertainment  and  uten- 
fils  of  this  room — Dixon,  the  cook-major's  fpeech — Story  of  a 
nabob  and  a  beggar — Cook -major  Dixon's  fpeech,  in  continua- 
tion— Sjpeceh  .of  another  CQok-r-The  cooks  in  the  dumps — 
The  c6ok  rhhjoA  rejoinder1  to  tire  c6oVs  fpee<f  rt-^-A -Very  fen- 
fible  fpeech — Conclufion,  with  a  beautiful  funile — The  peti- 
tion of  the  cooks.       ,        (j  ■ 


Ni 


.1  YMPHS  of  the  f acred  fonnwaround  whofe  brink, 
Bards  rum  in  droves,  like  cartel  ones  to  drink; 
Dip  their  d&sfa  l^earuS"mnidit  your-ftreanA'fo  clear,    ; 
Ar.d  whilft  they  giilph  it.  wifh  vt4>le  oV  beer  ; 
Far  more  delighted  to  poffefs,  I  ween, 
Old  Calvert's  brew-hoiTfr^rrrthfifHi-pporrcne  ; 
And,  bled:  with  beef,  their  ghoftly  forms  to  fill, 
Make  Dolly's  chop  hou!Vthe4r  Abwia-nhftl  : 
More  pleas'd  to  hear  knives,  forks,  in  concert  join, 
Than  ali,lhe  th;kiir.g  cymbals  of  the  nine--T 
Afiiit  me-— ye,  who  themes  fnbiime,  purfue, 
With  icarce  a  fhift,  or  ftocking,  or  a  fboe — 
Such. pow'r  'nave  fatires,  epigrams,  and  odes, 
As  make  ev'n  bankrupts  of  the  born  of  gods, 
As.  well  as  mortal  bards,  who  oft  bewail 

r  Their  unfuccefsfql  madrigals— in  jail, 
Where  penn-'d,  like.haplefs  cuckows  in  a  cage, 
The  ragged  watblersr  pour  their  tuneful  rage  ; 
Deck  the  damp  wall  with  verfe,  of  various  quality, 
And,  from  the  prifons,  mount  to  immortality. 

Ah  !  tell  me,  where  is  now  thy  blufh,  O  Shame  ! 
Shall  bards,  thro' jails,  explore  the  road  to  fame  ? 
Like  fouls  of  Papilts,  in  their  way  to  glory, 
Doom'd,  at  the  halfway  houfe,  call'd  Purgatory, 
To  burn  (before  they  reach  the  realms  of  light) 
Like  old  tobacco-pipes,  from  black  to  white  ? 
Yet  let  me  fay  again;  that  pow'rful  rhyme, 

■-Hath  lifted  poets  to  a  Itate  fublime  j  J 
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To  lofty  piU'ries  rais'd  their  facred  e-ars, 
High  o'er  the  heads of  mar  veihng' Compters,  ' 
Whole  eggs,  potatoes,  turnips,  ai^  their  t6pV 
Paid  flying  homage  to  their'  tuneful  chop*. 
Blefticate  1  that*givese3ch  fair -exjiltecl'mieii; 
To  grace  in  print  each  monthly  magazine, 
And  deck  the  lhops,  with  fweet  engravings  drefl:,  ' 
'Midft  angels,  miners,  faints,  of  Mr.  Weft  ; 
Where  brave  king  Alexander  and  the  deer, 
A  noble,  hultling  hodge-podge  fhall  appear,     ' : 
From  that  fam'd  *  picduie,"  which  our  wonder  drew^ 
And  pour'd  its  brazen  fplendors  on  the  view  ; 
Bright  as  the  pictures,  that,  with  glorious  glare, 
On  penthoufe  high,  in  Piccadilly  ituie, 
Where  lions  feem  to  roar,  and  tigers  growl, 
Hyenas  whine,  and  wolves  in  concert  howl ; 
And  by  their  goggling  eyes,  and  furious  grin, 
Inform,  what  diaggy  devils  lodge  within. 

Ye  nymphs,  who,  fond  of  fun,  full  many  a  time, 

Mount,  on  a  jack-afs,  riiany  a  child  of  rhyme, 

And  make  him  think,  aftride  his  braying:hack, 

He  moves,  fublime,  on  Pegafus's  back.— - 

Ye  mutes,  oft  by  brainlefs  poets  fought,1    ;        ' 

To  bid  the  flanza  chime,  and  dwell  with  thought j 

Who,  whelping  for  oblivion,  fain  would  fa ve,' 

Their  whining  puppies  from  the  fnllen  wave  ;  v 

Affilt  me  ! — ye,  who  yifi't  towns  and  hovels, 

To  teach  our  gjrh5,  in  bibs,  to  eke  out  novel's, 

And  treat  with  fcorn  (far  rtbWtVknowled^e'ft'udyirigJ 

The  humble  art:of  making  pie  or  p.i.'u.j  ; 

Who  make  our  Sapphos  of  their  Vei'V.- v'a'n,  ' 

And  fancy  all  PamafUis  in  their  tfi&fl  ; 

An  d  'midii  the  buftle  of  their  lucubrations', 

Take  downright  madneiV  for  your  iuipirations-; 

Charm'd  with  the  cadence  of  a  lucky  line, 

Who  tafte  a:  rapture  equal,  George,  to  thine  :     ,  | 

When,  bleft  at  Datehet,  thro.'  uiy  Heri'cheirs  glafs,   \ 

That  brings,  from  difcant  worlds^a  horfe,  an  afs#! 

A  tree,  a  wind-mill,  to  the  curious  eve, 

Shirts,  {lockings,  blankets,  thai  on  hedges  drv  j 

*  A  whole  acre  of  canvafs,fo   duub'd   with  colour,   as  to 
give  it  the  appearance  of  a  brafs-foundtry. 
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Thine  eyes,  at  ev'nings  late,  and  mornings  ibon, 
Unfated,  fealt  on  wonders  in  the  moon  ; 
Where  Herfehell,  on  volcanoes,  mountains,  pores, 
And  happy  nature's  true  fublime  explores  ; 
Whilft  thou,  lb  modcit,  (wonderfull  to  tell ') 
On  Lunar  trifles  art  content  to  dwell, 
Flies,  grafshoppers,  grubs,  cobwebs,  cuckoo-fpittle, 
Infliort,  delighted  tvith  the  world  of  little, 
Which  Weft  fliall  paint,  and  grave  fir  Jofeph  Banks 
Receive,  from  thy  hiftoric  mouth,  with  thanks  ; 
Then  bid  the  vermine  on  their  journals  *  crawl, 
Hop,  jump,  and  flutter,  to  amuie  us  all. 

And  thou,  great  patron  f  of  the  double  quill, 
That  flays  by  rhyme,  and  murders  by  a  pill, 
A  pretty  kind  of  double-barrell'd  gun, 
More  giv'n  to  tragedy,  than  comic  fun  : 
Aufpicious  patron  of  the  paunch,  and  backs 
Of  thofe  all-daring  rafcals,  chriften'd  quacks, 
To  whom,  our  purfe  and  lives  are  legal  plunder, 
Who,  hawk  like,  keep  the  human  fpecies  under — 
GOD  of  thofe  gentlemen,  of  gingling  brains, 
Who,  for  their  own  amvjcment,  print  their  ftrains, 
Strains  that  ne'er  foar'd  Beyond  the  beetle's  flight, 
Save  on  the  pinions  of  a  fchool-boy's  kite  ; 
Strains  arrant  ftrangers  to  a  depth  profound, 
Save  when  deep  pilgrimaging  under  ground, 
In  humble  rags,  like  tinners  in  a  mine, 
They  pay  their  court  at  Cloacina's  fhrine  ; 
Strains  that  no  ray  of  light  nor  warmth  proclaim, 
Save  when  committed  to  the  fire,  they  flame  : 
Strains  that  a  circulation  never  found, 
Save  when  they  turn'd  on  beef  or  ven'fon  round  : 

0  aid,  as  lofty  Homer  fays,  my  nous,\ 

To  fing,  fublime,  the  monarch  and  the  loufe  I 
Nymphs,  Phoebus,  in  my  firfl  heroic  chapter, 

1  fhould  have  pray'd  for  crumbs  of  tuneful  rapture  : 
Thus,  to  forget  my  friends  was  not  lb  clever — 
But,  ("ays  the  proverb,  '  better  late  than  never.' 

Well,  fince  I'm  in  the  invocation  trade, 
To  conference  let  my  compliments  be  paid. — 

*  Of  the  royal  foctety.  f  Apollo* 

\  Mind,  Fancy,  Imagination. 


Confcience,  vl  terrifying  little  fprite, 
That,  bat-like,  winks  by  day,  and  wakes  by  -night  ; 
Hunts'  thro'  the  heart's  dark  holes,  each  lurking  vice, 
As  fharp  as  weafels,  hunting  eggs  or  mice  ; 
Who,  when  the  lightnings  fiafh,  and  thunders  cracky 
Makes  our  hail  briftle,  like  a  heJge-hog's  back  ; 
Shakes,  ague-like  our  hearts,  with  wild  commotion  ; 
Uplifts  our  faint  like  eyes,  with  dread  devotion  : 
Bids  the  poor  trembling  tongue  make  terms  with  heav'rt. 
And  promife  miracles  to  be  forgiv'n  : 
Bi;ls  fpectres  rite,  not  very  like  the  graces, 
With  goggling  eyes,  black  beards,  and  Tyburn  faces  ; 
With  fcenes  of  fires,  of  glowing  brimftone,  fcares, 
Spits,  forks,  and  proper  culinary  wares. 
For  roafting,  broiling,  frying,  fricaffeeing, 
The  foul—  -that  fad,  offending,  little  being — 
That  ftubborri  ftuff/of  faJ&raaMe'r-itt&ke, 
Proof  to  the  fury  of  the  burning  lake. 

O  Confcience  !  thou  flrait  jacket  of  the  foul, 
The  madding  fallies  of  the  bard  control  ; 
Who,  when  inclin'd,  like  brother  bards,  to  lie, 
Bring  truth's  neglected  form  before  his  eye — 
Fair  maid  \  to  towns  and  courts  a  ftranger  grown, 
And  now  to  rural  fwains,  almoft  unknown, 
Whofe  company  was  once  their  prudent  choice  ; 
Who  once,  delighted,  liften'd  to  her  voice  ; 
When,  in  their  hearts,  the  gentler  paffion  ftrove, 
And  conftancy  wenthand  in  hand  with  love. 
Sweet  truth  1   who  fteals  thro'  lonely  fliades,  along, 
And  mingles,  with  the  turtle's  note,  her  fong  ; 
Whilft  falfehood,  rais'd  by  fycophantic  tricks, 
Unblufhing,  flaunts  it,  in  a  coach  and  fix. 
Confcience,  who  bidtt  our  monarch,  from  the  nation, 
Send  fons  to  Gottingen,  for  education. 
Since  haplefs  Cam  and  I/is,  loft  to  knowledge, 
Are  idiots  to  this  Hanoverian  college, 
Where  firnple  fcience  beams  with  orient  ray  ; 
The  great,  the  glorious  Athens  of  the  day  i 
So  fays  the  ruler  of  US,  Englifh  fools-  : 
We  cannot  judge,  like  him,  of  wifdom's  fchools. 

'  Ijear,Attic  Gottingen  \  to  thee  I  bow, 
Oncnowledge,  O  moit  wonderful  milch-cow  ! 
Vol.  L  C  c 
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From  whom,  huge  pails  the  royal  boys  fliall  bring-, 
And  give  wc  hope,  a  little  to  the  k—  g. 
Thro'  thee,  befides  the  knowledge  they  may  reap, 
The  lads  fliall  get  their  board  and  lodging  cheap  ; 
And  learn,  like  their  good  parents,  to  fubfift 
Within  the  limits  of  the — civil-lift  ; 
Who  feldom  bid  a  minifter  implore 
A  litile  farther  pittance,  for  the  poor. 

Coiifcience  !  who,  to  the  wonder  of  his  fire, 
Bad'ft  from  his  wonted  fta-te  a  prince  *  retire, 
And,  like  a  fubjecl,  humbly  feek  a  fhade, 
Tliat  not  a  tradefman  might  remain  unpaid  : 
An  action,  that  the  foul  of  envy  ftirYgs —     - 
A  deed,  unmention'd  in  the  book  oj *  kings  '. 

Confcience  !   who  mad'ft  a  monarch,  by  thypow'r, 
Send,  prisoner,  the  fam'd  di'raond  *  to  the  tow'r  ; 
So  witchingly  that  look'd  him  in  the  face, 
And,  impudently,  fought  "to  bribe  his  grace  ; 
Where,  too,  the  cradle.f  and  the  bed,|  fliall  reft, 
That  on  the  fame  damn'd  errand,  left  the  eaft — 
Thus,  fall  of  gems  arid  pearls,  the  treas'nous  tribe, 
And  beds,  and  cradles:  that  would  monarchs  bribe  ! 
Confcience  !  who  mak'-ft  our  king  (how  ve-ry  ft  range  !)' 
Keep  a  fair  drawer  of  half  pence,  to  give  change  : 
Refolv'd,  (fo  ftrhftly  in  his  dealings  true) 
That  none  fliall  keep  from  Ccefar,  Ceefar'i  due. 

Gonfcience  1  who  now  can'ft  like  a  cart-horfe,  draw, 
Now,  lifelefs,  finking,  fcarcely  lift  a  ftraw  : 
So  different  are  thy  pow'rs,  at  different  times  ! 
Thou  dear  companion  of  the  man  of  rhymes  \ 
Thou  !  who  at  times  can'ft,  like  a  lion,  roar, 
For  one  poor  fix-pence  ;  yet,  like  North,  can'ft  more, 
Tho'  rapine,  murder,  try  to  ope  thine  eyes, 
And  raging  hell  with  all  his  horrors  rife  : 
Whofe  eye,  on  petty  frauds,  can  fiercely  flame, 
Yet  wink  at  full  blown  crimes,  that  blaft  a  name. 

*  Tl)e  prince  of  Wales,  who  fold,  at  public  auSiion,  his  hor~ 
fes,  plate,  ifc.  $jc.  bV.   to  pay  his  debts- 

*f  \  Prefents,  ofimmenfe  value,  made  to  the  king  and  queen, 

by  Warren  Haf lings. N.  B.  It  is  in  the  tower  of  Lonjjfi 

that  the  royal  jewels  are  preferred. 
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0  Confcicnce  !  who  ciidft  bid  to  madnefs  work. 
(So  great  thy  pow'r)  the  brain  of  haplefs  Yorke, 
And  mad'ft  him  cut,  from  ear  to  ear,  his  throat. 
That,  lucklefs,  fpoa'd  his  patriotic  note  ; 
Yet  wanted'ft  ftrength  to  force  from  .his  hard  eye, 
One  drop — who  help'd  him  to  yon  fpangled  fey ; 
Whole  damned  pray'rs,  feign'd  tears,:  and  tongue  of  art, 
Won  on   the   weaknefs  of  his  honeft  heart  ! 
Poor  Yorke  !   without  a  ftorse,  whofe  reliques  lit-, 
Tho'  virtue  mark'd  the  murder  with  a  figh  ! 

O  Confcience  I  who  to  Clh<6  didft  give  the  knife, 
That,  defp'rate  plunging,  took  his  forfeit  life  ; 
Who,  lawlefs  plund'rcr,  in  his  wild  career, 
Whcim'd  Afici  s  eye  with  woe,  and  heart  with  fear  ; 
Whofe  wheels  on  carnage  roll'd,  and,  drcnch'd  with  blood, 
From  gafping  nature  forc'd  the  blufliing  flood  ; 
Whilft  bavock,  panting,  with  triumphant  breath, 
Nerv'd  his  red  arm,  and  hail'd  the  hills  of  death. 

And,  now,  to  thee,  O  lovely  Fame,  I  bend — 
Let  all  thy  trumpets,  this  great  work  commend  : 
Give  one  a-piece  to  .all  the  learn'd  reviews, 
And  bid  them  found,  the  labours  of  the  mufe  : 
Give  to  the  magazines,  a  trumpet  each, 
And  let  the  fwelling  note  to  deem  fd  ay  reach  : 
To  daily  newfpapers,  a  trumpet  give — 
Thus  fhall  my  epic  ftrain  for  ever  live  : 
Thus  fhall  my  book  defcend  to  ditlant  times, 
And  rapt  polterity  refound  my  rhymes — 
Iiy  future  beauties  fhall  each  pome  be  prefl, 
And,  like  their  lap  dogs,  live  a  parlour  guefr. 

Thee,  deareft  Fame,  fome  mercenaries  hail, 
Merely  to  gain  their  labours  a  good  fale  ; 
Or  rife  to  fair  preferment,  by  thy  tcngue, 
Tho'  deaf  as  adders  to  thy  charms  of  long  : 
Tuft  as  the  hypocrites  fay  pray'rs,  fing  pfahns, 
Beftow,  upon  the  blind  and  cripple,  alms  ; 
Yield  glory  to  the  Pow'r,  who  rules  above, 
Not  from  a  principle  of  heav'nly  love, 
But  (meaking  rafcals  '.)  to  obtain— when  dead — 
A  comfortable  lodging  over  head  :  • 
When  forc'd  by  age,  or  doftors,  or  their  fpoufes, 
Tiie  vagrants  quit  their  fublunary  houfes, 
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With  tireJbme  invocation  having  done, 
At  length  our  glorious  epic  may  go  on — 
\o  !  madam  Sweilenberg,  inclin'd  to  cram, 
Was  wond'rous  bufy,  o'er  a  plate  of  ham  ; 
A  ham,  that  once  adorn'd  a  German  pig, 
Rough  as  a  bear,  and,  as  a  jack-afs,  big; 
In  woods  of  Wcjlphaly,  by  hunters  imitten, 
And  fent,  a  prefent,  to  the  queen  of  Britain. 

But  ere  we  farther  march,  ye  mufes,  fay, 
Somewhat  of  madam  Sweilenberg,  I  pray  ! 
If  ancient  poets  mention  but  a  horle, 
We  read  his  genealogy,  of  courfe  : 
O,  fay,  fiiall  horfes  boaft  the  deathleis  line, 
And  o'er  a  lady's  lineage,  fleep  the  Nine  ? 

By  virtue  of  her  father  and  her  mother, 
This   woman  faw  the  light,  without  much  potheT  ; 
That  is — no  grand  commotion  fhook  our  earth — 
Apollo  danc  a  no  hern-pipe  at  her  birth, 
To  fay  to  what  perfection  fiie  was  born, 
What  wit  what  wifdom,  mould  the  nymph  adorn  : 
No  bees  around  her  lips,  in  clufters,  hung, 
To  tell  the  future  fweetnefs  of  her  tongue  : 
Around  her  cradle  perch'd  no  cooing  dove, 
To  mark  the  foul  of  innocence  and  love  : 
No  fmiling  cupids  round  her  cradle  play'd, 
To  fliow  the  future  conquefts  of  the  maid  ; 
Whofe  charms   would  make  the  jealous  fex  her  foes. 
And,  with  their  lightnings,  blaft  a  thoufand  beaus. 
Indeed,  the  mufe  mud  own,  a  trifling  pother, 
Sprung  up  between  the  father  and  the  mother  \ 
Tor  after  taking  methods  how  to  gain  her, 
They  knew  not,  how  the  devil  to  maintain  her. 

lleav'ns !  what  ?  no  prodigy  attend  her  birth, 
Who  awes  the  greateft  palace  upon  earth  ? 
Yes  '. — a  black  cat  around  the  bantling  fquawl'd, 
Join'd  its  young  cries,  an'd  all  the  houfe  appall'd, 
Now  here,  now  there,  he  fprung,  with  vifage  wild, 
And  made  a  bold  attempt  to  kifs  the  child. — 
Bats  pour'd,  in  hideous  hofts,  into  the  room, 
And,  imp  like,  flitting,  form'd  a'fudden  gloom  ■; 
Then,  to  the  cradle,  rufh'd  the  dark'ning  throng. 
And,  raptur'd,  fhriek'd  congratulating  fong — 
Which  fong,  in  concert  with  the  fquawls  of'pufs, 
Seem'd,  in  plain  German,  '  Thou  a:  t  one  of  us? 
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In  Strelitz,  firft,  this  dame  the  light  efpy'd, 

Born  to  a  good  inheritance — of  pride  ; 

For,  howe'er  paradoxical  it  be, 

Pride  pigs  with  people  of  a  lonu  degree, 

As  well  as,  with  your  folks  of  fortune,  ftruts — 

Like  rats,  that  live  in  palaces,  or  huts ; 

Or  bugs,  an  animal  of  pompous  gait, 

That  dwell  in  beds  of  ftraw,  or  beds  of  ftate; 

Or  monkies,  vile,  whofe  tooth,   inglorious,  grapples, 

Now  with  ana?ias — now  with  rotten  apples. 

Hail  Proteus  pride  !  whofe  various  pow'rs  of  throat, 

Can  fwell  the  trumpet's  loud  and  faucy  note  ; 

And,  if  a  meaner  air  can  ferve  thy  turn, 

In  panting,  quiv'ring  founds,  of  Jews'  harps'  mourn  \ 

Hail,  pride  !   companion  of  the  great  and  little  \ 

So  abject,  who  can'fl:  lick  a  patron's  fpittle  ; 

Whine,  like  a  lneaking  puppy,  at  his  door, 

And  turn  the  hind-part  of  thy  wig  before  ; 

Nay,  if  he  orders,  turn  it  infide  out, 

And  were^it,  Merry- Andrew  like,  about ; 

Heed  not  the  grinning  world  a  fingle  rufii, 

But  bear  its  pointed  fcorn,  without  a  blufli. 

Yet  fain  wouldft  thou  the  crouching  world  beftride, 

Juit  like  the  Rhodian  Bully,  o'er  the  tide — 

The  brazen  wonder  of  the  world,  of  yore, 

That  proudly  ftretch'd  his  legs  from  fliore  to  fliore  ; 

And  faw,  of  Greece,  the  loftieft  navy  travel, 

In  dread  fubraifiion  underneath  his  navel. 

So  much  fqr  pride — great,  little,  humble  vain — 

And  now  for  madam  Swellenberg  again. — 

Whether  the  nymph  could  ever  boaft  a  grace, 
That  deign'd  to  pay  a  vifit  to  her  face, 
The  mufe  is  ignorant,  me  muft  allow  ; 
Yet  knows  this  truth,  that  not  one  fparkles  now  : 
If  ever  beauties,  in  delight  excelling, 

Charm'd  on  her  cheek,  they  long  have  left  their   dwelling. 
This  nymph,  a  mantuamaker  was,  I  ween, 
And  priz'd,  for  cheapnefs,  by  our  faving  queen  ; 
Who — (  where 's  the  mighty  harm  of  loving  money  ?)— * 
Brought  her,  to  this  fair  land  of  milk  and  honey, 
And  plac'd  her  in  a  moft  important  fphere — 
Inipeclres-gen'ral  of  the  royal  geer. 
Soon  as  this  woman  heard  the  loufe's  tale, 
At  once  fhe  turn'd,like  walls  ofplafter,pale. 

CC2 
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Bitfiirit,  the  ham  of  JVcjlphalyfae  gobbled, 
And  then,  to  feek  the  Lord's  annoi?ite:l,  hobbled. 
Him,  full  of  wrath,  like  Pelcus'  fon,  of  yore, 
When  Agamemnon  took  away  his  wh — e, 
In  ^11  the  bitternefs  of  wrath,  flie  found — 
The  queen,  and  royal  children,  flaring  round. 

'  O   Swetty  !*  thus  the  madden'd  monarch  roar'd, 
^Vliilit  wild  impatience  wing'd  the  rapid  word ; — 
For,  lo  ihcfclcmn  monarch  of  graceful  fpeech. 
The   kin^  long  fince,  had  bid  to  kifs  his  br — h. 
The  broken  language,  that  his  mouth  affords, 
Are  heads,  and  tails,  and  legs,  and  wings,  of"  words, 
That  give  imagination's  laughing  eye, 
A  lively  picture  of  a  giblet-pie. 

'  O  Swe/lyt  Swelljf."  cry 'd  the  furious  king, 
'  What,  what  a  dirty,  filthy,  natty  thing  ! 
{  That  thus  you  come  toeaie  my  angry  mind, 

*  Indeed  is  very,  very,  very  kind. 

'  What's  your  opinion,  hre  ?' — the  monarch  rav'd— « 

'  Yes,  yes,  the  cooks  flxall  every  one  be  jfhay'd. 

'  What,  what  !  hae,  hue  1  now,  te'll  me,  S-vcUy.  pray, 

«  Shan't  I  be  right  in't  ?   what,  what  !   6\vc//yt  hx  ? 

'  Yes,  yes,  I'm  fure  on't,  by  the  loufe's  look., 

4  That  he  belong 'd  to  fome  one  of  the  coo!;?. 

'  Speak,  Sivelly — fhan't  we  fhavc  each  filthy  jowl  ?— 

*  Yes,  yes,  and  that  we  will, upon  my  foul.' 

To  whom  the  dame,  with  elevated  chin, 
W:de-llaring  eyes,  and  broad,  contemptuous  grin  : 
'   Yes,  fure  as  dat  my  foul  is  to  be  fav'd, 
'  So  fure  de  dirty  rafcalsfal  be  fliav'd — 
'  Shav'd  to  de  quick,  be  ev'ry  modcr's  fon — 

*  And  curie  me  if  /  do  no  fee  it  done. 

'  De  barbers,  foon,  der  nally  locks  fal  fall  on, 

*  Nor  leave  one  ftanding,  for  a  loufe  to  crawl  on. 

*  If  on  der  ikulls  de  razor  do  not  fliine, 

'-  May  gowns  and  petticoats,  no  more  be  mine — 
4  Curls,  clubs,  and  pig-taiJs,  all,  fal  go  to  pot, 
'  For  :u;h  curs'd  naftinefs,  or  I'll  be  rot  ; 
4  Or,  elfe,  to  Strelitz,  let  me  quickly  fly, 

*  Dat  dunghill,  dat  poor  pighoufe,  to  de  eye  ; 

'  Where,  from  his  own  mock  trone,  de  prince,  fo  grcat? 

'  Cm  jemp  into  anocler  prince  eftats — 

1  Yes,  by  rie  Got,  dat  made  dis  eart,  and  me, 

-  Xo  finele  loufy  n 
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Reader,  thou  railed  both  thy  marv'iiing  eyes, 
In  all  the  (taring  wildnefs  of  lurprile  ; 
As  if  the  poet  did  not  truth  revere, 

And  huicieth, gentlewoman  could  not  fwear —  ., 

Go,  fool,  and  feek  the  ladies  of  the  mud, 
Queens  of  the  lakes,  or  damfeis  of  the  Hood  ; 
Nymphs,  nereids,  or  what  vulgar  tongues  call  drabs, 
Who  vend,  at  Billingfgate,  their  lprats  and  crabs  ; 
Tell  them,  their  fiiri  all  dink,  and  thou  wiit  hear, 
Whether,  that, gentlewoman  ever  fwear.  •     / 

Nay,  Yilit  many  of  our  courtly  dames, 
When  -urath  their  dove-like  ger.tlenefs  inflames  ;     ± 
Lo  I   thou  malt  find,  by  many  a  naughty  word, 
They  ufe  fmall  ceremony  with  the  Lord, 
Infpite  of  all  that  godly  books  contain. 
That  teach  them  not  to  take  his  name  in  vain, 
1  Thanks,  Swell)1,  thanks,  thanks,  thanks,'  the  king  reply'd, 

*  Like  me,  you  have  not  got  a  grain  of  pride. 

*  Yes,  yes,  if  I  am  mader  of  this  koufe  ; 

*  Yes,  yes,  the  locks  fmall  fall,  and  then  the  loufe.' 

He  fpoke. — and  to  confirm  the  dreadful  doom, 
'Mis  head  he  fhook  that  fhook  the  dining  room, 
Thus  Jove,  of  old,  the  dread,  the  thund'ring  god, 
Shook,  when  he  fwore,  Olympus  with  his  nod. 
«  Yes,"  cry'd  the  king,  'yes,  yes,  their  curls  fliall  quake; 
1  But  tell  me,  where,  where,  where's  fir  Francis  Drake  ?* 

O  reader,  think  not  'twas  that  Drake — fir  Francis — 
Whofe  wond'rous  actions  feem  almoft  romances  ; 
Who  flione  in  fenfe  profound,  and  bloodied  wars, 
And  rais'd  the  nation's  glory  to  the  dars  : 
Who  fird,  in  triumph,  fail'd  around  the  world, 
Aid  vengeance,  on  the  foes  of  Britain,  hurl'd  : 
But  he,  who  feulks  around  the  royal  kitchen, 
Which  if  lie  catch  a  neighbour's  dog  or  bitch,  in, 
Lets  fly,  to  Arike  the  four  legg'd  mumper  dead, 
A  poker,  or  a  cleaver,  at  his  head. — 
Not  that  fir  Francis  Drake,  who,  god-like,  bore 
Fair  freedom,  fcience,  to  the  Atlantic  fhore  ; 
To  Pagans  gave  the  golpel's  faving  grace, 
And  planted  virtue  'raidfl  a  barb'rous  race  ; 
Spread,  on  the  darken'd  realms,  the  blaze  of  light- 
But  he,  who  fees  the  fpoons  and  plates  are  bright ; 
Sees  that  the  knives,  before  the  king  and  queen, 
Are,  like  the  pair  of  royal  ftomachs,  kec?i  : — 
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Not  he,  whole  martial  frown  whole  kingdoms  fhook  ; 

But  he,  whofe  low 'ring  vifage  fliakes  a  cook  : — 

Not  hey  who  pour'd  on  Mexico,  his  tars  ; 

But  he,  at  London,  who  \v\\\\  linen  wars  ; 

Napkins,  and  damafk  table-cloths,  afiails, 

With  fcilibrs,  razors,  knives,  and  teeth,  and  nails  ; 

Who  dares  with  Doilies,  defp'rate  war  to  wage  : — 

Such  is  his  province,  and  domeflic  rage, 

If  like,  his  predeceffbrs,  he  hath  grace, 

And  calls  his  conqtiefts, perqu ijites  of  place  :-  — 

'Twas  not  that  Drake,  who  bid  his  daring  crew 

Run,  with  their  bayonets,  the  Spaniards  through  ; 

But  that  important  Drake,  in  office  big, 

Instructing  cooks,  to  fpit  a  goofe,  or  pig  : — 

Not  he,  who  took  the  Spaniards  by  the  nofe, 

And  prifons  fdl'd,  with  Britain's  gracelefs  foes  ; 

But  he,  who  bids  the  geefe,  his  pris'ners,  die, 

And  fluffs  their  legs  and  gizzaids  in  a  pie  : 

He,  who,  three  times  a-week,  a  green  cloth  lord, 

Sits  wifdom-fraught,  at  that  important  board, 

With  wife  compeers,  in  judge-like  order  ftudying, 

Whether  the  king  fliall  have  a  tart  or  pudding. 

Not  he,  by  virtues  to  the  world  endear'd, 

By  foes  refpected,  and  by  friends  rever'd  ; 

Prompt  to  relieve  the  fupplicating  figh, 

Who  never  dafli'd  with  tears  the  afking  eye  ; 

But  wak*d  of  joy  the  long-departed  beam, 

Deep  funk  in  furrow's  unremitting  ftream  : 

But  he,  with  greatnefs  at  eternal  itrife, 

Who  never  gave  a  fix-pence  in  his  life  ; 

Who,  if  he  ever  afk'd  a  friend  to  dine, 

Requefted  favours  that  out-weigh'd  his  wine  ; 

From  lane  to  lane,  who  fteers  with  wary  feet, 

J uft  like  the  cautious  hare  that  feeks  his  feat ; 

Who,  though  a  city*,  near  him  rears  her  head, 

And  wealthy  villages  around  him  fpread, 

No  friend,  no  neighbour  near  his  manfion  found, 

Like  Cain  he  wTalks  in  folitude  around. 

Twas  this  fir  Francis,  quite  a  different  man 

From  him,  who,  round  the  world,  with  glory,  ran,— 

Forbid  it,  heav'n  !  that  e'er  the  mufe,  untrue, 

Should  give,  to  any  man,  another's  due. 

*  Exeter. 


Mufe,  leave  we  now  the  monarch,  vengeance  brewing', 
To  take  a  peep  at  what  the  cooks  were  doing. 

In  that  mug  room,*  the  fcene  of  flirewd  remark, 
Whofe  window  flares  upon  the  faunt'ring  park  ; 
Where  many  a  hungry  bard,  and  gambling  {inner, 
In  chop  fail'n  fadnefs,  counts  the  trees  for  dinner  : 
In  that  fnug  room,  where  any  man  of  fpunk, 
Would  find  it.  a  hard  matter,  to  get  f  drunk  ; 
Where  coy  tokay  ne'er  feels  a  cook's  embraces, 
Nor  port,  nor  claret,  mow  their  roly  faces  ; 
But  where  old  Adam's  bev'ragc  flows,  with  pride, 
From  wide-mouth'd  pitchers,  in  a  plenteous  tide  ; 
Where  veal,  pork,  mutton,  beef,  and  fowl,  and  filb, 
All  club  their  joints,  to  make  one  handfome  difh  : 
Where  ftew-pan  covers  ferve  for  plates,  I  ween, 
And  knives,  and  forks,  and  fpoons,  are  never  feen  ; 
Where  pepper  ifTues  from  a  paper  bag, 
And,  for  a  crewet,  ftands  a  brandy-keg  : 
Where  madam  Siuellenberg,  too,  often  fits, 
Like  fome  old  tabby,  in  her  moufing  fits, 
Demurely  fquinting.  with  majeftic  mien, 
To  catch  fome  fault,  to  carry  to  the  queen  : — 
In  that  fnug  room,  like  thofe  immortal  Greeks, 
Of  whom,  in  book  the  thirteenth,  Ovid  fpeaks— 
Around  the  table,  all  with  fulky  looks, 
Like  culprits,  doom'd  to  Tyburn,  fat  the  cooks. 
At  length,  with  phiz,  that  fliow'd  the  man  of  woes, 
The  forrowing  king  of  fpits,  and  ftew-pans,  rofe  ; — 
Like  Paul,  at  Athens,  very  juftly  fainted, 
And,  by  the  charming  brufli  of  Rapael,  painted — 
With  out-ftretc.h'd  hands,  and  energetic  grace, 
He,  fearlefs,  thus  harangues  the  roajling  race  ; 
Whilft  gaping  round,  in  mute  attention,  fit, 
The  poor,  forlorn  difciples  of  the  fpit. 

*  Cooks  !  fcullions  !  hear  me,  ev'ry  mother's  fon— . 
«  Know,  that  I  relifli  not  this  royal  fun. 

*  George  thinks  us  fcarcely  fit  (:tis  very  clear) 

*  To  carry  guts,  my  brethren,  to  a  bear.' 

*  Guts  to  a.  bear  !'  the  cook  upfpringing,  cryM — 

*  Guts  to  a  bear  1'  the  major  loud  reply'd. 

*  77.x?  larder. 

f  This  nvill  be  deemed  flravge  by  my  country  readers-— but 
it  is  ncverthelefs  true* 


• 
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1  Guts  to  the  devil  !'  roar'd  the  cooks  again, 

And  tofs'd  their  noles  high,  in  proud  difdain  : 

The  plain  translation  of  whole  pointed  nofes, 

The  reader  necdeth  not,  the  bard  fuppofes  : 

But  if  the  reafon  fome  dull  reader  looks, 

'Tis  this — whatever  kings  may  think  of  cooks, 

Howe'er  crown'd  heads  may  deem  them  low-born  things  ; 

Cool's  are  poflefs'd  of  fouls,  as  well  as  kings. 

Yet  are  there  fome,  who  think  (but  what  a  fliame  !) 

Poor  people's  fouls,  like  pence  of  Birmingham, 

Adulterated  brafs — bale  ftuff — abhor'd — 

That  never  can  pafs  current  with  the  Lord  ,* 

And  think,  becaufe  of  wealth  they  boair.  a  ftorc^ 

With  ev'ry  freedom  they  may  treat  x\\t,poor  ; 

Witnefs  the  (lory  that. my  mufe,  with  tears, 

Relates,  O  reader,  to  thy  lhrinking  ears. — 

With  feeble  voice,  and  deep,  defponding  fighs, 

With  fallow  cheeks,  and  pity-aiking  eyes, 

A  wretch,  by  age  and  poverty,  decay'd, 

For  farthings,  lately,  to  a  nabob  pray'd  : 

The  nabob,  turkey-like  began  to  fwell, 

And  damn'd  the  beggar  to  the  pit  of  hell. 

*  O,  fir  !'  the  fupplicant  was  heard  to  cry, 
(The  tear  of  mis'ry  trickling  from  his  eye) 

4  Tho'  I'm  in  rags,  and  wond'rous,  wond'rous  poor, 
1  And  you  with  gold  and  filver  cover'd  o'er, 

*  There  won't,  in  heav'n,  fuch  difference  take  place,- 
1  When  we,  before  the  Lord,  come  face  to  face.' 

*  Ton  face  to  face  with  me  !   the  nabob  cry'd, 
In  all  the  infolence  of  upftart  pride — 

*  Tou  face  to  face  wilh  me,  you  dog,  appear  ? 

*  Damme  !   I'll  kick  you,  if  I  catch  you  there.' 
O,  (hocking  blafphemy  !   O,  horrid  fpeech  ! 
Where  was  the  fellow  born  ?  the  wicked  wretch  ? 
So  black  an  .imp  would  pull,  I  do  fuppofe, 

A  bulfe  of  di'monds  from  a  begum'' s  nofe  ; 
Or  make,  like  Doulah,  carelefs  of  his  foul, 
A  new  edition'of  the  old  black  hole. 

*  What's  life,'. the  major  faid,  '  my  brethren,  pray, 
«  If  force  muft  fnatch  our  firft  delights  away  ?( 

«  Relentlefs,  (hall  the  royal  mandate  drag, 

c  The  hairs,  that  long  have  grac'd  this  filken  bag  ? 

«  Hairs,  to  a  bar'o'er,  fcarcely  worth  a  fig  : 

i  Too  few,  to  make  a  fore-top  for  a  wig  ! — 
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Muft  razors,  vile,- thefe  locks,  fo  fcanty,  fiiare, 
Locks  that  I  wifli  to  can  y  to  my  grave  ? 
Hairs — look,  my  lads  1 — io  wonderfully  thin — 
Old  S-uc!L>/ibe)'g  hath  more  upon  her  chin  '.' 
Yes,  that  ilie  hath,'  exciaim'd  a  coo,;,  '  by  G-d  ! 
A  damn'd  old,  German,  good-for-nothing  toad  ? 
Yes,  yes,  her  mouth,  with  beard,  divinely  briities — 
Curie  me  !  I'd  rather  kifs  a  bunch  of  thirties. 
Oh  were  it  but  Lis  majefty's  commands, 
To  give  her  gentle  jaw-bones  to  thel'e  hands  ; 
Vdjbwve  her,  like  a  puniih'd  fo Id i er,  dry-- — 
No  killing  low  fiiould  make  a  fwceter^cry  : 
I'd  pav  my  compliments  to  madam's  chin — - 
I'd  anfwer  for't,  I'd  make  the  devil  grin. 
The  razor,  moil  de'licioufiy,  mould  work — 
I'd  trim  her  muzzle— yes,  I'd  'fcrape  her  pork — 
I'd  teach  her,  to  fome  purpofe,  to  behave, 
And  fhow  the  witch  the  nature  of  a /have. — 
O  '.  woman,  woman  !  whether  lean  or  fat, 
In  face,  an  angel — but,  in  foul,  a  cat  ." 

He  ended-r-when  each' mouth,  upon  the  ftretch, 
Crown'd,  with  a  loud  horfe -laugh,  the .  ciaffic  fpeech. 

Too  foon,  alas  !  refentroent  feiz'd  the  hour, 
And  Joke  refign'd  his  grin  provoking  pow'r ';■ 
Rage  dimm'd  of  Mirth  the  fudden  funny  Iky, 
And  fdl'd,  with  gloomy  clouds,  each  fcowjing  eye  : 
Whillt  Grief,  returning,  took  her  turn  to  reign — 
Sunk  ev'ry  heart,  and  fadden'd  ev'ry  mien  ; 
Drew,  from  their  giddy  heights,  the  laughing  graces— 
For  much  is  grief  difpos'd  to  bring  down  faces. 

•  Son  of  the  fpit,'  the  major,  ftrutting  cry'd, 

*  I  like  thy  fpirit,  and  revere  thy  pride  : 

*  I'd  rather  hear  thee,  than  a  bilhop,  preach  ; 
'  For,  thou  haft  made  a  very  pretty  fpeech. 

'  Such  is  the  language  that  the  gods  fiiould  hear  ; 

*  And  fuch  fhall  thunder  on  the  royal  ear. 

*  Yet,  fon  of  dripping  1  tho'  thou  ipeak'ft  my  notions^ 

*  We  muft  not  be  too  nimble  in  our  motions — 

*  Awhile,  heroic  brothers  '  let  us  halt  ; 

*  Soft  fires,  the  proverb  tells  us,  make  good  malt* 

*  And  yet,  again,  I  bid  you  ftand  like  rocks, 
'  And  battle,  for  the  honour  of  your  locks. 

*  Lo  !  in  thel'e  aged  hairs,  is  all  my  joy — 

*  To  fhave  them,  is,  my  being  to'deitroy. 
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«  What's  life,  if  life  has  not  a  bliis  to  give  ? 
«  And,  if  unhappy,  who  would  wifhtolive  ? 

*  Content  can  vifit  the  poor  fpider'd  room, 

*  Pleas'd  with  the  courfe  rum  mat,  and  birchin  broosa  ; 

*  Where  parents,  children,  reaft  on  oaten  bread, 
1  With  cheeks  as  round  as  apples,  and  as  red  ; 

*  Where  health,  with  vigor,  nerves  their  backs  and  hams, 
4  Sweet  fouls !  tho'  ragged  as  young  colts,  or  rams  ; 

*  Where,  calmly,  fleep  the  parents,  with  their  darlings, 
«  Tho' nibbled  by  the  fleas,  as  thick  as  ftarlings  ; — 

*  Lull'd  to  their  reft,  beneath  the  coarfeft  rugs, 

*  Dead  to  the  bitings  of  a  thouland  bugs. 

*  Content,  mild  maid  !  delights  in  fimplt  things, 

*  And  envies  not  the  Itate  of  queens  or  kings  : 

*  Can  dine  on  fheeps-head,  or  a  difli  of  broth, 
4  Without  a  table,  or  a  table-cloth  : 

*  Nor  wiihes  with  the  fafhionable  group, 
4  To  vifit  Hortons  ihop  for  turtle-loup  : 

*  Can  ufe  a  bit  of  pack  thread,  for  a  jack, 

*  And  fit  upon  a  chair  without  a  back  ; 

*  Nay,  wanting  knives,  can  with  her  fingers  work, 
'  And  ufe -a  wooden  fkewer,  for  a  fork. 

*  Sweet  maid  !  who  thinks  not  flioes  of  leather  {hocking, 
4  Nor  feels  the  horror  of  a  worried  flocking  : 

*  Her  temper  mild,  no  huckaback  can  fliock, 

*  Tho',  for  her  lovely  limbs,  it  forms  a  fmock  : 

4  Pleas'd  with  the  nat'ral  curls,  her  face  that  fhade, 

*  No  graves  are  robb'd,  for  hair,  to  make  a  braid  : 

*  Her  breaft,  of  native  plumpnefs,  ne:er  afpires 

*  To  fwelling  merry-thoughts  of  gauze  and  wires, 

*  To  look  like  crops  of  ducks,  (with  labour  borne) 
4  Stretch'd  by  a  fuperfluity  of  corn. 

*  With  nature's  hips,  me  fighs  not  for  cork  rutnpi, 

*  And  fcorns  the  pride  of  pinching  flays,  or  jumps  ; 

*  But  pleas'd  from  whalebone  prifons  to  efcape, 
'  She  trufts  to  firriple  nature  for  a  fhape  : 

*  Without  a  warming  pan,  can  go  to  bed, 

*  And  wrap  her  petticoat  about  her  head  ; 

4  Nor  figh  for  cobweb  caps  of  Mechlin  lace, 

4  That  lhade  of  quality  the  varnifh'd  face. 

4  Sweet  nympli  !  like  doves,  (lie  feeks  her  ftraw-built  neft.? 

4  And,  in  a  pair  of  minutes,  is  undreft ; 

'  Whilft  all  the    fafhionable  female  clans, 

'  Undreffmg,  feem  unloading  caravans. 
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*  No  matter,  from  what  feource  contentment  fprings 
4  'Tis  juit  the  lame  in  cook?, 'as  'tis  in  Kings  ; 

*  And,  if  our  fouls  are  let  upon  our  hair, 

4  Let  lhip-fnap  barbers— hay,'  let  ki?igs  beware, 

1  Nor  tempt  the  dang'rous  rage  of  true  John  Bulls, 

*  And  clap,  likerfoois,  the  edge-tool  to  pur  fculls. 
1  Tread  on  a. worm,  he  fhows  his  rage  and  pain, 

*  By  turning  on  the  wounding  toe  again  ; 

*  Nay  e'en  incmimates  appear  to  feei — 

*  On  the  loofe  Jio?ie,  if  chance  direct  your  heel, 

*  Lo  !   from  its  womb  the  fudden  ftream  attends, 

*  To  prove,  the  foot  was.not  among  its  friends  ; 

*  And,  calling  in' the  aid  of  neighbour  mud, 

*  O'er  the  fair  ft o eking  fpouts  the  fable  flood. 

So  fpoke  the  major,  with  refentment  fir'd — - 
Spoke  like  a  man — indeed  like  man  infpir\i  ■ 
Some  critic  cries,  with  fharp,  faftidious  look, 
Bard,  bard  \  this  is  not  language  for  a  cook.'— 
O,  fnarler  ! — but  1*11  lay  thee  any  wager, 
It  is  not  too  fublime  for  a — cook-major. — 

1  Behold  .   to  remedy  our  fad  condition,' 
The  major  cry'd,  '  I've  cook'd  up  a  petition  : 
'  This  carries. Weight. with  it,  or  I'm  miftaken— 
'  Shall  fliake  the  monarch's  foul,  and  fave  our  bacon. 
Then,  jumping  on  a  barrel,  thus,  aloud, 
He  read,  fonorous,  to  the  gaping  croud. 

Thus  reads  a  parifh-clerk,  in^church,  a  brief, 
That  begs,  for  burnt-out  -wretches,  kind  relief — 
Relief,  alas  !   that  very  rarely  reaches 
The  poor  petitioners'*^-the  hiin'd  wretches  : 
But  (loft  its  way)-:\!nforturvateiy  fleers, 
To  fat  church  wardens,  and,  fat  overfeers  ; 
Improves  each  difh,  augments  the  punch  and  ale, 
And  adds  new  fpirit  to  the  fmutty  tale. 


Y 


PETITION  OF  THE  COOKS. 


OUR  majefty's  firrh  friends;'  AtfiJ  faithful  cooks, 
Who,  in  your  palace,  merry  Hv?U  f.s  £r?£$,< 
Vol.  I.  Dd  '     °    V 

• .'  J\"  " 
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Have  heard,  with  heavy  hearts,  and  down-caft  looks,  ,   , 

That  we  mutf  all  be  fhav'd,  and  put  on  wigs — 
Ton,  fire,  who,  with  fuch  honour,  wear  your  crown. 
Should  never  bring,  on  ou-rs,  dilgraces  down. 

Dread  fir  !  we  really  deem' our  heads  our  own,   >    . 

With  ev'ry  fprig  of  hair  that  orf  them  fpring*.— 
In  France,  where  men,  like  fpaniels,  lick  the  throne' 

And  count  it  glory,  to  be  cujf'd  by  kings, 
Tlieir  locks  belong  unto  the  grand  mnnai  que, 
Who  fwallows  privileges,  like  a  mark.  '  ' 

Be  pleas'd  to  pardon  what  wc  now  advance — 

We  dare  your  facred  majefty  affure, 
That  there's  a  difference  'twixt  us  and  France  ; 

And  long,  we  hope,  that  difference  will  endure. 
We  know,  king  Louis  would,'  with  pow'r  ib  dread. 
Not  only  cut  the  kair  oft*  but  the  head. 

Oh  !  tell  us,  fir,  in  loyalty  fo  true,  r 

What  dire,  defigning  raggamuffins  faid, 
That  ive,  your  cooks,  are  fucha  nafty  crew, 
Orcat  fir  !  as  to  have  crawlers  in  our  head  i 
Cvly  liege  '.  you  can't  find  one  through  all  our  hou;.;. 
Not  if  j  Ou'd  give  a  guinea  for  a  loule. 

What  creature  'twas,  you  found  upon  your  plan.-. 

We  know  not  : — if  a  loufe,  it  was  not  ours.— 
To  (have  each  cook's  poor,  unoffending  pate, 

Betrays  too  much  of  arbitrary  powers 
The  acT,  humanity  and  juftice  ihocks — 
Let  him,  <who  oivns  the  crawler,  lcfe,  hisloc^s. 

But  grant,  upon  your  plate,  this  loufe,  fo  dread- 
How  "can  you  fay;  fir,  it  belongs : to Vf  ?    ■  '■ 

Maggots  are  found  in  many  a  princely-!*  ad  j 
And,  if  a  maggot,  why,'  then,  ik>VU  1'ohfe  ? 

Nay,  grant  the  fact — with  horror,  ihould  you  flirink  ? 

It  could  not  eat  your  rnaje'ffy,  we  think. 

Hunger,  my  liege,  hath  oft  been  felt  by  kings, 

As  well  as  people  of  inferior  11  .ate- 
Quarrels,  with  cooks,  are,  therefore,  dangerous  tfimgs- 


larrels,  witn  cooks,  are,  mereiore,  uiwgciuua  L««»fia— 
Wc  cannot  anfwer.for  your  ftt-rnatji's-fate  : 
f  or,  by  your  frze,  we  frankly  mult  declare, 
You  feed  on  more  fiibffcantial  fturT,  t&afi  ;.ir.  ; 


I\ly  liege!   an  univerfe  hath  been  your  foes-; 
The  times  have  look'd  moft  miferably  black-- 
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America  hath  try'd  to  pull  your  nofe— 

French,  Dutch,  and  Spaniards,  try'd  to  bang  your  hack  : 
'Twould  hz  a  ferious  matter,  we  can  tell  ye, 
Were  ~u>e  to  buccannier  it  On  your  belly. 

You  fee  the  fpirit  of  your  cooks,  then,  fire — 
DeterminM,  nobly,  to  fupport  their  locks  : 

And,  fliould  your  guards' be  ordered  out,  to  fire, 
Their  guns  may  be  oppos'd  by  fpits  and  crocks  : 

Knives,  forks,  arid  fpoons,  may  fly,  with  plates — a  fVore  ; 

And  all  the  thunder  of  the  kitchen,  roar. 

Nat.  Gardener,  yeoman  of  the  mouth  declares,  ' 
He'll  join  the  itandard  of  your  injur'd  cooks— 

Each  fcullion,  tournebroche  for  redreis,  prepares, ' 
And  puts  on  very  formidable  looks. 

Young  women,  too — imprimis,  Mrs.  Dyer, 

Whole  eggs  are  good,  as  ever  felt  a  fire. 

next,  fweeper-gen'ral  Bickley,  Mis.  Mary, 

With  that  fam'd  bell-ringer,  call'd  Mrs.  Loman— 

And  Spencer,  guardian  of  the  neccjfary — 
That  is  fofay,  the  rieceffary-woman — 

All  thefe,  an't  pleafe  you,  fir,  fo  fierce,  determine, 

To  join  us  in  tlie    caufe  of  hair,  and  vermin. 

There's  Mrs.  Stuart — Mr.  Richard  Day, 

Who  find  your  facred  majefty  in  linnen, 
Are  ready  to  fupport  us,  in  our  fray  : 

You  can't  conceive  the  paffion  they  have  been  In, 
They  fwear — fo  much  your  fcheme  of  fliaving,  hurts— 
You  fhan't  have  pocket-handkerchiefs,  or  ihirts. 

The  grocers,  Clarke,  and  Taylor,  curie  the  fcheme, 
And  fay,  whate'er  we  do,  the  world  won't  blame  us  :' 

So  Comber  fays,  wTho  gives  you  milk  and  cream — 
And  thus  your  old  friend,  Mr.  Lewis  Raroas. 

We  think  your  facred  majefty  would  mutter, 

At  lofs  of  fugar,  milk,  and  cream,  and. butter. 

Suppofe,  an't  pleafe  you,  fir,  that  Mrs.  Knutton, 
And  miftrefs  Marflifield,  fierce  as  tiger-cats — 

One,  overleer  of  all  the  beef  and  mutton  ; 
The  other,  lady-prefident  offprats— 

Suppofe,  in  oppolition  to  your  wilh, 

This  locks  away  the  flefli,  and  that  the  fifh  ! —    • 

Suppofe,  John  Clarkelrefufe  fupplies  of  muftard, 
So  neceffary  to  your  beef  and  bacon  j 
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Will.  Roberts,  all  the  apple  pie  and  cuftard — 

Your  ma-jelly,  would  grov.  i.  or  we're  iniftaketi. 
Suppofe,  that  Wells — a  itubborn  temper  ftudviug — ■ 
Should  take  the   plumbs  oft"  from  the  Sunday  pudding  '. 

Suppofe,  that  Rainsforth,  with  our  corps  unites— 
We  mean,  the  man,  who  all  the  taliow  handles— 

Suppofe  he,  daring,  locks  up  all  the  lights"; 
How  could  your  majefty  contrive,  tor  candles  ? 

You'd  be— (  excufe  the  iicedom  of  remark) — 

LikeJ/c;//«' administrations — in  the  dat k. 

We  dire  afiure  .you,  thatrour  grjef  is  great  ; 

And   oft,  indeed,  cur  fee)in#s  it  enra^t ;-, 
To  fee  your  facred  uvuclly  hefet, 

By  fucha  praceleis  ^aug  of  uue  pa^es  : 
And,  with  ir.bmimon  to  your  judgment  fire. 
We  think,  old  madam  Swelienuer? — a  liar. 

Suppofe,  great  fir  !   that,  by  ycur  cruel  JJar,   .   .„,. 

The  barbers  fliould  attack  our  humble  head  ; 
And,  that  Ave  fhould  not  cnoole    to  breed  a  riot, 

Becaufe  we  might  not  wifh  to  lofe  our  bread--- 
Say,  would  the  triumph,  o'er  each  harmlefs cook, 
Make  George,  the  Third,  like  Alexander,  look  ? 

Dread  fir  !  refiecT  on  Johnny  Wilkes's  fate 

Supported,  chiefly,  by  a  paltry  rabble, 
Wilkes  bade  defiance  to  your  frowns,  and  ftate, 

And  got  the  better, -in  that  famous  fquabble. 
Poor  w.as  the  victory,  you  wifh'd  to  win, 
That  fet  the.  mouth  of  Europe  on  the  grin. 

O  king  !   our  wives  are  in  the  kitchen,  roaring  ; 

All,  in  rebellion,  ready,  now,  to  rife— 
They  mock  our  humble  methods,  of  imploring, 

And  bid  us  guard  againit  a  wig-furprife  :--- 

•  Yours  is  the  hair  (they  cry)  th'  Almighty  gave  you, 

*  And  not  a  king,  in  Chriflendcm,  fliould  fliave  you., 

Lo  !   on  th'  event,  the  world,  impatitm,  looks, 

And  thinks,,  the  joke  is  carried 
Then,  prav,  fir,  liften  to  you 

Nor  in  the  palace  breed  a 
Loud  roars  our  band,  and,  obitinate  as  ; 
Cry,  '  Locks  and  Liberty  ."  and,  ■  Damn  the  ivig;  !' 
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